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CH APTim I 

OK TffE 0AKaR;jS op CtTBiOSliy 

l'’iH8T I am to V'rite a love-story of long ago* of a tint® 
soiEie little v. bile after i.ieneral Jackaon hat! got into’ tit® * 
Wkit-e House iMSd liu4 sliown tite workl what a real domoc- 
r®ov waa, 'rhe Era of the first six Presidents had elaseti, 
anil ft now t had begun. I am speaking of political iJraist, 
C®Pttuij Ipeijt lumen, with a pious ladicf ut democracy, hjiil 
with n iirmer rlcteruiiiiation to get on toj>, arose, — ami 
on 'ort. So manv ot the.« gentlemen arose in the di&t* 
©nt slates, ami litey were so clever, and they foQild ®o 
many riiwli* in the Cloustitution to crawl throu^ »Bd 
steal ih« p •o|,*l8"s ebestiiuts, that the Era may be caiHd 
the Uo3»-lv»;. After the Boss oame along certain'. Things 
without sni'i't-'r-. it-u-i ;»t' '»'i,uiy mimls* and fmuid more chinks 
itj tW chiiikti, far til© Tifmgs were 

bigger, and they stuffe mtw® gh^st'nwta. ,Kut i am getting 
far ahead of my loye-stxjry — andi'-'>^'-wy 'hook. 

The rciuior is warned liuit. this first Wto-story will, in a 
few chapl^rs, conie to an end: ami not to a hr-ppy end — 
otherwise there wwdd be riu Ixmk. ■ Ix*it he should ihwvr 
t)io hmik aw'ay when he airives at this jmge, it ift'ocly’fcjr 
to tell him that is another and a much ianger lov®- 

eiiaity later cm. ■“ l-e w'd? -ijliiis'y ;Whic)i,',, 

it is hoped, he may , rjiA''' i'*. 

Xhe IxiUs mem t® imy up agaijiwt jth® , 

K , ■ J • .-s: 



■ 2 ' 

sciibo thft region where i.-yiithia was boi'n, ami 

the very old country naiues help to - summon up the 
picture. Coniston Mountain, <*allad by some the Blue 
Momitain, clad fw Heroyaian forests, ten good miles in. 
length, north ami south, with its notch road that win^Ju 
over the saddle hehimi the withers of it. Coniston Water, 

' Wilder tlie loam in a hundred places 

''on the Ci.s'^^nj, -ih^oe, gathers into a rushing stream to 
cleave the vur} granite, AoWkS southward around the south 
end of Conielou Mcnxutaiu, iiud having turned tti^e mills at 
Brampton, idles through meadows westward in its own 
green valley until it <x>Tnes to Harwich, where it works 
again ami tumbles into a river. Brampton and Harwich 
are ’rivals, but ConisUm Wa-tnr gives of its power impar- 
tially to tawh. From (tie Hltle farm clearings on the 
western slope nf C<mis<on Mountain you cun sweep the 
broad valley of a eerlitiu bntad river wlicre grew (and 
grow still ) the gi'aut pines that gave many u mast to King 
George’s navy as tribute tor the land. And beyond that 
river rises Ixannifnl I'a-reweil Mount.ain v{ many colors, 
now sapphire. m>w atmuhyst, its crct^i I'iratmsl about ut 
evening \v 3 tn saffron fiantc; and^ beyon-i Fiirewell, the 
emcrahl of the tveskjrji peiwA ^ the 

level light, A little i rooks aic high 

the ve'si«;-rn. on (,'oni.slon to score dn^i cool 

in th ir vray ihre:>r''h (hovelly tow'rjship ' to the brotid 
river — ^ valleys fcJl of the 'music of the water and frewh 
wild Utet od<yr of the hutis, • 

To tins d.a\' ih:e, milroad has not reached Coihston Vih 
lage— Flat, foro' nearer Braiupton. 

'Tk'O 4.;^s on its 0 w'n l»* ; iC a uader the h^rcKt-elad 

»tt>pe 01 vto':, 'and m the midst of its dozen 

feo*i| 8 es is trbaagb* where the militia used to drill 

on days. At om ^nd of the triangle is t!ie great pine 
Ailvgraced rm frJgat.c of OoorgcT, text flew the utiirH 
and aiti'ipcs o.’, "T-'unv -a Ittierty day. Across the road is 
toeh s store, wdtii a platform so high that alnmn 
may step oflF his hors'*' dlrcrtly m\ to ift with itachedher- 
paned windows, wnth d^M'ik :':;r^rii>r of 









'l^bcee 

fi)4n^g|k«it& 

wi^ 

'g lp»<^1^4#9e 


piQi^ii;t{i«b'^ 
i%» teiMU)ed jM|#}iL 

oat ot^ho 'liwi ^ , 

block of mmj B fH^io)) bw;. 

toftitO bos^eo'lte Honest Jbok ftiUlbrarell' 

bnilt tliat ffcoontC uieej^n^hbooe — • was, ladoe^t biiikl' 

ing It at the tame of wbeb we write. He hadMiOom ey«z|'. 
b^tin kod kSjftf p«>||.li(NNt, set etmf {MNMMil^^' 
Au^ Joelc* MsSofW is the laiui wbo, enwittktfl^j^^sthftr 

\ \ 

At noiA, oti.one of thoib auiita^ otihoi. 0&il^ 

iston. mantty, Joek deseimded from bis work dM 
pie tolNMeeiWthe OBgaiiil> ugttre-of Jetliro Biftit ooK^I^ 
t»waii|J|am uetim tbe greeiu Jethro was abtml 

S ats^%ge,Aod he wore a ooMiskm (mp evtta ks.'-^pt 
troivBTs looked into his boots. He earilitl^^ 
h% fc^ard, a little to side, aad Was i^lfwl- 

Jlrst IHI^ « preponsesslngdookmf peieott. Ab &wt 
largi^ll eoaceras lino, and we mast get stertied sont^^Wt 
it may jbe well to fix a little attention on biis. '' 

*♦ H|«fho' ” sttid Jock, robbing his hamH wk 
afffon. / ' «»# V 

** hdtow be yoa, Jtock ?” sid# fe%ro* 8top{il%, , ’ \ 
^Heigbor’oned Jock, ‘*w^jdj'’4 thin gaiita bC |ki: iMw 
ym^ .w.play^'^ ameni thkfiteaihfc? ” 

^-oallate to gif tike 'iMlhl* 

qbired Jetikro, without so moieh hb it *• 

Jeok'--h^'ha»lilf to 
hell Wd Wn ( 

||m% looking after hm m Je 
Ik^^taoiiery near 1^. / , 

^ ' it be known that there 
} Goto»n; aad aosoethi 







#dvaii4^^<ms.{Murft]lei4 ire Qiay oaR an JSataUiilMid Ckmp^ 
Coniston was a Congr<^t«jt»al town stijji, and the deac<^ 
and dignitaries of that church were likewise the pillars of 
tile state. Not luaar years before tha^tue of which we 
writa:; disestaldishniaftt had occurred, when the 

town ceased — as a tuwoe^ta pay the stJary of Priest 
l^are, as ike liiiidster' was called. The father of' 
Jethro Bass, Natiian the currier, had onc«, in a yodthfal 
h^e, permitted a Itapfr^t preacher to imtyeise him in 
Oonistoi Water. 'I'liis had been the extent of Nathan’s 
neiigiou; Jethro Icid noue at all, and was, f«jr this and 
othei . rciisons , some where near the bottom of the social 
scale. -f ■ _ ' 

“ Fo* ami troesc ! '' rejwated Jock, with his eyes etUl on 
Jethro’s retreating back. The builder of the meeting* 
house rubbed a gwiit, brown ana, scratched his h*»d, and 
turned and came fiice to face with Cynthia Wac«, in a 
poke bonnet. 

Contvjist is a favorite trick of authors, and no greater 
oontrast is to be had in Conistoa than that between Oyn* 
this Ware and Jt^thro Haww, hi the first place, 'Cynthia 
was the minister’s daughter, and twenty-one- I can suw- 
moit her now under the great iimplentof the village street, 
a virginal figure, gray eyea that kindled the face shaded 
by the poke Iionnet, and up you went above the clodda. 

“ Wliaf about fox, and geese, Jock ?” sjdd.,C'y*i*'l***^- '' 

boss,” said Jock, who, by reason of ,bi® o*>ph'* 
biiity, V. as* jnivileged character. • “Mark iny words* 
thy, Jctlifo Bipjs is an all-fircd sight smarter tlian fo-lk* 
in this town think he lie. They don't take notioe of liini, 
localise he don't say much, and stutters. H« hain't be'n 
fed<UcHted a great deal, but I wouldn't Im afeard to warrant 
he'd make a racket in the world some of these days.” 

“Jock Ilallowetl !” erieij Oynthia, the gray eyes b^lti- 
ning to danoe, “ I sapiiose you thihk Jethro’® going to be 
Pn^denfc.” 

'.I!: “.A'll 'rigbfc,” said Jock, “you oaa laugh. Evtir talked.' 
%?th Jethro V ” ^ , ■' 

■ ■^.i’ve,,.lnurdlyr spoken two-isrordb tof-hiin/te my M^***- sho,,' 




OONISTOK 

1-1 kr,A it was trap, although the UtGo white p**- 
“.«»» yU, to« *. U».,T 

« Jethros for visiting the sick. 

<>-:%"‘.'*“'„fSS;>t me- in m? time. .»d 


teX e dXrt ;:::. <» &ro Be», but Im leU beuod to 

*' ^1^8 jstaUiixi'ynts, 

“waJt'h” hain’t poor, Hp’« got «i« «^aiiy ^ 
mortgages round among the farmers - some on mnd, mH 

^TuiVtS^C make the money ?” demaodad CyntOi. 

*^ w'[||de» iin’ wool an’ bark —turned ’em oif^»n’ Sliep’ 

to. «t“ X,».a I-j man »»“ 

Boston with that six-ho-ss team. Lyman git* druaK, 

Jethro keeps sober and saves.” ...^ wja, Kia knife. 
Jock began to fashion some 

^ for nails were scarce in tliose (lays. Cynthia UngeWO, 

^^l^didVou meanly ‘fdx an4 geose,^ look ? ” 

- Ug aid hot Wong to the 

Imt^was aUjpvMralist ; poetically be admired Genwhl 




mxt jSoard ki - ^ ^ '' im jij^ |i^ ^ 

tibd poi^AiAile c^'niie eboreli ia - Coi^lteiit I Wm' 

1ber«i»T* As » matlsr ^i 4aioU jiboil Mbks^ |& m 

a pb^ul Oertam *»oacoi»flMii;fi|nnsti|. 

of whOuB theift w*J» aeib f fow iij the towb^ tffufm^ia^ 

Jonah WmohV tWre t|^ inominiif't; 1^* 

who lived na iSm north eiope, had |||l^ii||iTYy* llv^Mith* 

of the orthodox by aaggestiiig' thftt^8l|«iii> 

nated for tu^a office. Jock Hallowell «Muk;' j^UMad 

once or twice on his work on the affceepte ti^ 

across ili© tree-tops «t Conuton shouldtruig the sky* 4 Xbi 

had been puttirir two and two tosrether, and »ow he nhwa 


had been putting two and two together, and »ow 1)^ nhwa 
merely making fine out of it, inste.vd of Jotir. He r^ena*- 
hi'i «d\hat .fe&ro Bass had for some years been JotfraejihjJ 
tihrough the toipi, buying h..> lade^ and wool, and oeilai^W 
ing the interest <»a his mortgages. 

t’yntliia would have liked to reprove Joek Hallowelb 
and tell him there were some subiects which .dtould not 
be joked aboi.t. Jethro Bass, Olmirman of the Boaidof 
Selectmen! 

‘•Well, hero comes young Moses, I do believe,” said 
Juek, gathering ius pegs into hm apron and pxepaihag 
to ascend once more. ^ Ctdlated he'd spriii^ Up 


" Jock, you do talk fooliddy for a man who ki aiilOv|o 
build a church,” said Cynthia, m i^e walked mnm> Thn 
young Moses referred to was Moses HaUdt, Jmam, amt 0i 
the pillar of the Chumh mid Btute, and it wuU aa open 
secret tliat he was madly in love with Cynthia. JUiiit be 
said of him that he was a steady-going ytms^ maa, and 
timt he eightd for the ration. 

** Moses,” said the girl, when they eame in ol Ihn 
iduM that tdiaded the guide of ^ pansnnage, ^wMit ^ 
ynu tMink ol le^hro Bum ? ” « 

Batw!” exclaimed h<i^t Moses, * whai| i aito ' 
pi Mm inlo youv held, Ibidshn 


fBiam i$m In Mow» ir(|«4l 

eibten ufA jcwMfty. , 

' *^OW3t3iek wius About him. WhAt 4o yoa tmteitc 

' “ Never theufht one wny or t’other,” he aoeweRHl. 

neyttt had nmch to do with the boye. He’s alwAvs 
Ml tlitoery, or out buyin’ of hichw. He does nuAxe 

0 bai^AWi when he buys a hide. We Always goes 

onr^” 

'CWtbia was not only the minister’s daughter, — dis- 
n^on enoogb,— blw reputation for learning was spread 
llrtno^ the eouitoy roundabout, and at the a^ of twenty 
itl^ bad had im mpt to teach school in Harwi^. Oooe a 
W^ in emaatwfi’she went to Brampton, to the Social 
bbrary tboe, hlld sat at tlie feet of that Miss Lucrel^a 
Pennimin cd #btc«n Brampton has ever been so proud — 
LuCretia PenubtuKO, one of the first to sound the clarion 
note lor the intellsctuai independence of Aiperioan women ; 
who wrote the “ Hymn to Coniston ” ; who, to the awe of 
her townspeople, went out into the gmt world and be> 
eatoe editress of a famous wtmtan's joutnal. and knew 
Longfellow and Hawthorne Miss Luoretia 

it WAS who stmrted the BrampItolSoGial Library, and filled it 
with such books as both' S^KKi might read’ with profit. 
. Never was there a wtorietok ii»wr Hum hers. CyntbiA, 
Mias Lueretia loved, a«d>tlte tratning of that mind 
mp pleaisntest task pi her iHe, 
fJMtndty as a factor has never, piabaps, been given Ha 
Ite^ weight by jj^Ueeophers. Bm4m being ^tal to a 
eertain dofnesiic animal, as ah iwdigafing toiee H has 
IbwiMgbt jcf and sorrov? into tlie lives of men suod ito^n. 

S made and mamd coreera. And curioaity laid 
of Cynthia ware. Why in the world she sbonld ever 
b#en edriohii about Jethro Bass is a mytodry to many, 
IP* wm-e as far aptut as the psdas. Cy athla, 

dl ptopie, todk to watchii^ tlie tanner^ son, and lifieto 
.. 'ieg to the bnef dollo<ju|es he bad wHhlpito men 

store, ,idben she werd, thei«|to> bw fbtog* 9m 
^e paxMiager«iMl H to huPlab'Jtol: bad 













fm pit wwld, men. 

*• Be^^uered where 


ttd 

•* 1 w&nt 


poQfbMr?” % 


ing lamwU- 
1 ”‘ 4 Saidf^Jeth 


the book, 


get Miee h 


tand it. 


wl 




ym.’^flifu tama it? 

^ Cifrtaiiily/' lilto answered, and 
■^. ^ “I — I ioiH|j|» be going,*' pt 

*' * A 

mpb » #▼« it to mel* 
p| fitE^«t»M |pQer]rlrhe|i Tt 
" ite Midi ida drove on* 




m tm fSlttnied, in the jmdm a|lpiocHk^li|n 
ver trondnud'^ptaneif, henaipk n«| el HmH 
‘ake l^eeler or Speedy Bates, the Jmm 
tliSp whom UtBe esdjpi^ txndd ao* hav4 
^i^wthoiight aoptiiig, Indeed, et itbl 


me whi 













back to 
^ coiiteuta 
geuer^ ; o) 



it was the Bible, «b4^ 

13 repid it. Aunt Luey^ 

'Church Cohlston in general, belie ^^ pyilMrfdhinJ 
i Iroiu the burning, and who so ^|^M||{rvyfitIi(^ m 
^ nd of suatohing! So Oyn|j3ii8 hers^fH was a ^?jpo-, 

e r ouce, and did not ku^ .it. At tlm time delhm’s 
re mostly of omisaibi^^ As far^i^ ttiial was con- 
he was a creature aftih' Aunt tJhcy’s own hear^ 
aever touched it »■ true, gaunt Deacon Ira Perkini|| 
-man, had once chided him for bresi^Bg 'the 
'^hooting at a fox. . 

fteturn to tlilllhook. ' • As long ^ ,he livetl, Jethro 
»f the ihouumehtpS ta^ of niaster- 
^ mind, Na^l<»on became a rough 
Ihe cities, viBages, and fortress he 
as accurate a picture as mp^sident of Venice from 
^ ppoo Polo's account of Tartai|^^ - Jethro had learned to 
/e<%' <^r:A|whion, to wTifcgi»dd, umltiply, and divide. 
He lcUe^l|P|P^^ and ce^in barefooted 

oqmMuiShlf^a forced a proud Britain to lier knees, and 
utiimi^f the warring liook took color from Captain 

^TimOWiy Prescott's Jlplies of General Stark and bis caiu- 
paigB8,heiTd at JjUBih stStt. What Paris looked 

^e, or Berlin, or the Hospice of St. Bernard — though 
imaged by a winter ConistoriT^ troubled Jethro not at 
all; the thing that stuck in hia' thind was that Napoieort 
-~for a considerable time, at least — eorapelled meu.;to <% 
his bidding. CoG^titntions crumble before the Strong, 
Not that Jethro philosojlltieed about constitStioiiuB. 
ing conditions presented themselves, au4-it ooourreto|® 
him that there were crevices in the town ^teiB^4md smys 
into power through the crevices for men olewer enough to 
,find them. 

Jk week later, and in these same gre«t woods on ' ^jf -way 
to Bramptou, Cynthia overtook him once more. Tt was 
characteristic of him that he plunged at once into the 
aubjeet upperutofit in his mind. 

"'Not '.ia very b^ place, this C^nnoa — no^,: very 



loU^; .»« 




Z rw.h&pp-| ifffr M V ■' 

lived . ’'''■tjJ^'*'--^:^*-o 

“He wak • entttft- men*- .Jpli>eJoi)Bd fidfiffa 
.faj. Did®’! Iiifcve to «ove *«»-■**# ■» -ji •'^ ’’ 

et adailt*0di fife 

ttoontii^ latWif Mw far havety^ reed?*’ 

“Onw wag ihafc Wiped Idpi ” pdd Je^QR>«f 1 aJ^P^^' 
answer to this ^uestloB, “ he jgfol s |hlWt wten^-^^R' 
•wife-*«a smart **0018111.” * ^ V 

Cynthia looked jdow® at the reiasm her lap, ktiliiiw 
felt i^ain that wi^dked stirring within her.—inovediil^ 
stirring of minister’s dan^hter for iaamer'e eon, ^ Ckat y i 
ton benoves, and always will believe* that tile iMpB 

are strong enoagh. So Cynthia looked desoi^* teiil|iii| 

“ Poor J osepbine I ” idte said, “ I alwayii i(ii|liiipe Jmi iMi/ 
mBilmon.'' 

“ 0 >«ast her oft? ” said Jethro. “Cast her off I 
did he do Uiat?” a v ^ 

“ After a while, when he got to bO wnperor, be a«#ded 
a wife who would be more useful to him. JossfdiinO had 
become a drag. He cared more about getting on in the 
world than he did about his wife.” 

Jethro looked away contemplatively. ^ 

“ Wa*wahn’t the woman to nlame majf >9 ” Ite mdd- ' 
“Eead the bohk, and you’ll eOe,” reto*^ C^Odhiiy, 
ffieking her horse, yrhicb started at all gaits thi'tW Ihe 
road. Jethro sto^ in his tracks, staring, but this 
ho did not see her face above the hood of the g^. Fi» ‘. 
eeitly W trudged on, head downward, pondering 0)^0 
lUIMmher ptoblem than Hi^leoti’a Cynthia, at lengph* 
arrived in Srampton fitreeti in | hnmor that paWM 
good Miss Luore^a sorely. 



CHAPTER II 
osr THE wiSDOM OE CHABITT 

Thb sun had dropped behind the motmtiMn, leaving 
Conistca in amethystine shadowy and the kst bee had 
flown homeward froin the apple blaasoips in front of Amt 
Lucy I’rofwott 8 window, before returiie*,!. Aunt 

Lucy was Cynthia’s grandmother, ii® eighty-miio veaw 
of i^e. Still she sat in her w^j^ay beside the lilac tiush, 
lost in memories of a stout, ^*‘*d followed a 

sfalarart husband Uj> a l»road *S|||^ into the wilderness 
some seventy years agone in Indkn<diays — Weaihersfkdd 
Massacre days. That lass was Aunt Lucy herself, and ttt 
|ust such a May had Timothy’s axe rung through the 
ConisU'B fotest and reared tlm log* t abin, wiMra «x of her 
chiidrea were born. Likewrite in review p!is»#d'%he lonely 
indnt^ when- Timothy wm ligiting Whind his rugged 
Cfenera! Stei'lt for that privilegti more desirable to hit 
kind d.an life — svlf.goTvriunf'nt. Timothy Prewott 
would j.uir the fondoek to no into, would have such 
God feaiing jX'fson# as be chose itnaka his law* boTMiHi, 
Honest Captain Timothy and bis Stark heroes, Aunt 
tuey tod bet xntotoriea, have long to iisit. Littk 
(^d tWy dwaiA of the na%m we have lived to see, alcatn- 
te at her,, constitution 'IRc*': « great ship at toehor in a 
gs3e, with 'funneh} behildis^.fto^ suioka, and a new raee' 
of men thi on^Ing her ddfekis lag the mastery. Gontston is 
there' ks) ! behind its with its rnsty firelocbl «wd 

its hOlidik graves. . .,y 

hi tlie gig,;fi*ilsd 

tt Atot in tol^p^dtMv, bat kie ,dhl not so much as 
j^nee at ihf ttoM^lhjGi^ hnr The tannery 





)ii^ wii^ M4 _ 
tinner jr rfieSi|lrd»'^ 

Oonist&n Wi^r» Cj ^ ., . 

feonae, for % wave pf ('rt%>5ox iihJi^ation 

; fl|t i([^;1liitja^%e takf 0^1 1^ otlier 

Was angry- * pi^ed s^nd 80P^^’%er 
truth be Jfbr her aotiona — ai^ewt^e ^ 

iTn. front of tlic minister’s barwaa;i^i*be eiin» 5^ wih, 
hill Cynthia pttllecl tlu» harness fr^ ^hucT^tired' heni|^|&^ 
an energy that betf>kenetl activity of rabid* Sh« Wis 
one who sluank from self-knowledge, llntd liti 
put itself to her. “ Whither was this matec^'lwaiid^tR'f ^■ 
Th(? tire that iii in strong men has ev«r » ]^e»^ 
women; and many, jaeaning to play with it, havw^KSg' 
burnt thereby since the world b^an. But to turn t|^ 
fire to some usf;. tO: nuAsft the wtWd better for it dr 
stronger for it, that Were an adhiieveni«it imieedJ 
bio so munching his h|y, Cynthia lingared as the 
fninied above the Tid|^' with the thouj^t that this mig^ 
be w oman's p^vlnee, and Mias Laeretia Penniman might 
go on leading her women re^ments to no av^ Never* 
thelesa she was angry wttli Jethio, not beeanse of what 
he had said, but be>^usitenf wliat he um. 

next day is Snndi^, and there is mild escitemmit 
in Coniston. For Jetimo Basis ekll with the coonsikii} eap, 
but in a brass-buttoned euat secretly purchased ln Bra»^* 
ton, appeared at mee^jU'i It made' no diSerence thai he 
entered quietly, and lit in the rear slip, orthodox Ctejdlr ' 
ton knew that he was Behind them : gom Mr. Ware 
it, and changed a litUd his prayers and sermon ; Cyndlhs 
knew it» grew hot and cold by turns under buErpioke boa* 
net. Was he not her brand, and would n^ get ^e. 
credit of snatching him ? How \rilUn||^":|tli^c^ 
she have given up ttmt twaditio^l^ s«tny 
— if it were a credit. Wnn .ffifein ht meetiag'Vfmr' -hlv-’- 
leligious pujqpcee ? _ .■* ■" -■*■■■•■'- 

Jethro’s importar^ to O 
'that sold. was numbered «!.■ 











if Ud 3uiow%jti ^n% 
tlw h«w«rt by the timnpHprbeifl M dre«r hewm njtM «||i((» 
of m\Ai not to be.dept^d. He }i!wl gtmfA at fli^ .bacic 
of OjfUthia’s |>oice bouoot; for t«K> fao(»% bet bdijiM im 
uneasy feeling tikt lie wold haw to 
The prim was paid, iu part, ddriij^ tie neattMx^h^^ 
To do /etbro’e Importation bW>lute Iraaltli^ he mi nmlpmm 
feat amoni!: bis contemporsriee, and youiMWea^mid ltdiMpI 
did not »ay ran«’b to his faoo; wbat 't&fy did iNp 
them little satif^faction. Grim Dmcoa Ira ntoppod liwi 
as be 'aaa goiuy to buy hides, and would |Pt« piff^ df p* 
him if Jethro bad waited; dear Aunt Lucy did 
in private. Iu six days orthodox Conisioa came to 
oonclusion that thu« ninety and ninth amd were better 
to brr who b k* snatched it, Cynthia Ware, 


Aw for Cynthia, nothing was faribei from her mind, 
Gindn'i^tian as was the tTioaght, if this tbin^ she bail 
awabened eonld oniv have been put ba<k to sleep again, 
she would have thought herself happy. But would she 
have heenilpppy^ When Mosch Hahb congratulated 
her, with piiM humor than sincerity, he received thb^ 
gee«^t scare of his l>fe* Tot in those days she iiraIoome4 
society as she never had before ; and Conisfeastt 
lucltmng Moses ii rtisolf, began thinking ol a wedding. 

An<»thei Saturday catni|and no Cynthia went to Braam-j 
itou, Jethro may ol may o# have been op the rwd. SuiM 
'day, and there was Jethro on the back seat in tli|gineetiligjf 
house : Sunday noon, over bis frugal dinnef, the mpiatey 
mildly remonstrates with Cynthia for 
has sliown signs of grace, citing oetPita l^ers 

of his congregation : Cyutlua turns tBCiipfli If^vp^fhe 
minister puzzled aiul a Utlie uneasy: Mpiby, Mip ha* 
eretia Pcnniman, alarmed, oomss P CoA&toa to bibuli'C 
after Cynthia’s health: Cynthia davfes back 
lar «« f onrgpprners, talking lltom&re and the p|iiiipce< 
mint df woAn | returns on foot,||iinklo|r of 




'-'^Euaii^imm ao' 

■« 



v^l^,:; iiie ^biiiig m» tdooaae oa» t» ipKsoi 

not tuMtaag »ay#img, — which €yiitlii» dis 
iptfr^^oata h<^ inwwrd palpitatiiw and owtimatjf loir 
«h&\hat«>d herself and ioo]i^l||B the ntetocr. The 
ii^j^nze uolphled itself, like a Jack from a box. 

. ' f 3fo« nsy the woman u'ahn’t any to biaute — -wrfm’t any 
to bfauae , 

T&b poke bonnet tuined away. The idiouldera tmder it 
^gan to shake, and presently the aeioniahed Jethro heaxd 
trhat seemed to Ik; faint peals of laughter. Suddenly aha 
turned around to 'dm, iUI traoe of laughter gone. 

“■ Why dou i you read the book ? " 

.“ So i am,” said Jethro, “ so 1 am. Haiu’i oome tot^l 

“ Ahd you didn’t look uJiead to find out ? ” This wi^ 


seom. 


**liev©r heard of reawlin' a lww)k in tlmt fashioa. I^Jl 
come to it in luoe — g-guess it won’t nm away.” . . ' - 

Cynthia stared at him, iierhafM witli a new inliei^t 9t 
this pi^ding determination. She was tM»t quite sure thaA 
she ought to staitd talking to hpui a third time in theab 
woods, especully if the subject of conveiwtjon were hot, 
as Collision thought, the g^Wation of his soul. 
stayed. Here was a man w’ho could be dealt witl^Hp tOO 
khown irules. who did e?«m deigu to nutioe a iw|w oi 
migl’lied coida^ap, ■ ■' / ’ 

Jethro,” aim laid, with a terrifying stenuMaa, “ I Ml 
going to ask too a questioo, and you naoat answer ane 
trathifully.” 

**0*gv^ I won’t hnd any trouble about that,” a«4<|‘ 
Jothzo, apparently Zkojt in the least tei^ded, 

**1 want y ou to tell me why you are going to meeting." 

. , * To soe you,” aaid Jethro, promptly, “ to«e» you.” 

, •* iJon’t you know that that ia wrong ? ” 

^PJian^’i thought mach aboot it,” answered Jethro, 

.. , . *t W«lib':|^<ei|#iio^ about it. Feeple #i' 

'loch «t olhor pec^do,” 
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liNMt 

<a«t%A»?*‘:, - ->"■ , j 

•* tk h^r .C^l,” 

i^ ^*,cowriotioj4i^1b iBiwi i^tefrlpttj'i 

rigflife Ifer yott to goto «litoi|i% to toe^p»ybody, Yodi fo 
tL«re to hmr the ScrtptorM to li»v«* y#t 

eins forgiven. 4ifcto**M» I-lfla^iyo# WM look, 4to<i J®® 
come to meetisto t<»a;pie tjilutk Fm eontorttojg yoto*’ 

« So you be,^rcphed lethxo, and fiiis ttmo it wa« h« 
who smiled^ “ so you be.” » 

Ovntbia turned eway, her lips preaaed togefcner. How 
to deal with suoh a man ! Wonaroua notes hroko on* ^he 
stillness, the thrush was singing his hymn again, muj 
now it seemed a lugh in the sjpj^ a hawk: 

wheeled, and floated. A i ' < 

“ Couldn’t vou twe I was very angry wimTI^^ 
“S-saw you was ^in' wtin Moset- Ha^pt more toan 
QOUtmon.” 

Cynthia drew hreath sharply. This was audacity — 
and j^et^^e hked it. 

“ 1 am weiy Coiid o£ Moses,*’ she said quickly. 

“ Yon always was charitable, f -ynthy," said he. 
“j Kaven’t I been charitable to you f” she retorted. 
Steoess it has be’n charity,” said Jethro. & kwiced 
doiiVat her tolemnly, thoaght fully, no trace of aogjnr In 
his lace, tnrned, and without anfither word stn»|» bff in 
toe direction of Coniston Fiat. 

Be left a tuinuituous Cynthia, amazement and repent> 
agito struggling with ange^ which forbade her calling Mitt 
hnefcj pride in her answering to pride in him, and she 
rejoicing fiercely ||nt be had pride. Had he but known 
it, every step he took away from her that evening was a 
step in advance, and she gloried in tlie fact that he #4 
not <w»ce look hack. As she wa&ed towmed CodUtfen, 
toonght ca*®^ M her that ttoe was rid of 'ito 
tom# ak® ne4 stirred up, perhaps %revar, and ton Hamali 
buiw iimn his song oaoe mose. I 





comsTO^ 

; That night, after Cynthia’s candle gone OTt, whoa 
tile minister sat on his doorsteps looking at the glory of 
tiuB moon on the fountain forest, he was startled by the 
i^ht of a figure slowly climbing toward him up the slope. 
A second glance toM him that it was Jethro’s* V^Oely 
troubled, he watehe.>iJns appr<»ach ; for good Priest Ware, 
while able to oIh;v oue-half the scriptural injunction, had 
not the wisdom oi the serpent, and women, as trifled by 
Cynthia, were a coutihual puzzle to him. That Tcrv 
evening, Moses Hatch had called, had been received with 
more favor tJian usual, and suddenly p»M5kt‘d off about liis 
business. Seated in the moonlight, the minister wondered 
vaguely whether Jethro Bass were troubling the girl. 
And now Jethro stood before him, holding out a bwk. 
Rising, Mr. Ware bade him good evening, mildly and 
cordially. 

“C-comc to leave this book for Cynthy,” said Jethro. 

Mr. VV'are took, it, nHi hanically. 

“ Have you finished it ‘f ’ h« asked kindly. 

“All I %vaut.” replied Jethro, “all 1 want.’* 

He turned, and went down the slope. Twice the words 
rose to the minister's lifw to cali^iint hack, attd wore sup- 
pressed. Y(3t what to say to him if he ctuin* ? Mr. Ware 
eat down again, .sadly, wondering why Jethro Bass sl^puld 
be so difficult to talk to. 

Thf parsonag<» was of only one story, with a wfep, 
sloping roof, (hi the left of the doorway was Cyatbiaa 
room, and the iiiinister imagined he heard a ruidJuig 
noise at her window. Pre-sently ho arose, barTbAtbe deter ; 
could licard moving around in his room for a while, 
and after that all was silence save for the mournful crying 
of a whipixMjrwill in the wot>d.s. Then a door opeium' 
softly, a white vision stole into tlte little entry lighted, by 
the mn-wiiuiow above, seized the book and stole back* 
Had the minister been a prying man aWut his household, 
he would have noticed nejtt, day tluit Cynthia’s <^ndl^ was 
burned ilown to the socket. He saw nothing oMii| kiadt 
he saw, in fact, that bis daughter flitted about 
singing, and he West out into the sun to dtop potatoes. 
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luMt &mtim hit |«i 44merjr | twice weal bacAuteare 
of humilii^cai and seli»j^ty in h^ e;^ ft® |hc«i||^t <3iai 
she shoold soalcA «4vaa«ee tp a laapk ihpt mm 


taoaer’fl son. |{eK h^aeabold 


otid, a lioagiae for 


furth4^ motion her, and iW walked ont wdet the 


tmpUu of the tillas'e ttreet- I^t it be that 

Coniston mu a viliage, by ooartesy, aad ite elpded wad 
a street, ii^uddeoly, there waa the taaaeiy, datiiro atand- 
wg iu front of it, oontcroplative. Did he aeo her? 1IS||0iild 
be come to lierij* Cynthia seized by a panif of idiaaia*^ 
flew into Aunt !m(\y Prescott’s, sat through half aa h<»>]? 
of torture while 4unt Lucy t^ked of TeaeiDj^tion of sin*' 
iiers, during fen minutes of wbicli Jethro stood, still emorjj 
feinpUtne. What turoult ^'la in At« breast, or whether 
th» H was any tumult, Cynthia knew not. He went into 
the tanner'^ again, and though she saw ium twice later in 
the week, tie gave no sign of seeing her.. 

On SatuH’ey ('jnthia bought a new bonnet in Brtunji- 
ton ; Sunday moruia|f put it on, suddenly retaemberod 
that one went to church to honor God, and wore her 
old. one } walked to meeting ui a flatter of expectancy 
na|t%o be denied, and wtxud have looked around hi^ 


that not Wen a tardiual sin in Coniston. Mo 4nlluro| 
General opu am (had she waited to hear it afnong tW 
horse sheds or on the green), that Jethro’s soul had slid 
back into the murky regions, from wMch it were loBy for 
even Cynthia to try to drag it. 



CHAI^ER III 

pSk clbkk and tub ix>ck:ct 

To praf® that Jethro’s soul had not slid back into tho 
murky T^ions, and that it was still indulging in flights, 
it is necessary to follow him (for a very short space) to 
Boston. Jethro himself went m Lyman Hull’s six-home 
team with a k«ad of his own merchandise — hides that he 
had tanned, and otlier eouiitjy produce. And they did 
not go by the way of Truro' Pass to the Capital, bat 
took the state turnpike over tho ranges, where you Can 
see for miles and miles and niiles on a clear sumim^r day 
across the tromhling floors of the forest tops to lonely sen- 
tinel mouuDiins fourscore miles away. 

No one takes the stale turnpilrg nowadays except crazy 
tourists who are wiiliug to risk 'their netiks and their 
horses’ legs for tho sake of wenery. Tho tough litlle 
Morgans of that time, w hich kept thw feet like c»ta, hlpr» 
all but disappeared, hut tliere were places on that road whiniEC 
Lyman Hull put tho shoos under his wheels for i»ar 
miles at a stretch. He was uoi a oum{»ution many peofde 
would have chosen w iiJi whom to enjoy the bMuitijes of 
such a trifH and nearly every l>ody in vomaim, wm alraid 
of him. Jethro Bass would ait flUent <m the seal 
for houp.« and it is a fact to be noted that when 
he told Lyman to do a thing, Lyman did it; not, per- 
haps, without cursing and grumbling. Lyman was a pro- 
fa.ne and wicked man — drover, faituer, trader, anything, 
lyie had a eider mill on bis farm on the south slopes of 
C!i(nkton which Mr. Ware ImkI mentioned in his Mrmons, 
and which was the resort of the ungmlly. The eider wm 
not so good as Squire |fortbeutt’a, but ohea|«r. Jethro 



im «6 biM lift 

i*itfii*iuad ^1 

Afl«9f iBPt 4jijm, jr«#ira|»i4 tetowsR^o** <opr Ctwafe^ 
timm 1>rl%e »m in1i(»^tibe' isr^eim titite^of Boi^akit «na 
at length arrived •* atffover' s li#telt op lodglO|f*lM»iMf tiuil 
did nht, vr» may 1^ sawa front <m Monnjt Ve«iiOB Bum^ or 
iaoe tlie Mall, lyman oroceeded fr |#d|nnMi and S*m» 
to sell the Mde« ot^ menthaodM odiiek ML 

hauled for him* * * * - 

There was d young man in Boston, when Jetaro arrived 
in Lyman Hull ’e teano, named W ilUiua Welilnmid|| Byd*- 
traordioary cireumstanoes he and another omIniMted frMit 
him are to take no email part in this story, whi^ is wmlBI* 
cient excuse fur his intiWuctioa. His fa^r had henii 4 
prosperous Portsmouth merehsunt in the West India tradi^ 
a nun of manv attaiuments, who bad failed and died ol^ 
biuken heart- and Wdham, at two and twenty, vtaa a c^w 
-n the httle jewellery shop oi Mr. Judson in OoxxddlL 
William Weiherell had literary aspiradona, and as^ 
from mormng till night behind the eonuter, reading and 
dreaming : dreaming that he was to be an Irving or a 
Wadter Scott, and yet the sum total of Ms works in after 
years consisted of some letters to tiie JKmwostls ^tua-ditm, 
and a bi^nning of the Xown History of Coniatonl ^ 
Hfilliatn had a contempt for the aarkward youuB dhpitt* 
tryman who suddenly loomed np before hhn 
raer’s moinnig across the counter. But a momenl iwfov^ 
t^ <dcrk had been in a place where he wfould hues 
lingered — a city where Wne waters flow swfl^ b etwW W M S 
white palaces toward the sunrise. 

« And I baye fitted ap mam timuAmn fibure 
Looking towiud the gotdtea lastam Sin 
And hvel wiUi the livhif wsiiA^ whisb loir 
Like wayes aboye the Uvltig wavte htSeW.* 




CONMUO# 

Ueck'cloth, a cuonskin cap, aod his trotuen 
Smoked jjDtQ rawhide boots. He did not seem a promisinx 
SQSlcaBer for expensive jewellery, and the literary clerk 
did .pot rise, but merely closed his book with his thumb 
in il. 

jSS-soH things here,” asked tlie countryman, “ awll 
tibings here?” 

“ “Occasionally, when folks have money to buy them.” 

“ My name's Jethro Bass,” said the countryman, “Jethro 
Bass from Coniston. Ever hear of Coniston ?” 

' Young Mr, Wethoi-ell never had, but many years after- 
vifaSKi he remetiibered his name, heaven knows why. 
Jethro Basel Perhaps it had a strange ring to it. 

“ F-folke told me to be ( areful,” yvm Jethro’s next 
remark. Ho did not look at the clerk, but kept his eyes 
fixed on the things within the counter. 

“ Somebody ought to have ctnue with you,” said the 
clerk, with a smile of superiority. 

“ D-don’t know much al>out tdty ways.” 

“ Weil,” said the clerk, hcgimiing to bo amused, “a man 
has to keep his wits about him.” 

Even tiren Jothro spare*! him a^look, but continued to 
study the contents of Uie ease. * 

“What can I do for you, Mr- Bass? We have stuae 
really good things heri. For example, this 5swi8« watch, 
which I will sell you cheap, for one hundred and fifty 
dollars.” 

“ One hundred ln*i fifty dollars — er — one hundred 
and fifty?” 

Wethereli nodded. Srill the eountrynum did not look 

"P' , 

** F-folk» told me to be careful,” he rejieatod without a 
smite. He was? booking at the lockets, and finally pointed 
a large finger at one of them — the most expensive, by 
the way. “ W-wbafc dVe get for that ?” he asked. 

d the dark promptly replied. Thirty 

was nearer ijbe price, but what did it matter. 

H*bow inpen for that ? ” Ixe !«ui, jjointing to anoil^. 
The clerk told hhm , He {in|aired about them all, deliber* 




Mm- Wbei^aiw be ba“liii4 &mt 

«*bui»eii. It IocJMI very (^elieate mhh liilge» r«wM %mA 
And Welberell surpmed tbi* Ae 0§i*^ ot Mfn Bpi* 
liad beea <uag^i hy tbe tmm Mpensvdi for it 
from feeing tfen ifeo'Wkift. 
uT-tweaty dollara**’" he a^nked. 

We may as well eall it laughed 

It’s not too good for < vothy^'* he said* t \ 

Nothing's too good for at oy/’ answered Hr* W0l|^* 

elh mockingly, little kaowuig isow he might eome to 
mean it. ^ ^ 

Jetliio BaK«5 paid no attention to this Sjfieeeh. Palling 
a grfe*it coviihde wallet from 1 1 1 potkeii still holding w& 
u»oLct iu his hand, to the amaxeuiani of the clerk h» 
counted out twenty dollars and laid them down* 

** O-gums m take that oue, g-guess FU take that one,** 
he said 

Then he looked at Mr* Welht roll fr>t the first time* 
Hold f '' cried the clerk, more alarmed than he oared 


to show, ** that's not the price. Did you think I eeuld 
soli it for ihat prioe*^'' 

u W*wahn t that the price you fixed?'’ 

^ Ton sn *pleton F* retorted Wctherell, with a acmvia*« 
ticm now tltat he wa«i calling him the wrong aainii* 
me Imck tlie locket, and you shall have yourmniltey^iljpa^ 
W-wihuT that the price you fixed 
Yes hut 


'' G-gue«H ril keep the locket — g^gueaa 1T| k^p Ihs 
locket/' 

Wetherell looked at him aghaasand there waano dwiit 
about his iietermiaation* With a sinking Iiearf the cd«rk 
realijiced that he should have to make itckS to Jiir*i 

tbe wvea odd dollars of (UfferenJJ mA tb# btt hm Sn 
noM. bii|>|ung round tbo oottQti«iii||to the dbctf jdf Sid 


mmtmm 

Ha Maimed the key* throat it in ^ pooketi ood lioad 
Baaa again — from behioJ the eoontdr< 

’ ** You. don’t l«iye ^lis shop,” cried the clerk, “ tmtU you 
me back that locket.” 

a thro Bass td^ocd. A bencii raa along the farther 
and there ha planted liimseff wthout a word, while 
tlih clerk stared at him, — with wliat f>!!iUo|jp» of uneasiness 
X sh^ not attempt to describe, — for the oustomer was 
plainly determined to wait until hunger should drive one 
of them forth. The minutes passed, and Wetherell began 
to hate him. Tlxm some one tried the door, ^eiwd in 
through the glass, perceived Jethro, shook the knob, 
knocked riolently, all to no purpose. Jethro seemed lost 
rereiy. 

“ This lias gone far enough,” said the derk, trying to 
keep hLs voice from shaking : “ it is beyond a joke. Give 
me back the locket.” And he tendered Jethro the money 
again. 

“ W-wahn’t that the price you iixed?” asked Jethro, 
innocently. 

Wetherell choked. The maij. ontside shook the door 
again, and people on the sidewalk Hfoi)ped, and presently 
against the window-panes a sea «Qf curious faces gazed 
in upon them. Mr. Boss’s thoughts apparently were fixed 
on Eternity — he looked neither at the people nor at 
Wetherell. And then, the crowd parting as for one in 
authority, m in a bad dream the clerk saw his employer, 
Mr. Juii.son, courteously pushtfig away the oustomer tpt the 
door who would not be denied. Another momant, «u^ 
Mr. Judson had gained adiuittance with his private key, 
and stofjd on ttie tiireshold staring at clerk and customer, 
Jethro gave no sign tfiat tlm situation had changed. 

“William," said Mr. Judson, in a dangerously quiet 
voice, “ perhaps you can exphun this ex traortlinary state 
of; affairs.” 

“I«an, rir,” William urie^l. “This gentleman” fthc 
Utotd stuck in his thnjat), “this gentleman came in. ItSlfe 
to examine lockets which I had no reason to believe he 
wooldfboy. f admit my 11(^6, He asked the priito 





tfiis m«st expeimvti, and i told him tireaty doUaunnii 
merely for a jest, sirJ’ William hesitated. 

‘.‘Well?” said Mr. Judsoij. 

** After pricing every loclmt in the caae^ he seised the 
first one, handed me twenty dollars, and now refuses to 
give it up. although he knows the price is twenty-seven.” 

“Then/” 

“ Then I locked the door, sir. He sat down there, and 
hasn’t nii>ved ^ncc.” 

Mr. Ji;dson" looked again at Mr. Bass, this time with 
unraistAkable interest. The other ('ustoiner began to laugh, 
and the crowd was pressing iu, aiulMr. Judson turned and 
shut the door in tlicir faces. All this time Mr. Bass had 
not moved, not so naioh as t'» lift hi.s head nr .shift one of 
his great cowhide boots. 

“ Well, sir,” deii'.uidtd Mr. Judson. “ what have you to 
say?” 

“ N-nothiii’. a gut ss i’ll keep the itnjket. I’ve piud 
for it — I’ve isaid for it.” 

“And you are aware, niy friend,” said Mr. Judson, 
“that uiy clerk Itas given yam the wrong price. ?” 

“ (luCAs iSiafs his Mockont.” lie still sat there, dog- 
gedly nii';oi;cemed. *' 

A bull would have swmed more at home in a ohina- 
shof) than .felhro Ihiss in a iBweilery store. But Mr. 
.Judson hiiu.s^•!^ wjw a mail out of the ordinary, and instead 
of get 0157 HJigry ho Wgan to lx* more intereab^.' ' 

*’ T..‘ h ,vua for a greenhorn, did be?” be reitoirked. 

F- folks told Mjc t.) he. careful — to be careful,” «iid 
Mr. Bass. 

riien .Mr. Judson laughed. It was ail the more dis- 
cojjcevti'jg to William VVetherell, because his employer 
laughed ran Ij . He laid iii« hand on Jethro’s shoulder. 

“ He might have .spareil himself the trouble, my young 
friend,” be .said. “ You didn’t expect to find a greenLorn 
kekmd a jewellery ( ouiiter, did you ?? 

.“ S-eurpriaed me smue.” said Jothrol 
, Mr, Jtidiun langhiid again, all the, while looMi^ at 
him. 
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them. He held tbe loekei: out to jM&. JttdBf»n^ dds|^ etnxd# 
at it, astonished. s • 

“ Wbafc's this ? ” said TOit gentleman; “fOtt dmt’t itllll ' 
it?” ‘ * f ^ 

“Guess ni have it marked,” said detime, **0f wddi0*i 
cost extry.” '*11! 

“ Marked J ’* gasped Mr. dudson, “ maaked ! ” » ^ 

“ E£ it don’t cost extry,” detbro repeated. | 

“Well, ril~ ” exclaimed Mr. dndaoo, and suddenly'*^ 
m'filled the tart that he was a ohnreh member. ♦^Whirfll 
inscription do yon wish put iu^o it ? ” he asked, recovering 
hmmlf with an effort. 

Jethro th’-u&t bis hand into his imrket, and agfun the 
cowhide wallet came out. He tendered Mr. dddaoo a 
somewhat soiled piece of paper, and Mr. dudsott read; — 

“ Cifnthy, from Jethro ” 


(J^nthy'* Mr. Judsou repeated, in a tremrdema vdhe, 
“ not Giptt'hia." 

“ H-how is it written,” said Jethro, leaning otet* it, ' 
“h-how is it writtan?” 

“ Cmthy,'** ausweied Mr. Jadaoo, i&volontluriJy'. 

“Then make it Cynthy — make it 

•^ Cynthy it shall be,” said Mr. dadsmo, with eonvietien. 

“ Wlien'll you have it done ? ” 

“To-night,” replied Mr. Jodson, wi^ a twinlde in Ida 
eye, “ to-night, as a special favor,” 

“ What t ime — • w-wbat time ? ” 

“Seven o’clock, sir. May I s<Md it to yo#^ hfilfetir 

To# Ttemoot lIooBe^ I aop|>0»6?*M 

Jethi%B 0 atemly thM; Mt. di^ 
sem Kept hie laughter untal he waa 
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Slom the door they, wetched Mm ae be statede 

aoroBb the utreet and turned the coEner. 'flten Mr. Jndami 
turned. That, man will make his mark, WSliam,** he 
i^d ; and added thoughtfully, “ but whether for good or 
erjl, I know not.” 
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W HAT Oyuthia may haw thoa^t or felt diirin(| 
absence in Boston, and for 8<Mne montlis tluBrMlite^ aIio 
kept to herself* Honest Mosee Hatch pursued huiooni^lai^ 
unti-onbled, and never knew that he had a rival. Moeea • 
would as soon have questioned the seasons or the weallieif 
as CynthWs changes of moods, — which Were inde^ the 
weather for him, and when storms came he sat with his 
back to them, waiting for tho sumdiine. He had long 
ceased propiwing marriage, in the firm belief that 
Cynthia wouhi set the day in her own good time. Tberehy 
he was saved much suffering. 

The summer Hew on apace, for Cuuiston. Fragrant bay 
was cut on hillsides won from rock and forest, and Conia* 
ton Water sang a gentler melody — save when the eiooda 
floated among the spruces on the mountain and tito rain 
beat on the siiinglcs. During the still days before tito 
turn' of the year, — days of bending fruit boughs, ttrab- 
apples glistening red in the soft sunlight, — ^rmnof came, 
from Brampton to wrinkle the foreltetm of Moses Hatdh 
as lie worked among his father’a orchards. 

The rumor was of a Mr. Isaac Dudley WortbiikglRMi, a 
name destined to make much rumor befoto it wm to be 
carved on the marble. Isaac D. WortMu^ton^ indeed 
might by a strcush of the imaginatiohbe esBOd thepionecnr 
of aU the genus to be known in the lutdre as City Polks, , 
who were, two generations iatear, ti| invade ttie oonx^Ey 
lifce a devouring army of locusts. > 

At that time a stranger in Bramplon was enongli to set 
the town agog. But a young man 4|f three and 

a 
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'irith an independ^ Ipoome of four htmdred dollaro a 
year ! — or wiy income at all not derived from hie own 
labor — was unheard of. It ie said .that when the stage 
from over 'Truro Gap arrived in Brampton Street a 
hundred eyes gazed at him unseen, from various ambushes, 
and followed him up the walk to Silas Wheelook’s, where 
he was to board. In half an hour Brampton knew the 
essentials of Isaac Worthington’s story, and Sam Price 
was on his way with it to Coniston for distribution at 
Jonah Winch’s store. 

Young Mr. Worthington was from Boston — no less ; 
slim', pale, medium height, but with an alert look, .and a 
high-bridged nose. But his clothes ! Sam Price’s vocabu- 
lary was insufficient here., they were cut in such a way, 
and Mr. Worthington w'as downright distinguished-looking 
nnder his gray beaver. Why had he come to Brampton ? 
demanded Deacon Ira Perkins. Sam had saved this for 
the last. Young Mr. Worthington was threatened with 
consumption, and had been sent to live w'ith his distant 
relative, Silas Wheelock. 

The presence of a gentleman of leisure — although 
threatened with oonsunjptioi^ — became an all-absorbing 
topic in two villages and three hamlets, and more' than 
one svrain, hitherto successful, felt the wind blow colder. 
But in a fortnight it was kiiowui that a petticoat did not 
make Isaac Worthington even turn his head. Curiosity 
centred on Silas Wlieelock’s barn, where Mr. Worthing- 
ton had fitted up a shop, and presently various strange 
models of contrivances began to take shape there. What 
these were, Silas himself knew not ; and the gentleman of 
leisure was, alas I close-mouthed. When he was not saw- 
ing and hammering and planing, he. took long walks up 
and down Coniston Water, and was surprised deep in 
thought at several places. 

Kathan Bass’s story-and-a-half house, devoid of paint, 
Iboed the .load, and behind it was the shed, or lKi,rn, that 
Mrved as the tannery, and between the tannery and Con- 
iston ll^ater were the vats. The rain flew in silvery 
i^psti^ aod the drops ^one like jewels on the cotd of a 
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man who stood looking in at the 'tannerjr d<rar. 
young Jake Wheeler, son of the rfllage spendtiUrift, was 
* dtiiang a lean white horse round in a ring ; to the horse 
#88 attocbi^ a beam, and on the beam a huge round stone 
rolM on a circular oak plftbform. Jethro Bass, who wa« 
engajged ih pushing hemlock bark under the Mt«me to be 
crushed* straightened. Of the three, the horse had seen 
the Tisitor first, and stepped in his tracks. 

“ Jethro !” whisjjered Jake, tingling with an excite- 
ment that was hut aaturnl. Jethro had begun to sweep 
the finer pSeoes of bark toward the centre. “It’s the 
city man, walked up here from Brampton.” * 

it was indeed Mr. Worthington, slightly more sun- 
burned and less citified-looking than on hLs arrival, and 
he wore a woollen cap of Brampton make. Even then, 
despite his wavy hair anrl delicate appearance, Isaiic 
Worthington had the hawklike look which became famous 
in later years, and at length he appfoached Jethro and 
fixed his e,ye upon him. 

”Kiudof slosv work, isn’t it?” remarked Mr. Worth- 
ington. 

The white '# t^e only^ne to break the silence 

that followed, -«ing with all his might. 

“ How is the tannery business in these parts ? ” essayed 
Mr. Worth iugU>ti agaiin. - 

“T'linkin’ of it?” said Jethto. <*'r-tlunkin’ of it, Iju 
you ? ” 

“ No,” answeretl Mr. Worthington, hastily, “ If I 
were,” he added, “ I’d put in new machinery. That hors© 
and stone is priraifilve.” 

“ What kind of machinery would you put in ? ” asked 
Jethro. 

V “ Ah,” wQiffwerc'l Worthington, “ tluit will infcerfBst you. 
_Altl New Knglauders are naturally progressive, I take' it.” 

M "VV -what was it you ” 

was merely remarking on the enterprise of New 
said Wonhington, flushing, “ On mf jfOQr- 
ney%V^il|»i beside di® Memmac, I Imd the opportunity to 
in^ttcl ste^-boil^, the fulling-mill, the spUlWig* 
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tmoAricalii^^ 
oft® t» two^ 

,, to jrou.” 4 ' 

•» Woii**! “ *J*®i 

mMiin’t. GNe«» it deppita*.' 

i ‘^H-bow lauoh you imo^ i^^it'it.’^ ^ ^ 

Touuff Mr. WortliiftiftoBft, tetead of beuie ' 
jwnt, kogbed dud.j!8®klM Wwaolf oomfortamy _ 
bark. Ha thought Jethr#i| character, an<i h» wm ftw» *«*%»# 
taken. On the other hand, Mr. Worthingtoft dnoikyed ft 
knowledge .©f the fulling^miU and eplittiRf^maa^ino ^»d 
the prooeas of Unneriaa in gcndrel that was aa^irfeiite ^ 
Jethro, had Mr. W^olihing^ but known it, w«« ja«wi| 
interested in animate machines : more interested iu Mr. 



Worthington than the fulling-mill or, ind«»sd, the tannery 
busiiit.>s. 

At length the visitor fell mltnc, his sense of superiority 
sttddenlj' gone. Others had had thia saifte feeung with 
Jethro, even the minister; but the man of leisure (who 
was nothing of the sort) merely felt a kind of 


bewilderment. 

“ CJaliatin’ to live in Brampton — be you ?^S»ked Jetfiro. 

“I am living there now.” 

“ C'Callatin’ to setup ft mill some day ? " 

Mr. Worthington famy leaped off the bark pile. 

• “ What makes you sfty thatt” he demanded. 

“ G'guetework,” said Jethro, starting to shwM agaiOi 
“ g-guea&work.” 

T<i take a wftlk inAhe wild, to come upon ft bumpkin in 
cowhide Ixiote crushing bark, to have aim read wlthih 
twenty minutes a cherished and weUJiiddett i^gMtilfti tdhixli 
Brampton had not diiaiovered in a mon^ fmod tUd 
discover for many yearn) was mi!fi4®i^tly Well 

might Mr. WOTtbington tremble m his otihmr ambitions, 
and they were many. # 

Jethro stepped out, passing Mr. IfortMiigton ifti^bMih 
he had already forgp^n tjbat geti^fasoftak «MahMih%iBid 
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htok tlu^ lay uader o^r of a ifitshte. 
keraidied by a brightening o£ bbe western 
a girf appeared down the road, her head bent a Ibctic w 
and if she saw the group by the tannery honse 
'^e no sign. Two nf them stared at her**— jfidce 
i^ieelpr and Mr. Worthington. Suddenly Jake, itaplike, 
turned and stared at Worthington. 

“ Cynthy Wore, the minister’s daughter,” he sdPr < 
“ Haven't I seen iier in Brampton?” inquired Mr. 
Worthington, little thinking of the consequences of the 
qnes^u. 

“Guess you have,” answert^d Jake. “Cynthy goes to 
the Social Library, to git hooks. She Knfws more'n 
the minister himself, a sij^t more.” 

i ^ Where does the minister live?” asked Mr. Woith- 


Uwtoi; 

aake pulle<l him by the sleeve toward the road, and 
pointed to the low gable of the little parsonage nnder 
the elms on the hill beyond the meeting-house. The 


visitor gave a sliort glance at it, swung ai-omid and gave 
a longer glance at the figure (iii>apj>earing in the other 
direction. He did not s.th{)cct that Jake was what is now 


called a new s agea* v, '1 In a %ir. Wcu t hington turned 
to Jethro, wiso’ was ovo? rbe Ixrk. 


“ If yon come lo Hnuiipton, call and see me.” he siud. 
“yon’li ^mi me acSiii» Wheelock's.” 

Hf got MO answer, but apparently expected noneiPInd 
be started off down the Brampton road in the direction 
Gynthk liad taken. 

‘•Tiiat makes another.” said, Jake, sign “and 
Siiecdy Bates says be never looks at wimmen. Godfrey, 
J wdsh T could sec*. Mostis now.” 


Mr. Worthington bad not been quite ingeauor.s with 
jfidca. Tq tell thq iiitth, he had marie the acquaintance 
^ the Social Library Miss Lucretia, and that lady 
bad aung tha^raises of Iter favorite. On^ out of sight 
t>f Jetbi-o, Mn Worthington quickened his steps, peaeed the 
stone, wlisTO he wm renuuked 1^ two of Jonah’s cnetom- 
etSt Mid blood iaaf>ed when lie saw the girl in front of 
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aff^iuSfelf aow. 

^ |rt'W<»d«aoo 
’'S»^ iiee had a aimm ot 
f od than i^otbeil* i ^ 
titfoed aJPO^nd. -m “illfe’ 

“ HoW do yott 4«4P*’- W'*wI 

ping a Iittlo Oonil^oyA lllr, ' 

^ia tracteB, aud it wat soiipSino liel|*4 fie 
1»ke off his woatten )^d *w«®p the mwd wlttf ito 
“ You kno'w lAy name f ” he exclaimed. . ■ 

“It ia known from Tarleton Four Cornel* to^JIarpAMlJ’* 
said Cyn^a, “ al! that distance. iTo teE'the 
added, “tnose are the boundaries of my worM.** 

Mr. Worttungton being still silent, “How do^ypt; 
being a big fTOg in a little pond ? ” 



“ If it were you? pond, Mins Cynthia,” he xewondMi 
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gallantly, “I ohould be content to l»© a little frog.' 

“ Would you " she said ; ' I don’t believe you,*' 
llus was not • ubUe flattery, but the trut^i — Mr* Worth* 
ingtdu woull never bo content to be a litUo anything. 
So he had hoen judged twice in an afternoon, once by 
Jethro and aga a by Cynthia. 

“ Wh) don’t yon believe me he asked eostatieallj, 

“ A woman's instinct, Mr. Worthington, haa very libUe 
reijson in it.” 

hear, Miss (''ynthia,” lie said gallsntiyv your 
instinct is foil died by learning, since Miss l^eilnbBwn toll* 
me tliat yon are quite capable of taking 4 li^hool in 
Boston,” 

“ Then I should lie doubly «ure of your abaraoter,” dm 
retorted with s twinkle. 


“ Will yon tell mj fortune ?” he said ffayly. 

“Not on Mich a slight acqutduUuice,” she relied. 
“Good-by, Mr. Worthingion.” 

“I ab^l see you in Brampton,” he cried, “I— I have 
seen you in Brampton.” 

She did not answer this confei^n, buk loft bifn, and 
prwntiy ^snpMared beyond ty^riangle cff the gtehn* 
while Mr. Worthit^n purtmed way to Bfapi|i^ by 
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^ 0 r .en^a it,'io!f iLju^ff wwe# 

#{ catt* alt ■ttniM'’be #<iil|t%»h.;'\.’’|- ^ ,, 

' Itw »8 that,jB»etinjf^h4oh •ei»ii||^^poof 

Mose*, and -Hi' ^^64- of. it^wl#i-:^%"W«nt.lb''#oa»li ■ 
Winch’s store an Ht^r iat«f. ’^Aa^Slprf' lht(^’^mflNs«a» 
Conistoa ivas discnsstnf tine m&tfot pi a new 

It was possible tliat OyirtJbia saiglii take MipaJ pd'Deac 0 q|| 
Ira Perkins made a note the next time J» ’iiwnt to Bfsae^;; 
ton to question Silas WheekxA: on Mr. WortlSbagtMre. 
origin, habits, and orthodoxy. * ' .; >, . •. 

Cynthia troubled herself very little about any 41 
Scarcely any purpose in the world is single, but «be Alit 
bad a purpose in talking to Mr. Worthington, betidcsi 
pleasure it gave her. And the next Satdlrday, wben 
rude off to Brampton, some one looked tlirotrgn tbe 
in the tannery shed and siiw that she wore her, new 
bonnet. < 


There is .scarcely a pleiisanter place in the world than 
Brampton Street on a summer’s day. Down the length 
of it runs a wide green, shaded by spreading t*4eB, 
and on either side, tree^haded, too, and each in 
little plot, gabled houses of that simple, 
architecture of our forefathers. Some of these luMpiontw 
pilasters and oontices, the envy of many f ' modetn 
architect, and fan>^aped windows in dotn^ and 
doorway. And there was the clmrch, then hew, that 
atill stands to the glory of its builders; witii terraced 
steeple and pillared porch and the widest of checker- 
paued sashes to let in the light on high*backed pews and 
gallery. 

The celebrated Social Library, halfway up the struft, 
occupied part of Miss IjUeretia’s little bouse; or, itmi|^ 
better be said, Miss Lucretia l)oa#ded with t^ Sotdai 
Library. There Cynthia hitched her horse, gave greet- 
ing to Mr. Ezra Graves and others who pattsed, ait^ 
Wore she was fairly in the door, was clasped i», Mpi 
Lheretia's ara^ There were i^w books to be. diMNinM|^ 


Qcmmx^ 

arrived, by the stmge .theaim' l>eforb; tmt^'eeatea haii ##: 
hoar had pa^ssed befare Cyiit&a started gailliily at a tiaaJ4' 
knocks and Miss Luaretia rose briskiy* 

It »mxist be EziH Graves (^oine lor the Gibboii»^^, ahe 
midi He's early.^’ And she went to the door*_ GjntMa 
'ihenght it was not E/jra. Then mme Mias Lucre tia*s 
voice from ■ the entry : — 

H Wbj^ Mr. Wortluiigton ! Have you read the " Last of 
the. Mobioiins ' itireacly * 

There he stood, indeech the man of leisure?, and t<Hiay ho 
wore Mb I^eaver i-uii* No, he had not yti^t read the ‘ Last of 
tlu? Mhhi(*a'ns/ lliere were things in it that Mr* Worth- 
ington wonltJ like to distmss with Miss INmnimain Was 
it not n social hbrary? At this JmicUire there came a 
giggle from wdtiin that nnwie him turn srarler, and ha 
scarcaiy btvard Miss oflVring to discuss tliO wdjole 

range of lettt^rg. Enter Mr* Worliungton,, bows iu<e 
foundJy Miss Linu'ctia's guesU his beaver iu his liand, 
and the <lis<Missioii begins. Cynthia taking ho part in it. 
Strangely eaougli, Mr, VVorttiingio^4^s mnrarks on Anieri-* 
cait' Indians arc not only iritelHgent. hut interestirig. 
The clock strikes fonr. Miss bucrclia sfarlv np, siuldenly 
ramamlKwing that- she has proini.Hi4:si to teatl to an, iuvaiici, 
and with many regrets frtuu Mr, Wbuihit'igtoa, she de- 
parts* Then he sit55 down atcniri, nvirliug hU l^eaver^ 
while Cyntida looks at him in tp,Het amuseineni. 

tvuik to Oonbtou again, next week,"'' he an* 

nouiieed. 

■J^'What an energetic man * said Cyritlda. •- , 

*d’ want to have my fortune t<dd/' 

} iiear that you walk a gtvnt. deal,*' she remarkeiL 
and €v>oistoiv Wnicr* I shali begin to tldnh yon 

romtotie, Mr, VVoitldngUm----- perhaps a\,poeir'' 

don’t walk #:p mid down Coniston water for that 
reaiO%” Im answ^ered mraestly, p* 

** .Might 1 be m bold m to ask Me reason ? *’ »h.e vea- 
ttivecL . 

Groat men have their weafcncm^H* And many, -eidie- 
namstl^ vrith their own will tell tbisir ' enerWied 
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ib» « iK^inwti, It iifliiA. 
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to-day (fai« cwa lilfliwfy)* apd a^b41-|«%®i. pt^dla^ of bhtt 
in ihe ctfitol 'rf ®W "^tate, wbtf aiMkS dM|^|tldlMiitt» to 

He ieaiied a towawj feex* Ml 
anb|<M)t, wMcb wo kitnaeH. ^ ^ 

“ I wiB confide in yon,” Iwa said, ifl»e 
build here in BiaiQpton | woollwi *»ffl .whiid& Ip iA» 
best of its kind. If I gain money, it viU oo^lb.lllbluid^ 
it or to waste it. I shall try to make the towi# belier for 
it, and the state, and I shall try to elevate toy iil|gliboi«.** 
Cynthia could not deny that these ware laada% <N|¥I'!, 
tions. , ' 

“ Something tells me,” he continued, ** that X ohall tod» 
ceed. And Aat is why I walk on Coniston Wat«r — to 
chooho the be-^t site for a dam.’,’ , * 

“I am honored by your stmi^ bnt I feel toat tibo 
responsibility you repose to me is w great,” she said. 

“I can think of nofte in whom I would rather ooofidei,’* 
said he. , 

“ And am I tlie only ohe in all Brampton, Barwi<to, and 
Coniston who knows this ? ” she asked. i 


Mr. Worthington laughed. 

“The only one of importance,” he answered, 
week, when 1 went to Coniston, I bad a stnmge anr pfH l* 
euce. I left the brook at a tannery, and a most stogndto’ 
fellow was m the shed shovelling bark. I tried to gift 
him to talk, and told him about some new 
machinery I had seen. Suddenly he tnrned «n me ami 
asked me if I w^ * callatin’ to set up a mifiU’ Bb gate 
me a cpn&M feeling. Do you have many such odd dmi- 
acteie in Coniston, Miss Cynthia ? yoti’re imt gMr® 

Cynthia had risen, and alt of the lau^tor ’was mmt- 
from her eyes. What had happened to iSake Itoe 

suddenly grave, Isaac Worthington jtteverkneto F- ‘ 

« I We to get my father’s suppeif ’ she iaid. ^ , 
in M ^ ptozled and diacoalmtod 
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' * And mjr I not cratee ^to Coniston ? ” 1» askad. 

.4 My father and 1 should be glad to see yoa^ ipir. 
Worthington,” eke answered. ' 

He untied her horse and essayed on© more topic. 

You are taking a very big book,” he said. “May I 
look at the title ? ” 

JShe showed it to him in silence. It was the “Life of 
Ki^leon Bonaparte.” 



THR Kisro xa £>|LIlO I LONG LIVE THE »3»G ! ' 

Isaac Wobthington came to Goniston fi^.Ottce, bRt 
many times, before the snow fell ; and afte*ira^ too, in 
Silas Wheelook's yellow sleigh throagb the great rifts 
under the pines, the chestnut Morgan trotting to' (me fckle 
in the tracks. On one of these excursions he fell in ■ 
that singular character of a bumpkin who had interest^’ 
him on his first visit, in coonskin cap and overcoat 
mittens, .lethro Hass wa.s plo<iding in the same dlfei^ 
tion, and Isaac Wort^ngton, out of the goodness of his 
heart, invited him into the sleigh. He was, scarcely pre- 
partjd for the bunipkin’s curt refusal, but put it down 
to native bojrishneas, and thought no more about it — 
then. . 

What troubled Mr. Worthington infinitely more was 
the progress of his suit ; for it had become a shit, though 
progress is a wrong word to use in connection with it. So 
far had he got, — not a great distance, — and then came $p. 
what he at length discovered was a wall, and apparentiy 
impenetraWe. He was not even allowed to look over iti 
Cynthia was kind, engaging, even mirthful, at times, save 
when he approacheti it ; and ho became oonvinced that a 
certain sorrow lay in the forbidden ground. The nearest 
he had come to it was when he mentioned again, by accident, 
that life of Napoleon. 

That Cynthia would accept him, nobody doubted for' 
an instant. It would be madnesa not to. He was ortho- 
dox, so Deacon Ira had discovered, of good habits, and 
there was the princely four %U3^re4 a year -^almost a 
miniirter’s salary! Littile pecpei^aessed that there wah 
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'm? ldve>i»aking — only endless disoossioiU of 

liMie iho great centre chimney, and disc^ions of iJiao 

Worthington’s career. 

It is a fact — ^for future consideration — that Isaao 
Worthington projwsed to Cynthia Ware, altiiough neither 
S|>eedy Bates nor Deacon Ira Perkins heard him do so. 
It had been very carefully prepared, that speech, and was 
a hiddol of proptisals for the rising young men of ail time. 
Mr. MTorthington preferred to oner hiinaelf for what ho 
was going to be — not for what he was. lie tendered to 
CynSiia a WJte fora large amount, payable in sonte twenty 
jean, with interest. The astonishing thing to record is 
that in twenty years he could have more uian paid the 
note, although he conld not have foreseen at that time the 
Wtirthiugton Free Library and the TnfBpo Railroad, and 
the atained-glase window in the church and the great marble 
monument on the hill — to another woman. All of ihtMe 
things, and more, Cynthia might have had if she had only 
accepted that promise to pay ! But she did not accept it. 
He was a trifle more robust than when he came to Brumptoa 
in the summer, but perhaps she doubted hia promise to pay. 

It may iiave been guessed, altheegh the language we 
have used has In^en pnrfKmely delicate, tliat Cynthia waaal* 
ready in love witii — somelKwiy else. Shame of shames and 
horror of horrors — with Jethro Bass! With Strength, in 
the crudest form in which it is created, perhapei 
but yet with Strength. Tl>e strength might gradually 
and eventually be refined. Such was her hope, when ehe 
had any. ft is hani, looliiag liack upon that virginal «l»l 
cuitam^ Cynthia, to be convinced tJiat she could have 
loved passionately, and ettch a man ! But love idte did, 
and passionately, tiw, and hated herself for it, and prayed 
ami straggled to cast out what she believed, at times, to be 
a devil. g 

'Hto ancient allegory of Cu|dd and fclwii arrows has never 
been improvod upon; of Cupd, wltoaboidd , never "tovibe 
world have been tnrsted with a weapmt, bdiO defteS all 
game laws, who shoote people in ibe bindiee 
byetaaders geaeraEy, the weak and t3» b^pl^ and the 
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utrtstoe' aod. self*coufi<len,tI is »» »o»j|||W<>» *** it 

thao th?; t. He shot OyiitinA whpr^lps saaered 

in seer, t Coniston never ifaelie i. % Wm in his- 

tory rtf all I quote to brinj? fcoiud tf «• ««onni^ o^^tieh a 
mfeilhanco ? OdliorlroxL Ooniston would b»»ef gfin0 |nt4» 
sa<* kcic»th and ashes, — w vai swmi to g ' into those, a»y^.v. 

I .'un not trying to kee,j the iovem apart for any mere 
purptises of fictiott, — this is «. tri^ ehfonJti^S&nd 
s'aye<l apart nutst of tf'-at winter. Jethro went abotit .hid 
r'iaily tft-sks. wiaeh were now become inauiftJd, and 'be 
wore ihe lo< ket on ifo little chain himself. He did not 
tfjink tliiiC (.\vntlua loved him — yet, but he faa<l the tsffron* 
tery to believe **^6 migltt, some day; arid he vm <a»o- 
tent to wait. that she avoided liim, and be tiM 

too pruud to go paraonage and so inettr ridieiilo and 

contempt, ■ 

Jetfiro was eortont to wait. That is a clew tfQ hischar- 
acter throughoui his Ule. He would wait for his love, he 
would o'ait for his bate: he had waited ten y«im 
f>efore putting into practice the first step of a iittle echeme 
which he liad been gradnally developing during tiiat time, 
for which he ha'i been amassing money, and the life of Na- 
poleon Bonaparte, by tiie way, had given him some vain-** 
aiile ideas. Jethro, aft well as Isaac 1>. Worthington, had 
ambitions, althuugfi no one in (loniston had hithertp 
guessed them except Jock Hallowell — and Cynthia W#re, 
after her cuiiosity bad b-ieii aroiiswl. 

Even as Isn..,i' I). Worthington did not dream of the 
Truro lijvilroa 1 am! of an era in -the haae of futiirity, it 
dill not occur to Jethro Bass that his ambitions beaded to 
the making of another era that was at hand, Mahers 
eras are too busy tiiiuking abonythemselves and liheimuie- 
diate matters to worry about tdetory. Jethro never beard 
the expressiou a'bout “ cracks in the Constitution,” and 
would not have known what it meant, — lie mendv bad 
the desire to get bn top. But with Established Cimrch 
Coniston tight itti dbe saddle (in the peiaon of Moses 
Hatch, Seaior^^ how was he to do,, it? 

.'Vs tlie winiiiw wore on, and Ma^b town sieetiog S|>- 
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^ drift into J^onaH Wiiich^s store, ~ a Democratic tioaet 
headed by Fletcher Bartlett, of all men, as chairman of 
the board* Moses laughed when he first hea4'd of 
it, for Fietcher was an easy-going farmer the 
Methodist porstmion w^ho was always in debtt and the 
other members of the ticket, so far as Moses could learn 
of it — -were remarkable neither for orthodosLy or solidity, 
f;h6 rumors persisted, and stiir Moses laughed, for the 
senior selectman was a big man with flesh oVi him, 
could laugh with dignity, 

Moses,*' said Dcaotwi Lysander Eicliardson as they 
stocxl on the platform of the store one sunny Satuithiy 
in Eebruary, somebody’s put Fleieher up to this* He 
hain’t got sense enough to act that' ihde|>fui(dent all by 

UnmdC' 

‘"You !>e alw'ays croakin', Lysander," answered 

C^mthia Ware, who had come to the store for, buttons 
for Speed>^ Bates, who was making a new coat for tf*e 
minister, heard these remarks, and stood thoughtfully 
staring at blue coat-tails of the elders. A lirasa but- 
ton was gone imm De^uron I^fysander's, arid she wiiiited 
to sew it on. Suddenly ah^looked np, and saw*' Joek 
HalhoTell standing 'tw«ide her. Jock winked — ^and Ovn- 
thia blushed and brsmed huinew'ai’d without a word* nhe 
remembered, vividly je^imugh, what Joek had told her tle^ 
spring before, oind pver^il times <liiring the week that 
followmi she tliouglll''' of waylaying hiju and asking wlutJ, 
he knew. But she could not suinnum the courage. As a 
matter of fact-, Joek knew nothing, but he had a,ti»ory 
Hc'i was a^'straiige man, Jock, who whistled alVday 'Oi* roof 
and steeple ana meddled with nobody's bu«ine8»,as a rule, 
Whai liad impelled him to balk to fS’yntliia in the way ho 
had must retaaln n mystery, 

'Meariwlnle the diw|uieting ■riimoro eonflnuiKi to come 
'in:' Jabcz Miller, on the nortii slop, hwi told Samuel 
'Todd, who told E|>hraim Williams, that be wiia,g«>i|ig 
vote for Fletcher. M'Oies Hateh hitched ap'hiatcam ami 
went oot to -see Jabez, spent an. hemf in' geneural 
tioB, and then plumped tha question, taidng, as lie wdd- 
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tfaul means of finding oat. Jabez hemmed and hawed, 
eaid his farm was mortgt^ied ; spoke at aonie length i^pt 
the American citizen, however bumble, having a right to 
i!V6te as be choM A most unusu&l line for Jnxmt, and the 
whole matter very mysterious and not a little ominous, 
Moses dmve liomeward that sparkling day, shutting his 
eves to the glare of the ico crystals on the pines, and 
thinking profoumlly,. He made other excursidns, enough 
to satisfy himself that this disease, so new and unheard of 
(the right of the unfit to hold office), actually existed. 
Whei'C the germ began that caused it, Moses knew no 
better tliaa the deactin, since tliosc who were suspected 
of leanings, toward Fletcher Bartlett were strangely se- 
cretive. The practical result of .Moses’ profound Uiought 
wa« a meeting, in his own house, without respect to party, 
Demofuats and Wliigs alike, ofieued by u prayer from the 
minister himself, 'i'he meeuiig, after u futile session, 
broke up dismally. Sedition ami conspiracy existeil ; a 
chief offender and mitsler mind there wa.s, somewhere. 
But who watt he ? 

(iood Mr. Ware went home, troubled in spirit, shaking 
his head. He htiii a coM, andi wjw not so strong as be 
nse<l to lie, and should not have gone t o the meeting at 
ail. At .supper, CyiitWa JeteneMJ wltli her eyes on her 
plate while lie u>ld her of the .affair. 

“ .'^OniebftdyV, behind this, C-ynlhia," he said. “ It’s the 
most astonishing thing in aiy oxi>erience that w'e cannot 
discover who has incited them. All the uoattaclied 
ple in the town sixmo to ba^ e la>en ojijanized.'* Mr; Ware 
wa« wont to with moderation even at his/own 

tiidate. He said unattached — not ungodly. ' f.p-. 

Cynthia her eyes on hex pkte, but «hn fedt a.n 

though lier l*>dy were afire. Little did (b® minister imag- 
ino,8B he went off to write his sermon, that his daughter 
tQ%ht have given him the cslew W the mystery. Yes, 
Cynthia guessed; and she ocnld not read that eVening 
becai^ of the tumult of her thougl|t». What wa» her 
duty in the matter? To tell her father her Bumncious? 
They were only sospicioua, after all, and oomd make 
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jbei-s(»ll MililiDf (sA&t or it wii^d. 

eafOMi Jettwe, ifid told Jii# 1^ of 

tmtiuofft he oowld IWw »o b^ter* Tli(mvan>|i^» 'Oiiilkt llo 
her, and the very boWnftSa of it made her gTO» hot ngnixu 
Shfi would ap{»^ ti.’ liitti : tell hiilii puMt l^at’jpowesr 
had over other trim ooold be put to betler <u|d l||^ 

She would ai^ioiii to Idio, md he would ahuudos 'w^ flit* 
ter. That tht> luaii loved her with the whole ^hiezili^ 
etreugtfa ehe was sure, and that kaow]ed|;t> hm hMUi 
only salve to her ghaiue. 'i. 

Bo far we havr only suspicions ourselves ; altd, wtlmEi^ 
to relate, if we go around CJonlston with Jethro hi^ini4 
bis little red Morgan, we shall come back with mdhing^ 
but — suspicions. They will amount to confictinnst y<i|»< 
we I'annot prove them. The reader veiy natiuraU^ dto* 
inands some specific information — how did Jethro oo itf 
I oonfoas that I can only indicate iu a very general w»f: 

I can prove nothing. Nobodj ever could prove anything^ 
against, Jethro Basel Bring the following evidence befare 
any grand jurj La the country, and see if they don’t ihtow 
it out of court. 

Jetliro, m the course of his weekly round o' 8*ri0t|y 
business visHs throughout the town, drives into Bnmuid, 
Todd’s farm yard and hitcim on the sunuy side* u| thf ' 
red barns. rUe town of Goniston, it must he ex|ds||iSid 
for the benefit of tiiuse who do not Undemdhd wiWd 
** tflW ” in the New England sense, was a tract of tSMantny- 
ten miles by ten, Jhe most thickly settled poriaiitt 
ofaPi^h was tlie of Ckmisfcon, oonsisting of tweive ’ 

Jethro drives into the bamyaid, and SapUll 
T<^ comes out. lie is a little npn, and has a, Imldfe.bli: 
rul^g the sharp ridge of his nosP ' 

^ I”'*’ Je^ro?” says Sanmel. 
hrindle Ihursday. Finest hide yvjp m«t bead,” . < 

^ Taef«y-.g^» 1^ 

laeetan’ Tuesday Sam*l ? " says 
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’ « t'WM eiUlatin’ to, 1.. 

** I)eBiocmt — faain’t ye — Derodonrt 7 

♦‘Callate to bfl.” 

“ How much store do ye set by that Maie 7 

Samuel rubs his nose. Theu he names a prio« that the 
We miflttifetch, under favorable ciroumstanoes, in Bos- 
ton, Jethro does not wince. 

Who d’ye collate to vote for, Sam’l ? ” 

Saniuel ruW his nf>se. 

“ Hcerd they was a-goiu’ to put up Fletcher and Amtwi 
puthbert, an’ Sara Price for Moderator.” (What a con- 
venient word is when used politically !) “ Hain't 

made uj» my mind, clear,” says Samuel. 

“ C-comin’ by the tannery after town mcetin' ? ” 
iuquircil Jutbro, casually. 

“Don’t Vnow but what 1 kin." 

“F-feteh the hide — f-fetch the hide.” 

And Jetiirti drives off, with Samuel looking after him, 
rubbing his no.se. “ No bill,” says tho jury—- if you can 
get Samuel into court. Hut you can’t._ Even Moses 
Hatoh can get nothing out of Samuel, who tlien talks 
Jacksonian principles and rights of an. American 
citizen. 

I,et us pursue this matter a little farther, and form a 
committee of investigation. Where did Mr. Todd learn 
anything about Jacksonian principles ? From Mr, fSamuel 
Pricev whom faav« spoken of for Moderator. A(«d 
where did Mr. Price li^m of th^ prinoijdas? Any one 
in Coniston will tell you tiiafc Mr. Price .makes a specialty 
oPoratore and oratory, and wtQ bold Idjrib at the drop of 
a Imt in Jonah Winch’s store or aoywhete ebra- Wlw is 
Mr. Price ? He is a tall, sallow young man of eight ’Imd 
twenty, with a we(%e-Kkaped face, a bachelor 'UsA a 
Methodist, who farms in a nraall way on the southern 
slope; and mres his money. He has hecome alraoet iisnp- 
pwtable since have namwl him for Moderator. 

Get Mr. Sam Price into court. Here i» a mib who 
asMorediy l^nows'wlio /.Asy are: if we are not much 
mistaken, fae.^laJMr mouthpiece. Get an eel into court. 







Thew i^wbly on# wftii wfcb 0 (W** 1 s«!AW «>«*» 

li# isn^ on the jm^# v Mr. Pt^ vriil toik^ipie^ifeilly,^^ 
im i;%it bo woD-t tflJi you Mything. ' 

Mr. Prices |»a beon wjninated to* fiU I?ea^ 

{IM. Ill 

the I»t» •atnmn a ibhmji iii% jMwwan mf «to]|^ owndo^iff* 
Priua’ft Ufoodpa®, whonrf w. Price Jiii« «^oppll%: 
vooi, paueittg m«»»UmMy to m throngk t}ii!i 
ha^ at the south rMKjSJer of Coaiston Mountaio. ' 

“ Hao«r bo you, J«tluro 7 ” «ayi Mr* Pri^, naeally* 

“ D-I>emoora<s iu% dtUnn’ aoco* of namin’ you Modern 
ator next meetin’,” »ay« tb® mao in the cjoonalda hlijp. 


“ Want to know ! ” ejaculatea Hr. Pncc, droppirtf 
axe and straightening up in tmaisement. For Mr. Prioe'i 
ambition wared no higher, and he had made no aeciet of 
it. “ Wal ! Whar’d you hewr that, Jethro 7 ” 

“ [T-heerd it round — souii^f D-Demoorat- — luw|»,Hi yo« 
— Democrat ? ' 

“ Always Cnilate to i>e.” 

M d .Jacksonian Democrat ? ” 


“ Guess 1 be.” 

Silence for a whde, that Mr. Price may feel ipatM 
in his hand, nrhidh he dpea ^ ‘ 

Know somewluvt about Jacksonian prinotpiaiii d4Mi*|"|y» 
— know aowjrt what ? ” , 

**C!allate to,” savs Mr. Pdbes proudly. , *- 

‘♦Tttalk ’em up. Sa»i-p*t-talk ’em up* 

Sam.” ' "¥ * * 

Wit^t these -words of brotherly adv-io# Mrt Baa# ‘Wal 

3 m the road, and Mr. Price chopped »«r mOW ♦obd 
%ht ; but repeated to himself many Mmea 
mice, « I wmat to know ! ” In tbe eonme of 
next few weeks tnarious ^ntlemea aN^oi3md’*la Hlfttv 
Prhm that he imd been bpokeu of for Hoderatoli aal 
beOaM atajuainted with the namea#! ^ aHimr diaiShiilt 
on the aatue mysterious tiokel Jaha were metttii^SndL 
Wkemiw^ he girded up hki }(d& M lorlb aid 
pteaolied the word of Ja^kao mai^ pii mm ii m iiy i* mu 
latmhoiMes rotuidabout, with su^ ellW-Uttl 



dbout t|» Tighte of American citixeBS. 

. Qnestioii before the Committee* Qndb^ 
BOmiiieted Samuel Price lor Moderator? 


led of: Who 
funnel Price 


the eyidence, telle the court he does not fcnowv and 
as duly oantioned and excused. 

l«t us call, uezt, Mr. Eben Williams, if yre oan. 
Mos®# Hatch, Senior, has already interrogated hini rilth 
all the authority of the law ‘and the church, for Mr. 
Williams is orthi^ox, though the deacons have to remind 
him of his duty once in a while. Eben is timid, and 
replies to us, as to Moses, that he has heard of the Demo- 
cratic ticket, and collates that Fletcher Bartlett, who has 
alwaye been the leader of the Democratic party, has 
nam^ the ti<^et. He did not mention Jethro Baas to 
Dei^on Hatch. Why sh<mld he? -What has Jetliro 
Basui got to do with politics? * 

Eben lives on a southern spur, next to Amos Cuthbert, 
where yon can look off for forty miles across the billowy 
mountaiha of th^ west. From no spot in Coniston town 
is tlie ihaset 80 fine on distant Farewell Mountain, and 
Eben's sheep feed on postures wh<^ only mountain-bred 
idieep can cling and thrive. Coomou, be it known, at 
this time is one of the famous wool towns of New Eng- 
land: before the industry went West, with other indus- 
tries. But Eben Williamses sheep do oot whoilytiielong 
to him —they are mortg^jed^^ — end Bfeen’s ii mort- 
gaged. ' . „ ' ' ■‘■‘'i'- ■ 

Jethro Bims — Eben testifies to us— is in the habit of 


visiting him once a month, perhapi, when he goes to 
Amos Cuthlwrt’s. Just inendly calls, it noi a ftmt 
that Jethro Baas holds, his mortgage? Yes, iter eight 
hundred dollars. ’ How long has he held that mortgage ? 
About a year and a hall. Has the int«mN^ been paid 
^rampily ? WeB, the fact is that Eben hami’t {Aid any 
interest yet. 

Now lot us tsite the conmte incident. Hetete Hip 
liypocriti^. early in February, Jethro called 
Amos Ciphberl'^iibt so surly then as he has^jAioe bA 



Aleinik 'ii!|t^' abdift }Hi^4%<'hbr in^,.’M|e|a*|!ltffl»^d 
be Inly out, aad’^pemitj^ fSkpos tc* taUf^abiiBt Hie fWp*-. 
ti$n ^ eeaosd «e3«<jtma(i^ fo« vd^^iaome ^twm 
«i»knovwii tff fb©»|tt«‘ba«l aoimlited bim^ Oanief^^way 
doxi^n t(^itw Fbu» Comers, teerei^ pallidl up 

bid aie^li before Sbon whbih stood be* 

h3X0 ikjuge snow bant ob toe itofld, Bbem 

aiipeared at the doot, a iittlsd^peviulm in bairHi|<i beaad» 
for he had been slecEiing. ' 

“Haow be joo« Jd^rof* he said nenroosly, JefbfO 
nodded. ' > * 

“ Weather loohs a mite soft/'' *' ^ 

No answer. ^ ^ 

“About that interest,” said Eben, piiuwing into tile 
dread subject, “ don’t Juiow |s I’jji ready tlire month altin!* 
alt. 

“ (T.goin’ lo town meetin’, Ebon ? ” 

Wabu’t eallaiin* to,” answered Eben. 

“G-gffliii' to Idwii nieetin’, Eben?” i* 

Kbm, p««l©<l i«id dismayed, ran his Imnd ib«Migb las 
hair 

“ Wahn’t oillatin’ to — but I kin — { kin.” 

“ I)-Denioomt — ham't ye — D-Uemocrat ? 

“•1 kin be,” said Eben.’ Then he looked at Jethro and 
added in a startled voice, ** Don’t know but wha% I be— 
Yes, I guess I ^ 

“ ll-be^ the tioltet ? ” . > 

Yes, B^n had heard the ticket. What man had not. 
Some one hjis been nK»8t industrious, and most distoiiff- 
ested, in diKtiibuting that tieket. 

“Hain’t a mite of hurry about the interest right now — 
right now,” said Jethro. “M-iuay bo along the third 
Week in Mai eh — may be — c*can’t tell.** 

AndjJethro oln«kett to his bOrse, and drove away. 
Eben williiMns went back into his Itoass and sat down 
with his baad in his hands. In abbi^ttffn bonrs, whan 
to wife called hint to fetojt wateivl^ all dprit the mil df» 
the snnw and stared Mtoss dim nsgt toto at ibe lastoriii 
itoditoi ^ lMtebiag aftser tlih *»l*l*l| 
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The >hird week ia M4rch was the we^ aftotr towa 
a^e^ng! ' * 

,*fc,M«-may be — c-<^u’t tell,” repeated Ebea to himself, 
twcoasciousiy imitating Jelhro’s stutter. " Godfrey, Til 
her to git that ticket stwlj^t from Amos.” 

Yes, we iii«y hare our ^toicions. But how cah we ^et 
a bill on tljis evidence ? ^Ihere are some thirty other in- 
dividuals in t'onistou whose mortgages Jethro holds, from 
^ horse to a htmae and farm. It is not likely that they 
Will tell Deacon Hatch, or os, that they are going to town 
meeting and voto for that fatherless ticket because Jethro 
Bass wishes them to do so. And Jethro ’has never said 
that h<; wishes them to. If so, where are your witnesses ? 
Have we iif>t come back to our starting-point, even jus 
M oses Ibatcli drove around in a circle. And we have the 
advantage over Moses, for we suspect somebody, and he did 
not know whom to sus{KiCt. Certjiinly not Jethnt Bass, 
the man that lived under his nose and never said any- 
thing — and had no right to. Jethro Bass had never 
taken |iuy active part, in politics, though siumj folks hud 
heard, in his rounds on l>u.sine.s8, that he had disinitwed 
them, and hud spread the news at the infamous ticket 
without a pareiit. So tnuch was spoken of at the titeet- 
ing over whicii Pric.st ^Varo prayed. It was even declared 
that, Iteinga Denioemt, Jefbno might have inftuene.ed some 
of those tinder obligattojiti to him. Sam Price was at last 
fixed upon as the tuaienicdor. though people agreed that 
they had not given him crcAit for so much sens®, and 
Jacksonian prineiplea became as much abhorred by the 
orthodox as the sptJtted f^ver. 

We can call a host of other witnesses if we like, among 
them cranky, happ^-go-lticky Fletcher Bartlett; who lias 
led forlorn hopes in former years. Court proceedings 
make tiresome reading, and if those wlto have ti^en over 
ourWhave not arrived at some notion of the 8i|nple and in- 
noesnt mefeh«^ of ime new Era of politics now dawning — 
they never wH. Jiothing provoii. But here is part '.of 
the ticket whidh nobody started t — 
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Mos>EnATo%, Samuel Phick^ 

<ifa/i4jN»l umUtUn — km # 4 iratw^ Mftd 
Jrnctmnim pHwdpksS 

^ etc.^ ete* 

The notes are slot Moses’s. Strange that they 
tiitln't o<Jo«r to Moses. What a weall^y man has our hero 
beeome at thirty-one V ** Jethro Bass was rich beyond the 
dreams of avarice — !(» Conistdn. Truth oom^ia me to 
admit that the sum total of all Ha mortgages did not 
amount to nine thousand dollarsi" but that was a huge 
sum of money for Coniston m fhoae days, and even now, 
Natl)«ui Bass Iwi been a saving man, and had left to his 
son ojie-lmlf of this fortune. If thrift and the ability to 
gain wealth be qualities fop a hero, Jethro bad them— in 
those days, 

|he Sunday before Mawb me«^ng, it bitter eolA 
pd Priest Ware, preaching in mj|teQa, seditlda 

in geneml. llndemeath him, oAthe iM IwatKng Ht im 
high pulpit, Aa deaemis wd. wi^N^bal^ l^ws, md 
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keyiHDotf ftcrm iwikh Pi’^^oltV Aik i|(ii^i(|Mi 
muurnuil #Qbo of tlu» iv|t||jmi|<4i ” ' T 

Moaiiby mfi mhtmd ktt i#)ii|ii»%alMPIk^^ to wIM 
too ainjftoadiiitni 

tmt ev«nt (((Knirre^-t^btollBf*- llfeil* %? ^^all luwre fp mm 
by for the ^ limt 

(mtB file hintorio town iNto* Hi«% 

his chores dtssae iml his kmmm <^p}et«4 

fooffht bis way wttb iii^heswi dtohft lik^Ogh « ■wihi% w«!to’ 
to tile meetiiig-hA»e door, snd^.uahiflfced it, a»4 saive&ed 
as he made the fire. It was O^rtahdy not go^jd c|e^yvi. 
weather, thought Moses, and otoors of tlie orth£»4toc jpejr- 
suasion, high in oJBoe. were of the same uiunion a« 
stoofJ with parted coat tails before th« stove. Whoevsr 
had stirred up aiul ofgiiid/W the boides, whoever wss the 
author of that licki't of the diseoDtenteKl, had not counted 
upon the slec*. Heaven-sent sleet, ssiid Deacon Ita Per- 
kins, aitdtorouid not speak "q his son Chester, who sat 
down just then iu one of the rear slip®. Chester l»ad be- 
cutne .<’] igit'itor, a .lacksouian Detnoerat. and an outcast, 
to be pmjeu Tor but not smiken to. 

Wo slmll Ic.vo tlicm their peace of mind for half an 
hour more, those Hlaiich old dcacoub and selectmen, who 
did their Uutj by tbcir fellow-citizens as tliey faw' it and 
took no man's bidcMng. They could not see the tmdeleas 
mid'' over tho hills, uOw becoming tracked, and the bent 
fignres driving doggedly againaff the storm, each impelled 
be « motive ; each motive strengtiicnod by a maater mind 
until it haii become iinjauative. Some, like Elmi Will- 
iams behind his rickety horse, came through ftsar; tgihers 
through ambition; others were actuated by both; and 
still others were stung by the pain of the sleet to a still 
greater jealousy ami envy, and the retnembmnee of tliuee 
who had been in power. I must not omit the conscien- 
tious JackiKmians who were misguided enough to believe 
iu suck a ticket. 

The sheds were not large eitoagl|l to hold the teams 
day. Jethro’s bam and tanuerjf were ftdl, and maiuy 
other bams in the village. And tl»e peato of milAi 
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. lit dt€bodox is a thing of the |>a 6 t. Deaeon Xjsander 
HichaMsoa, the moderator, sits agriu^t in his high place 
He they come trooping in, men who have imM; been to town' 
meeting for ten yeftrs. Deacon Lysander, with his whita 
^band oJ Avhiskera that goes around his neck like a six- 
teemth-oentury ruff under hia chin, will soon be a memory. 
Now enters one. if 1 >0,1000 Lysander had known it — 
syziabolic of the new Em. One who, though his large 
i;%iiad is bent, towers over roost of the men who make way 
fior him i® the aisle, nodding but not speaking, and tak(» 
his pltfeie in the chair under the platform on the right of 
the meeting-house under one of the high, three- part win* 
dows. That chair was always his in future years, and there 
he sat afterward, silent, ui>|)arently taking no part. But 
not n man dropi>ed a l>allot into the box whom Jethro 
Bass did not see and mark. 

And now', w'hen the meeting-house is crowded as it has 
never been before, wiieu Jonah Winch has arranged his 
dinner booth in the corner, Deacon Lysander raps for 
order and the minister prays. They proceed, first, to 
elect a representative to the General Court. The Jack* 
sonians do not contest that seat, — J^his year, — and Isaiah 
Prescott, fourteenth child of Timothy, the Stark hero, 
father of a young Ephraim whom we shall hear from 
later, is elected. Ajid now ! Now' for a scncwtion, now 
for disorder and misrule JL i 

“Genilenien,” myn D&Con Lysander, “you will pre- 
pare your ballots for the choice of the first Selectman.*’ 

The Whigs have theirs written out, — Deacon Moses 
Hatch. But who hm written out these others that are 
being so assiduously passed around ? Sam Price, perhaps, 
for in is passing them most assiduously. And what name 
is written on t!i<‘ra? Fletcher Baiftlett, of conrse ; that 
was on the ticket. Somebody i® tricked again. That 
is not the nsi^e on the ticket. Lo*.)k over Price’s 
^ohlder and you will ^ the — Jethro Bass. 

It bursts from the li{^$ of Fletcher Bartlett himseltr«^ 
of Fletcher, infiammabie as gunpowder. 

** Gentlemen, I withdraw as your candidate, and nomi* 
tuUe ® better and an alder mati, — Jethro Bass.” 



** for Cbairma of 

The iB token np all fevto tii& 
rises higli abp/« the hii^of tpi akl^ vinaotto. 

Somebo^’s (in the stovc^ to^dltd toe mni 

honor. The only nan .to the 'wiiola lrho .i^; .not 
excited ia Jethro fiaeshitneeU, who' aii^ in hie thaji? 

\e«e of those preasm^around him. Mei^ ^tenrh^; 
he confessed to aoate one that he wa#sa#prish4^ot^ 
is true, Fletcher iJa^tlett had surprised 
(rthin, but was forgrveiu ^ Forty men are howito|f, ht ^lie 
moderator, whcj is pounding op the table with' a hlaek- 
f smith’s blows. Squire Asa Korthcutt, with «hia arms 
fanning like a winrimill from the edge of tin platfompi,tat 
• length shouts down evetybody else — down to a bt^t 
Some listen to him : hear the words “ infamons outto^'* 
“if Jethro Bass is elected Selectman, Ooniston willaerer 
be able to hold np her head among her sister towns for 
very shanle.” ^Momentai-y I ’-Auk, for somebody has got 
on the store again, a scuffle going on ihere.) “I see it 
all novr,’^ sjiys the Squire — (marvel of perspioaeity!) 
“Jethro J3>a»s has deb^ed and debauched this town 


(blank again, a ad the squire points a finger of cage and 
scorn at the unmoved offender in tke chair) “ ne has 
bought and intimidated men to do his bidding. Ito has 
sinned against heaven, and against the spirit of that most 
immortal of documents — ” (Bl^k again. Most nnfbr» 
tunate blank, for tliis is becomialf oratory, but somebody 
from below has seized tlie squire by tlia leg. “ Squire 
Northcutt is too dignified and elderly a person to dese««id 
to rough and tumble, but he did get his leg liberated aiMl 
kicked Fletcher Bartlett in the face. Oh^ Oonistoto that 
such scenes should take place in your town meeting I By 
this time anotlmr is orating, Mr. Sam Price, facksoU 
Democrat. There was no shorthatid reportot itt COniston 
in thorn days, and it ito as.i^ peAsps* that the 
accusations and ^^rimthatioias should sink into oblivion. 

At last, by mighty efforts of tiili peace loving in boto 
mrtito. something like order is restored, the ballote are ia 
to® bqx, and Ihtocon Ly sender is 4iouoting rimm : not like 
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mf>derator I have heard of, who % vsotw 

on the floor until his owh man was elected. No. Nlod 
they westered hi# own death sentence, tli# doacoB would 
have coimted them etraight, hikI in^eded no town olerh to 
v^fy his figures. Kut when he came to pronounce the 
vote, shame and aoiTow aud mortification overc*-aine him. 
Coniston, bis native town, which he had served and 
revere*!, was dishonored, and it was for him, Lyeaiider 
Bichardson, to prociaim her disgivtoo. 1'he deacon 
choked, and toar.H of bitterness stood in his eyes, and there 
came a saleBce only broken by the surging of the aleet as 
he ri^tped on the table. 

‘•{Seventy-five Votes have lieen cast for Jethro Bass — r 
sucty-three for Moses llateh. Necessary for a choice, 
seventy — and Jethro Bass is elected senior Selectraan.” 

The deacon Kit down, and men suy tliat a great sob 
shtwt him, whik) .laeksfiuian Democracy went wild — not 
looking into fuliuo years to stie what they were going 
wild about. Jethro Bass Ohairmau of the Board of 
Selectmen, in the htmored place of Deacon Mowjs Hatch! 
Bourbon r^'yalists nevor iookod with grf.*ater abhorrence 
on ti^e Corsican atlvcnturer and usurper of tho throne 
than did theui tb(«lo.v inConiRtow^n this Uiiiucr, who had 
earned no right to aspiro to any distinction, anti who by 
his wiles bad juajuired the highastofiice iJi the town govern- 
ment. Fletcher Bariktt ill, as a Jcwider of the irreaponsl- 
ble opposaiion, would have been calamity enough. But 
Jethro Bassl 

This man whom they had desjiisi'id wasth# laaeter mind 
who had organized and marshailccl th# 1<MS#» vote, was tlie 
author of that, ticket, who ssit in hisoonaer unmoved alike 
by the eo<.g!-.ttu;(uiohs of Ids friends and the maledk- 
tione of liis cticmiee who roee to take hia oath of office 
as unef»ncerm:(i a** thi»ugh the bouse were empty, allieit 
Deacon Lysander could acafcely get the word* out. And 
tJwfin Jetliro sat down again in nie dhojr — not to leave 
it si* and thirty ytsarB. .From thia 'tame forth t|»»t 
!tih>»ir henaw# ,#■ M^t of powcii 'iwd of domiBion’'' ovor ■ a 





iSittii it wm tb«t iodt 

uttjMWd, «ak8 td ■•v:' * ^- ..^ 

How tho twnmteSmt of WJtfJaclwoTttai* 

elooted, ^wH to tint verf ho|r>reairui«,.«tid swnjL tur* 
noil of the Demofliocy ma bittezmsa of ojp^rit 
orthodox* I need not I'oeoaBl. Utoio »»> 

Btor/i alas — it wa« one of tho«f ihlc^ !»«*?«., ^ 

hoavon pennitted to be done. Aimt ihat^'dar|! 
meeting day some of those stern <dd hitltori becanto %<♦«» ‘ 
men, and it is said in ('’oiiiston that tbu calamity^ tottMt* 
oops gOToraiBent, and not the stofuu, gave to Pri^ Wam 
his doathHstroke. 



CHAPTER VI 

‘‘ppa? AS HTBST 1.0 VE, AlfO WtUJ WITH AUU B»GEBT” 

Aki> now we mast go back for a chapter — A ver^ short 
chapter— i to the day before that town meeting which had 
80 momentous an influence upon the history of Coukton 
and of the etate. That Monday, too, it will be remem- 
bered, dawned in storm, the sJeet hissii^ in the wide 
throats of the centre-cliimneys, and bearing down great 
boughs of trees until they broke in agony. Dusk came 
early, and howling darkness that lud a muffled figure on 
the ice-bound road staring at the yellow orack.<i iii the 
tannery door. Pre-seutiy the figure crossed the yard; 
the door, flying oj>en, released a shaft of light that shot 
across tlie wiiite ground, revealgd a face beneath a hood 
to him who stood within. 

“ Jethro!’* 

She daiied .swiftly past him, .seizing the door aitd dwtw- 
ing it closed after her. A lantern hung on thb omitral 
post laid flung its rays UiKJU his face. Her own* nierci- 
fully, was in the shadow, and burning : liow with a 
shame tliat; was insupportable. Now that she was there, 
beside him, her strength failed lier, and her courage — 
courage tlrat she had been storing for this dread under- 
taking ihroiighout the whole of that dreadful day. Now 
that she was (here, she would have given hec life to have 
been able to retrace her steps, to lose herself in the wild, 
dark places of the inonn tain. , 

“ Cynthy ! ” Hi.s voii^j lietrayeKl ilif passion W'hicV^ her 
presence had quickened. : u 

r The wotdb she would would not ooaie. 

;Bh« Oonld thii))k of (^othing hot thftt she was lildne with 

. '« 3 , 
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Mm, Mid in bodily tewor of Mra. * laig niM|to t^,dbnr 

again, to grasp tl'm wooden ''Wg'^* 

• and 8he,.fMl back. -f j !*■ -^V . .■' . 

“ Let n»e go,” bhe eriedi “ I d*il iim i^»a^ |OjisiliiW^ Do 
yon hear? — let me gol 

To he r amazement he stepped aside a most nnacciikua^ 
'able action for him. More unacconnt^le jstalU she did 
not move, now that she was free, Ifut* stodd poised iop. 
flight, held by she^Jkiiew not wliat. ■ * ‘ 

“G-go if yotiVe a mind to, Cynthy — if yott’ve a mind 
to.” _ , ' 4;;'.r 

“ I-I’ve come to say something to you,”, shot laffieiedi > 
It was not at all the way she had pictured hBiS>felf|S(p 
saying it. '• ■ ' ‘ 

“ ILhaven’t took Mo{»f;s — have you?” 

“ Oh,” she <?ried, ** do you think I came here to speak 
of such a thi!';g as tl-at ? ” 

IT-haven’t took — Mo-ses, h.,ve vou?” 

She was trembling, and yet she could almost have 
Smiled at this well-vameuibered trick of pertinacity. 

“No.’Virtje said, and immediately hated herself for 
anewciing him. 

“ ll-haven’t took that Worthington cui» ? ” - 

He was jealous 1 

“ I lUdnH come to discuss Mr. Wortliingtott,” she 
replied. 

“ Folks say it’s only a matter of time,’’ said he. . “ Made , 
up your mind to take him, Cynthy ? M-made' up your 
mind ? ” 

“ You’ve no right to talk to me in this way,” she said, 
and added, the words seeming to slip of themselves from 
lier lips, “ W^hy do you do it ? 

“ Because Tm — interested,” he said. 

“ Yoii haven’t shown it,” she flashed back, forgettis^ the 

S lace, and the storm, and her emnd even, forgettiag that " 
ake Wheeler, or any one in CoMston, might come wad 
surprise her there. ; . " ' ■ 

He took a step toward her, add dlie retreatod. The 
gtouek her and he hegi, over her as iJioiigh^ 
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. it for m sign'. .,Tibe eape on h«r dtouldon rose 

as ahe breathed. 

5 <<>TwahB't qhmty/Cyethy was it? , ’TwalSn^t cbar- 

It wpi you who called it such,” she toawefed« in a low 
r voice. ; ■? ' ^ ' 

A sleet*oharg©d gust hurled itself against the door^ and 
the laniem flickered. 

■ Walin' t it charity ? 

** It wi# friendship, Jethro. You ought to have known 
and you should not have brought back the book.’* 

Friendship/* he repeated, ‘‘y-you said fri€nd$kipf''^ 

' ** Yes/* 

-meant friendship ? 

Yes/' said Cynthia, but more faintly, and yet with a 
eertain delicious fright as she glanced at him shyly. Surely 
there had never been a stranger man ! Now he was 
apparently in a revery. 

G“gue«s it’s tecaus© Fin not good enough to be any- 
thing more/' he remarked suddenly. ** Is that it ? 

You have not tried even to be a friend/' she said. 
^*H-h(.w about Worthington 4” he fiersiated. ‘‘Juat 
friends with him ? ** 

I Won't talk about IMr. Worthington/’ e tied CynthiaN, 
dfesperately, and retreated toward the lauierji again, 
friends With Worthington?*' 

Wl.iy ? ** she asked, h«3r words barely heard above the 
gust ^^why do you want lo know?'* 

lie came after her. It was as if shd had summoned 
wme unwm)ii, naeontrolkable iH>wer,'only"id'be appalled by 
it, and the mouniain-storin without seemetl the symbol of 
it. Hi.-s v^*.ry voice secjued to partake of its strength. 
*^'/^Oynthy/' he »id/^V'if you’d ■t4>ofc him^ Fd have killed 
him* Cynthy, I ioveyou — I wantyou"'lo.l«:’ my woman—'* 

' Your woman I ' 

' caught her, struggling • wildly, terrorngtrickao, im 
hte arms, beat down her iiands, flung back her hood, and 
J^bssad her foyohead ~ber hair, blown by the wind-— her 
lips- In that moment; she felt the mystery o£ heaven and 





hell, hf 1^ Miidf' of power, fii. tf^ nif>nimi[f l|n Bice 
» ieeil iife'tfai' ■tocm-'d|9iifie ^ 

wia^.^;3ik9^Jc.ni^'mb^ caTe4m’-'^ 
tb«£ drnlied'aBnw« the 

Qi^d she «oti.^l tiM oiecai ? C(»ud :#w;<M§^ 
mods might blow, wh^ ihe seed 

ihe foand hepwell litfteotpg* stragglis^ xto Ibog^, h<; 
hold her powerless. Sirsiigeat ot al^ nrfuet ^gtetv^ of idl^- 
his owi\ mind was wc/kmg, thoBgh hie eoal rot^txilS^ tritli 


pussioQ. ’..f '■ , ' ' ' , . :>^-. ,' . ■ 

“ Oyijthy — ever seijce w® stopped that d*j oai^the read^ 
in Northontt’s woods, I’ve thoogl^ of notbhl^bot 4 «>'ttu^rr}r 
you — m-raarry you. Then, yoii give me that book^i 
hain’t hud much education, btit it come across me if yoa 
was to help me that wav — ^ And when I seed you with. 
Worthington^ I could have killed him easy as hrsakin’ 
bark.” ■ 

« Hush, Jethro,” 

She siroi^lod free and leaped away from him, pantang„ 
while ho ;iore opvp his coat and drew forth aometh ing 
whiah glagmod in the lamtem's rays — a silver locket. 
Cynthia sairofdy 6&w it. Her blood was throbbing in her 
temples, she edold not reason, but she knew mat the 
apiMial for the sake of whieli she bad stooped must be 
delivered nmv. 


♦‘Jethro,” she said, “do you knowwby IcajiK|||&eie-*- 
why I cadae to yen 

“No,” he Stud. ‘♦No. W-wanted mo,. dx6^%'' fmiT 
Wanted me — I wanted yon, Cyathy.” ' ! 

“I would never have come to you lor that;’' she cried, 
‘‘nelwr-” • ’ ; ■ , 


“ L-Iove me, Cyntfay — love me, don't you ?” 

How could he 'SBk, seeing that she had'beeo in his arms, 
and had not ded ? And yet she most go through yjjthi 
wind (die had come to do, at any cost. , * - . 

“ J^hro, I have come to sp^ to you about the town 
meetiiig'to<morrow.” ' 'a ’ ' 

He Wted as though he had been, iitrock, ht« >5iiMi tight, 
ening over the locket. 
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matin’? '; ■ . • ■ ■ 

' Ati this Dew organization is ]?t>ur doing,'* she 

eried. - Do you think that I am foolish enough to l^Ueve 
'ihdt hTfiteher Bartlett or Sam Price planned this thing ? 
ifo, jalPro. 1 know who has done it, and 1 oould have 
toid them if they hatl asked me.” 

He looked at her, and the light of a. new admirution 
was in^is eye. 

‘‘KnoWed it — did you?” ‘ < 

“ Yus," she answered, a little defiantly, “ I did.” 

*« H-fa»w’d yoa know it — liow’d you know it, Cynthy?” 
How did she. know it, indeed ? 

I guessed it,” said Cyntliia, desperately, “ knowing you, 
I ^lessed it.” 

“ A*alwuyfl thought you was smart, Cynthy.” 

“ '1\‘U me, did you tlo this thing ? ” 

“Th*thought vou kuowed it — th-thought you knowed 
it." ' - 


I believe that these men are doing your bidding.” 

“ Hain’t yt»u guessin' a little mite UK) much, Cynthy ? ” 
“Jethro,” she said, “you told me ju.st now that — that 
you loved me. Don't touch jiel,*' she ciietl, uiien he 
would have taken her in his arms again. “If you love 
me, you w'ill tell me why you have done such a thing,” i 
What instinct there was in man which forbatie him 
speakipg out to her, I know not. I do believe' that he 
wouid liave (jonfessed, if he could. Isaac Worthington had 
been impelled to reveal his plans add aspirations, but Jethro 
Bass was as iKJWorless in this supreme Jiaoment of his lU^e 
as was Coniston Mountain to move the jgmnite on which it 
stood. Cynthia’s heart aiuik, and a note of passionate 
appeal t-nrae inio her yoiee. 

“ Oh, .lethrol ” she cried, “ this is not the way to uw your 
jMper, io' compel meh like Hben Williams and Samuel 
p*»dd and — and Lyman Hull, wlm i« a drunkard and a 
to cwie in wad vote foe those who are nbt fit to 
-''lioM. olS^'** . :Si)e'.wai'''aMing the' 'minister’s own arguments. 
**, Wu hi^lliways had clean msu, and honorable and good 
mmif" ’ 
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^Md|ueai,.iMa^ Ifae lgpl^!8MP*i»- 

SiMiiad ^ari;t^ hm mm hiO. 

ntlhtiBg «* tba.lKKHw nrf- Moses Hatek oji «»vi«g-j|W«|p?t 
‘ W' til# »i#*l«ri "-miA "ifeft .gu#a##d ••Bi«i^iii!fc#f fWB^, 
lif Ws itteUuKis. eUe iiad fek hi»4or«B, ipdbA.^N#;^ 
this was oot the o^y secret of his power. ' ' • 

What ihighfc he tlot aspire to, if j)n)perly guiaed? lSo» 
she did not believe him to be uiiiKsmpolom.~b8(fe 
ignorant: <i man who was capable of such love a# isihh f*®* 
was in him, a man whom she could love, could nol asfltUI^ 
unscrupulous. Defence of him leaped to hei ow» liM I 
. “ you did not know what you were doing,” eJie «ai<L **1 
was sure of it, or I would not have come to you. Ok delJbfo! 
you must stop H —y ui must prevent thiselectiow” 

Hei eyes met hm i*er own p’ ^ading, and the very wind, 
without seenie 1 to pause for his answer. But what she 
asked 'vus iiuoosaible. That wind which he himself had 
loosed, wh^h u’as to topple over institutions, was risingv 
and he conld no more have stopped it then than he eonld 
have hushed blie storm. 


“ You will not do what J ask — now ? ’’ she said, vtetv 
slowly. Then her vou* failed her, she drew her hattm 
together, and it was as if her heart had ceased to h#ik 
"Sorrow and anger aiwi fierce shame overwhelmed hei^law 
she turned from |te in silenoe and v> enb to the dtW. 

“Cynthy,” heJpwtl hoarsely, “Cynthy!” 

“ You must mmtlf speak to me again, she said, and vwnl 
gone into the storti. 

Yes, site had failed. Bat she did not know ilml sim Imd 
left smnetldng behind which he treasaced as hmg as ki 
lived. 


# * • • " • a • 

In th« sjBti^, wh^ the new leaiw srsm pn m 
slopes of Ooniston, PftieetWato t»|ed.a^ T^t'- ftHkfol 



ttm <3ie nootteg 
Mutt, Jw onoic^ Which he uaed t6 ehuid md iMImi 
B ilde from which he csed to preech h»ve rememed dhjeoti 
d iretkemtioii in CooutoQ to this daf . A lortaight fhtet 
'mmy tear! ol faces gassed after the Truro coach as it gah- 
hc|iea out of Brampton in a cloud of dust, and one there 
mm%. watching unseen from the spruces on the hill, who 
iNMir withinJt a girl dressed in black, dry-eyed, staring 
£cotn the uwdow. 
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“AH'D STlt*, TITb''A 0118 BGhU ITlfWfOVM)’ 

Out of til® stump of a b^t«d tree in "^e 
woods a flower will sometimes grow, land even m 
story which I have now to^ tell springs from the iovO ol ' 
Gynthia Ware and Jethro Bass. The flower^when M 
came to bloom, was fair in life, and I hope thirti in these 
pages ibwill not lose too moehof its beauty and sweetness. 

For rt little while we are going to gallop through the 
years as before we have ambled through the days, al- 
though the reader’s breath may be taken away in tlie 
process. How Cynthia AVare went over the Truro Pass 
to Boston, and how she became a teacher in a high b^ool 
there, — largely through the kindness of that Miss lincre- 
tia Penniman of whom we have spoken, who wrote in 
Cynthia’s behalf to certain friends she had in that city ; 
bow she met one William Wetherell, no longer a clerk in 
Mr. Judson’s iewmllepy shop, but a newspaper maniwith I 
know not what ambitions — and limitations in strength 
of body and wdll; how, many, many years afterward, f&m 
nursed him tenderly through a sickness and — married 
him, is all told in a paragraph. Marry him she did, to 
take care of him, and told him so. She made no secret of 
the maternal in this love. ; 

One evening, the summer after tlreir ,|ipi(|^age, they 
were walking in the Mall under thsd 

border tlie Common on the Tremoi^t They 

often used to wander there, talking, of was 

to write when . strength should comt|[ an^||HPIpi'.lii^narB, 
at^ sometimes their glances wouh|; linger lm%injg^y 
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Row ^at Bul6noli built acroffl tlia Way, wlfcilPa 
,:Hiw^ tibe rich and powerful of the city — aiid yet h# 
Would not have axcl^angod their lot for hi®. Could h« 
hafe earned with hi® own hands such a house, aitd set 
.Cydthia there in glory, what happiness ! But, I stray. 

They were M'alking in^ithe twilight, for the sun had 
sunk sill red in the niarshea of Uie Charlo®, when Aero 
chanced along a certain Mr. Judson, a jeweller, taking 
the air likewise. So there came into WetJ^ereli'smind tliat 
amusing adventure with the country lad and the locket. 
His name, by reason of some strange quality in it, he had 
niiver forgotten, and suddenly he recalled that the place 
the ’countryman ha*.l come from was Coniston. 

“Cynthia,” said her husband, when Mr. Judson was 
gone, “ did you know any one in Coniston named Jethro 
Bass ? •’ * 

She did not answer him. And, tbiukiug she had not 
beard, he spoke again . 

■ “ Why do yon ask ? she said, in a low tone, without 
looking at him. 

He told her the story. Not until the end of it did the 
stgnidcanee of the name engrave come to him — Cynthy. 
“Oynthy, from Jethro.” 

“ Why, it might have been you ! he said jestingly. 
“ Was he an admirer of youru, Cynthia, that strange, un- 
couth pantryman ? Did Se give you the locket?** 

“ No,” she amswered, “he never did.” 

Wetherell glanced at her in surprise, and «tw that her 
Up was emveringr, that tears vmte on hear lashes; She laid 
hiBr hand on hi® arm. 

“ William,” she said, drawing him to a bench, “oome, 
let ns sit down, and I will tefi you the story of Jethro 
Bass. We Imve been happy togethm, you and 1, for 1 
haw® Idohd r«eacc with yon. 1 have taied to be bon^t 
with yon, WiSiaiu, and I will always he so. I toM yon 
behme we were/married that I loved another man. 1 Jtove 
Med ke loii|Wt him, but es God is my judge, I mdiiBOt. 
I heheve I miaB love him until 1 ie.” 

They iwt .,p the summer twilight, un^ 'darkhiMBl 




I w{l! tell you the ilory of )el^ Ip^es*^ 
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{ell, slid tlie lights gleamed thmigh the leaves, mid 
d deep, ooo! breath oolbing up from the sea stirred the 
IlMiires above their heads. TWt she should have loved 
Jethro seemed as strange to her as to him, and yet Weidt- 
erell was to feel the irresistible foree of him. :H«r« was 
not a fove that slm cliose, or would have ehosen, but some- 
thing elemental that cried out from the man to her, and 
drew her. Something that had in it now, as of yore, 
much of pain and even terror, but drew her. Strangest 
of all was that William Wethercll understood and was not 
jealous of this thing : which leads us to believe that some 
essence of virility was lacking in him, some substance that 
makes the fighters and conquerors in this world. In 
such mood he listened to the story of Jetliro Bass. 

“ My dear husband," said Cynthia, when she had fi.nished, 
her hand tightening over his, “ I have never told you this 
for fear that it might trouble you as it lias troubled me. 
I have found in your love sanctuary, and sdl that remains 
of myself I have given to you.” 

“You have found a weakling to protect, and an invalid 
to nurse," he answered. diave your compassion, 

Cynthia, is all I crave.” 

• • • • • • « 

So tbej’ lived through the happiest and swiftest years of 
his life, working side by tide, sharing this strange secret 
between them. And after that night Cynthia mked to 
him often of Coniston, until be came to know the moun- 
tain that lay along the western sky, and the sweet hill- 
sides by Cotton Water under the blue haze of autumn, 
aye, and clothed in the Colors of spring, the bright blos- 
soms of thora and apple against the tender green of the 
woods Mid fields. So he grew to love the sun|de people 
there, but little did he foresee that he Iras to end his Me 
aufongthero! 

But 80 it came to pass. Sh* was taken freun him,? who 
'had been the one joy and inspiration ci his weary days, 
aiUd he wa» driven, wandering, into unfrequented streets 
he idlgldf not recall the places where lusd once 
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teod, aad «toca«gb the wakalaLdligHia h«f I» 

him, — its laughter, its sw^ of UtHe 

ways ai^ mannera of her fook^ <aiai|e t*> twist hip hmrt, 
and he prs^d God to lake him', too, luitil it heeitiedf lhak 
Cynthia' frowned upon Liin for his weakness. Oud ibild 
Sunday aftJ^joon. he took little Cyatiiia by the -hs^pi i&d 
led; her, toddling, out into the sunny C»eini|oa:, where ms 
used to walk with her mother, and the infant >]prattiel 
saeraed to bring at la«t a strange peace to his storm-tossed 
soul. 

For many yeare these Sunday walks m tb^ Commdia 
were Wetherell’s greatest pleasure and eolam^ anc^ ft 
seempid !t3 though little Cynthia had eotne into the 
with an instinct, as it were, of her mission tliat lent to 
her infant words a sweet gravity and weight. Many 
people used t ') stop and speak to the child, among theni 
a great physician whom thej* grew to know^ He was 
there every Sunday, and at length it came to be a habit 
with him to -ut down on the bench and take Cynthia on his 
knee, and hi s stern face would soften as he talked to her. 

One Su (uiai when Cynthia was eight years old he 
missed them, and the next, and at dusk be strode into 
their little lodging behind the hill and up to the beijside. 
He glanced at Wetherell, j»atting Cynthia on the head 
the while, Hiul bade her cheerily to go out of the room. 
But she held tight hold of he* father's hand and looked 
up at the doctor braTely. 

“ I am taking care of tuy father," she said. 

‘‘ So you shall, little woman,” he answered. ** I would 
that we had such nurses as 3tou at the hospital. Why 
didn’t you send for me at once?” 

“ I wanted to,” said Cynthia. 

“ Bless her good said the doctor j **ehe has more 

than you, Wetherell. Why didn’t you tiAe hor advice? 
If your father does not do ^ I tdfl him, he will be a very 
sick man indeed. He must go ipito the. eonmtry and stay 
theto.” ^ ■' , • 

^»ut T must live, Dofltme,” sai# Wiiliam Wetherell. 

The doctor looked at Cyntoia. 




*014., " .w ■ 

■; **ro« will live 

** TiMMi iM vriU g>a,” mid ^ tk|tt b»mm 

Iwr andUicor lank, aad teudar iuid ocaipxiliaianiig* 

Ha sat and talked df many tlanga ; ^ t^e great Wi^ . 
was agmuzing the jutian ; of the atr^g man who, bammed 
aud suffering himsetf, was atriving 'o.guida' it, likenia^ 
Lincoln tinto a physician. So the doctor was troiid to tals ' 
the miuds of patients from themselToa. And before be left 
he gave Wetfaerell a fortnight to decide. 

As he lay on his back in that room among tlie diiiBiiey^ 
tops trying vainly to solve the problem of b«n# be was to 
earn his salt in the country, a visitor was cllmlHng^ ..he 
last -steep flight of stairs, ^hat visitor was none other 
than Sergeant Epliraiin Prescott, son of Isaiah of the pitdb' ;■ 
pipe, and own cousia of Cy nthia W are’s. Sergean t Epliratm 
was ja.st homo from the war and still clad in blue, and he 
walk<Hi with a sUgiit limp by reason of a bullet he had 

£ t in the Wilderness, and he had such an honest, genial 
se that little* Cynthia was on his knee in a moment. 
“How be yoa^ Will? Kind of jxxn-ly, I callate. So 
Cynthv’s b’ea look,” he said sadly. .“Always thongbte 
sight of Cynthy. Little Cynthy favors her some. Y«i* 
thought rd drop in and aee how yon be on my way hone.” 

Sergeant Kphndm had mach to say about the great war, 
and about Coniston. True to the instincte of the blood of 
the Stark hero, he had left the plough and the liilTOir at 
tlie first cad, forty years <d age diough be was. But it 
had been otherwise with many in Coniston and Braih|itai 
and Harwich. Some of these, when the drafting came, had 
fled in bands to the mountain and defied capture. Mr. 
Dudley Worthington, now a mill owner, had found a «E^ 
stitute; Heth Sutton of Clovelly had been drafted and 
had driven over the mountain iso implore Jethro BlM. 
abjjectly to get him out of it. In imort, iSmbw ftmhy 
things had happened — f uany things to SeigOant %luaim, 
but not at all to Wdliain Wethtrell, who aympatbiaed 
with Heth in Ms fianic. j 

^ ^ • 8 *** 
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Btfemi* I Epbraim ejionktad. Qnem W$ 
m tli 6 state to-day* Queer how he got hbj^ power — 
begaa twenty -four years ago when 1 wahn’t hut twenty. 

- I call thst town nieetin* to mind m if 'twm yesterday-^ 
newer was such an iipBCt. Jethro's be'o first Seiectiiian 
ever sence, tiiough he turned Kepubiican in ' 6 (K Old 
folks don't fauey rfetbro’s kind of politics nuich^ but times 
'■change. Jethro saveii my life, I guess.'’ 

Saved your life ! exclaimed WetherelL 
f ‘‘ Got U16 a fiuiougli/’ sai<l Ephraim. Guess I would 
have died in the hos|'>ital if ho luidn't got it so alldirwl 
quick, and lie druv (h)\vu to Bniinplou to feleh me )>aek. 
You'd have tlioughi I was Geiiend (Traiit tlu* way folks 
treated me.” 

** You went back to the war after ymir leg healed?” 
Wetherell asked, in wondering admiratioa of the man’s 
courage. 

said Ephraim, simply, ^M-he other boys was 
getiin' full of l>ullets and dyHentcn . ami ii didn't seem 
just right. 'File leg troubles me some on wet \mt 

not to amount to much. You fufin't tiiinkin' of dyiiF 
yourself, be ye, William ? 

William was thinking very seriotisly of it, but it was 
Cynthia who spoke, startled them)>^>th. 

The doctor says ha will die if he doesn't go to the 
country. ” 

♦NSomethiii' like consumption, William?” asked 
Ephraim. 

the doctor m-i.id,” 

‘‘"So I collated.” said Ephraim. ‘‘Come Imckio Cbuii- 
ton.with me; haiu't a healthier place in New BnglHud.” 

How could, I support myself in CoiiisOin ?” Wethereli 
asked, 

^Ephraim rummated* Suddenly he steek bis hand into 
tip bosom of his blue coat* and liia £ima 'lighted and wea 
flushed m he drew out a' crumpled' letter^ 

" doiFt take much gumption to run a store, does it, 

''’WiUiaiu ? you r?obld run a store, cou,ldiiT you ? 

■'. / I wee-dd I - " mud WetherelL 
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'■ mm Bpirtim, «|I»^> . 

With Mkagoin’ West, *B4|tii'|^t^- . 
it maoli^” He lo^ed '<*1 
*»y* there hain't ttftbodyi Ao tak® rt*- * ,''. 

“ Jonah Winch’s 1 " exclaimed 

‘ Jonah made it but that tra* before aU this iiol|aha> 
loo about Tempeuaijoe Cadete and Wh^ no*. Jonah sold 
good nun, but now ^ ou can’t gm,- nothin’ in Ooniatcai bdt 
hard cider suid potaio whiskey. Still, it’s the jplaOB for 
somebody without nfuch getnip,” and he ey^ his ooa«dii 
by marriage. “ Better come and try it, W0liaji.’’ 

So much for dreanp 1 Instead of a successor to IrA^, 
and Emerson, William Wetherell became a.sueoessor it© 
Jonah Winch. 

That jonrnoy to ConistoQ was full of wonder to Cynthia, 
and of wonder and sadness tr. Wetherell, for it was the 
way his other Cynthia had come to Boston. From th® 
i^te capita! the railroad followed the same deep valley 
as the oldcoiioh ro»di but ended at Truro, and then they 
took stage e ve” Truro Pass for Bramptoii, where honest 
Ephraim awaited them and their slender lu^fage with a 
team. Brampton, with its wide-shadowed green, and 
terrace-steepled church ; home once of the 
Library anci Lucretia Penniman, now famous ; liiaws 
now of Isaac Dudley Worthington, vf hose great jnilhi die 
stage driver had p«dnted out to them on Coniston Watw aa 
thw entered the town. ' 

Then came a drive through the cool et^aing to 
ton, Ephraim showing them landmarks. There was Deahbd 
Lysander's house, where little Rios Richardson lived now ; 
and on that slope and hidden in its forest noak, 'among the 
biroh^ and briers, the little schoolhouse where Cyx^ia 
had learned to spell ; here, where the road made an aide 
in the woods, she Imd met Jethro. Th© choir of the 
birds was singing an eyeni^ sntibem now as then, to the 
lower notes of Conmtou W^r,«Rd the mobt, hothouse 
fraezaiioa of the feraw rose from the deep places. 

At lasl'they came smhlNdy tipim the little hamlet of 
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itselfv ■ l%ere was the flagpole metd tAi trianqgfti. 
giwen, soene^tasiuiy a mwter ; Jonah Winch’s atom, 
wkh its horse block and cheeker-fwned Windows, 
as Jonah had left it ; Nathan Bass’s tannery shed, now 
weather-stained-and neglected, for Jethro lived on Tbo»# 
wysd Acre Hill ntSw; the Brtaoott hoase, home of the Stark 
btePo. where Ephraim lived, “ innocent of paint ” (as one of 
, Coniston’s sons has nut it), ‘‘innoceiit of jaint as a Con- 
istott maiden’s face^’; the white meeting-house, wlwre 
Prfejst Ware IuhI preached — and the jparsonage. Cyn- 
thia and Wethendl loitered in front of it, while the i>1«e 
shadow (tf the mountain deepened into night, until Mr. 
Satterlee, the minister, found them there, and they went 
in and stood revei-ently in tlio little chamber on the right 
of the door, which hud been Cynthia's. 

I^ng Wethereil lay awake that night, in his romn at 
the gable-end over tire store, listening to the rustling of 
.the great oak Ireside the windows, to the whip[)(K>rwi’l-. 
calling across Ooniston Wahw. But at last a jreaco 
desconded upon him, and ha slept:* j'es, and awoke with 
the same sense of iieaceat little Cfntliia’s Umch, to go out 
into the o*xd morning, when the mountain side wj»8 in 
myriad sheens of green under the rising sun. Behind the 
store was an oid-fiishioned garden, set about by a neat 
stone Avail, hidden here and there by the masses of 
like and carraut bashes, and at the south of it was 
a great itwo-corered boulder of granite. And beyond, 
through the foliage of the willows and the low 
a^le trees wldch Jon^ Wtacb bad set out, fkintston 
Water gleamed and tumblad. Under an antdiing elm near 
the house was the well, Btono-rimmed, with it« kaf pole 
and crotch, and boekm all greea with tiie damp toowi 
'sdiieh clang to it, 

Bpbraim Prescott had been right wbta hi bad dkclami 
tiAt it did not take mooh jramptioa to keep stcM in 
Ooniston. Wtlliam Watberml merdy assataed mHclain 
kbbjpttioas the Bmmpton bank, and kmn Kalkwelh 
JoePa son, whs now drove the Brampton mage, brooffht 
Hts foods to tbo door, Littl* Bias mdhafdson ims will* 



iftg to earn iaBu4 tnof^ 
cKieam^-wojje fliffpet>«li|^p«oi|0;«»m;^;#3^ ' Willi»» 
still baa 4inMi for W» booki; i|»» tli|Ut: CcapstOtt’l^ fee 
bwan to fe( ' ttrongor, %sd to vonder wfeetn&r ite night 
Bol b« a Washingtoni h'fpig /fet- Awi jek fee bad one 
rrofi j »ad o&e fear, and hath Of tbeae eOnoemed one iaaii, 
— Jethro Bass, Hun. fey her own confession, Cyntbia'' 
Ware had lorod to hv»R dying day, hating herself fear it;' 
and he, William Wetfeer«d!. had married thfe woman 
whom Jethro had h!nr< d so Tioleotly, and niust^waya love 
— 90 Wetherell ihoaght: that was lhe,worry. flowwoold 
Jethro treat him ? that was the fear.'* WUiiani 
was not die most ooiirageous raan in the world. , 

Je^ro Bass Imtl niit hron in Coniston ainoe Wiltiam’a 
arrival. No need to aak witere lie was. Jake Wheeler, 
Jethro's lieut'rnanfc in Coniatou, gave William a glowing 
tvci/Ount of that Throne Room hi the Pelieau Hotel at the 
capital, from wlierfce Jetliro ruled the state dui'ing the 
sassions of tfcci General Gonrt. This legialattire sat lo him 
as a.Hortof ativisory oitomituseof three huniiredand fifty; 
liti ' xpuisive iotvisory committee to the peoph>i, relic of 
an owolete ftinn of government- Many storii® of the 
now all-poweriul Jethro WilHani heawl from the little 
coterie whicli made their headipiarters in his store*— storiea 
of how those methods of which w e have read were gradiir 
ally sprmd over other towns and other ooautiiMt JSWi , 
that J^hro held mortgage* in tliese towns and eoanties, 
but the local lieutenants did, and bowed to him as am 
overlord. There were fanny stori^ and grim stories of 
vengeaj^e which William Wetbewll heard and tremtJted 
at. Might not Jethro wish to tafee vengeance npoa 
him ? . 

One story he did not hear, beoaoas no one in ConiidOn 
knew it. No one knew that CynUda Ware and J^an 
Baas bad ever loved oaidi other. 

At fest, toward the end of Juife, it was BOMsd sfeont 
tmat the great man was cconi^ boom for a few davs. On% 
^KdSful afternoon William Weth#eH stood wt the nlita 
form of the store, lookiugoff sS CoiiistoQ, talldiia' to Mouse 
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Katok — young Mosest who is father of six children now 
and has forgotten OynUiia Ware. Old Moees sleeps on 
jthe hillside, let us hope in tke p&am of the orthodox and 
tite righkious. A cloud of dost arose above the road to 
the sonth^viard, and but of it oame a country wagon drawn 
by a fat horse, and in the wagon the strangest couple 
Welherell had ever seen. The little womau who sat re- 
tiringly at one end of the seat was all in brilliant colors 
from bonnet to flounce, like a paroquet, red and green 
pre«lominating. The man, big in build, large-headed, 
wore an old-fashioned blue swallow-tailed coat with brass 
buttons, a stock, and oooiiskin hat, though it was summer, 
and the thumping of William Welherell’s heart told him 
.that this wits Jethro Bass. He nodded briefly at Moses 
Hatch, wilt) greeted him with genial obsequiousness. 

“ Legislatur’ through?’* shouted Moses. 

The great man shook hia head and drove on. 

“Has Jethro Ba.ss over btjen a member of the Legisla- 
ture?” asked the storokeeiier, for the sake of stiinelhiug 
to say. • 

“Mover would take any oflicst but Chairman of the 
Selectmen," answered Mt^ses, who apparently bore no 
ill will for his father’s sake, “Jethro kind of fathers 
the Legislatur', I guess, thottgh 1 don’t take much stock 
in polities. Goes down sessions to see that they don*t 
get too gumptious and kick off the swaddlin’ clothes.” 

“.A-nd — was that his wife?” Wetherell asked, hesi- 
tatingly. 

“ Aunt Listy, they call her. Nobody ever knew how he 
come to marry her. Jethro went up to Wlsilom once, in 
the centre td the state, and come back with her. Funity 
ptee to bring a wife from — Wisdom 1 Funuier place }o 
bring Listy fi’om. He loads her down with them ribbdns 
and gewgaws — all tlm shades of the rainlmw ! Says he 
wnnto her to be the Imsi-dressed woman in the 

she is,” added Moses, with convicUon. “ Jufeity’s 
a fine wpmait, but all she knows is enough to «ty, * Yes, 
Jfethrt^’ 'iiod •'MovfJeidtra.’ Gnmie that's all Jethro wants 
Ik »,,wifr;‘btjti||;e ^t#iMy is good to her.” ■ 
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«*And iuw |ie o^« back before tfae yJpal»faBre%' 
overV”«a4 ’ '» 

of his barms. comes back )myin* 

time. That's the way J[^(hro spends the monMgr he makes 
in politics, and he hiun’t no more of a farmer ths«k-<— ” 
Moses looked at Wetherell. 

lhan I'm a storekeeper,^ said the latter, «mili%. 

“ Than Tm a iawy:ert” »«d Moses, politely. 

They were interrupred at this -moment by the app^> 
ancu of Jake Wheeler and Sam Price, who came gaping 
out of the darkness of the store. , 

“Was that Jethro, Mose?” demsmded Jake. “Gnesf 
we’ll go along up and see if there’s any orders.” > 

“ 1 suppose the Lnrablest of God’s critturs has tbeaf 
tises,” Moses remarked contemplatively, as he watched 
the retreating figures of Sara and Jake. “ I-^eastwise that’s 
Jethro’s philoi^t -phy. When you come to know Mm, 
\ou'il notice bow much those- fellers walk like him. 
^ever seed a iiiaa who had so many imitators. Some of 
’em’s took to talkin’ 4 ike him, even to stutterin’. Bijah 
Bixby, over to Clovelly, comes pretty nigh it, too.” 

Meses' loaded his sugar and beans into his wagon, and 
drove off. 

An air of suppressed excitement seemed to pervade 
those who cattle that afternoon to the store to trade end 
talk — .mostly to tolk. After such purchases as timy 
could remember were made, they lingered on the barieln 
and on the stoop, in the hope of seeing Jethro, whose haldt 
it was, apparently, to come down and dispense etich news 
as he thought fit for circulation. That Wetherell shared; 
this excitement, too, lie could not deny, but for a different 
cause. At last, when the sbailow's of the big trees had 
crept across the green, he came, the customers Socking 
to the porch to greet him, Wetherell sMnding oorimndy 
behind them in the door. Heedless of the dust, hejdxoths 
down the road with the awkward gait that was all his 
own, kicking up his heels 'oehind. And behind bun, hetds 
kicking up likewise, followed Jake and Sain,detbro a|ifMur> 
ently oblivious of their presence. 4 modest 
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iUKidiaiaed from tfao stoops broken at leng^ b^ Lmn Hal* 
Ibweli, who (men said) was an exact reproduction of Jock, 
flkd; niet^ting-liOttiiw builder. Lena alone was not abashed 

the presence of greatness- 

“ How be you, Jethro ?” be said heartily. “Air the 
Legisliitur' Ijfhiiviu’ themselves?” 

“ B-bout as common,*’ said .lethro. 

Surely nothing very profound in this remark, but re- 
ceived as though it were Solomon’s. 

pe prepared for a change in Jethro, after the galloping 
years, lie is now fifty-seven, but he migiit be any age. 
He is still siatxjth-shaven, his skin is clear, and his eye is 
bright, for he lives largely on bread and milk, and eschews 
stiinolante- But the lines in his face have deepened and 
his big fc'atures seem to have grown bigger. 

“ Who be you ihinkin’ of for next governor, Jethro ?” 
queries Bias Richardson, timidly. 

“They say A Ivy Hopkins of Gosjwrt is willin' to pay 
for it,” said ('hesfcer Perkins, san ast ically. t'hester, we 
fear, is a born agitator, fated to remain always iu opposi- 
tion. He is still a Democrat, and Jethro, as is well known, 
bus extended the mortgage s* as to include Cheater’s 
farm. 

“ Wouldn't give a Red Brook Seedling for Alvy,” 
eiaouhifced the nasal Mr, Price, 

“ iJ-don’t like Red Br<.K>k Seedling, Sam ? D-don’t 
like ’em ? ” smd Jethro, He had {wrtea his blue coat tails 
and seated himself on the stoop, his long legs hanging 
over it. 

“Never seed a man who had a good word to aay for 
’em,” said Me. Price, with less convietion. 

“ Done wsidl on mine,” said Jethro, “ d-done well. 1 
was sattsfied with my Red Brook See^Ugs.” 

Mr. Price’s B&Uow faee looked as if bo would Imve oon- 
tedtoted another msxi. 

“HaoiW was tliat, Jethro?*’ piped up Jakjt .Wheelor, 
.twang the ^msnd desire. 

Jetpp lowed o£r into the blue spam beymid moon* 
tain line. . '' 



“Ch-gofc m&e whw they first ^ome roiand,r^ eo«t 
tuo c<MMttvier*ble. Raised more tWn a hundred limithels — * 
L-I/isty put some of 'em on the table *—t”then ^ve ^me 
% my old iiosfli Tom. Tom said: ♦Hain’t 1 almys bdi|& 
a go^ beast, Jethro ? Haiti ’t I cAttried you faithfah snm;- 
mer aud winter, foij a good many years ? 4.nd now yoi| - 
give me Red Broofc SeefilingH ? ’” ’ , 

Here everyliody iairgbed, and stopped abruptly, lor 
Jethro still lewked conUiinplntivc. 

‘‘ Give some of ’em lo the hogs. W-wonldn’t touob ’em. 
H'had over a hundred bushels on hand — n-new vadety. 
'iV'-what’s th^ feller's name down to Ayer, Massaohu- ^ 
»3ttR, deal? ill all khtds of seods? EUett — that's it. 
Wrote to Eliett, said i had a hundred boshols of Red 
Brooks to sell, as fine a lookin’ potato as I had in my 
cellar. Mtide uj- ray mind to take w!mt he. offer».*d, if it 
was < nly liv® oeiits. lie wrote back a doiiar a bushel. I-I 
was always satisli^'d with my Red Brook Seedlings, Sam. 
But 1 never rai led aPy wore — n-never raised any 
Uproarious lii lighter gieeted the end of this story, and 
continued in fits a., some humorous point recurred to one 
or the other of the listeners. ' William Wettterell pereeivftd 
that the conversation, ft»r the moment, at least, wa® ^fely . 
away from politics, and in that ihibious state where »* 
was difficult to reojien. Tins wnis perhaps what Jethro ; 
wanted. Even Jake Wheeler was tongue-tied, and Je&ro 
appeared to be lust in rejection. 

At this insbint a diversion occurred — a trifling divert 
sion, so it seemed at the time. Around the corner of tte : 
store, her cheeks flushed and her dark hair flying, ran 
little Cynthia, her hands, browned already by tile 
Coniston 8«n, filled with wild stra\vl>erri«s, : 

♦‘See what Fve found. Daddy!” she cried, ” sob what 
I’ve found I ” ' ' 

Jethro ^s8 started, and flung back his head like a man 
who bailiBBard a voice from anot&r world, and then 
he looked at the child with a k||d of ;«tupefiiottei& 
The cry^ied on Cynthiaw lips, an# she stppped,^ g iaing 
up at Him with wonder in her e^os. 




‘ M - may ! caJ! you Cynthy?* ** 


m 





** Ym** WefWmmrmf She i»|#.very 
fiow, nil m» ititt mkmei in «ieida*g wtk 
“ S^ow 'm to ine»’*,f*«id 

Cylttthitt wint ^ to' him,, inthoii^ |||ahttr«siiin«ttt, and 
her hnnd on his knee. No# -noea aad he talmn hia eyii%, 
from her face. He |)nt but'hti otn h| |d 'wrdh. an awii* 
wai^ movoment^cked « aferawbcrfy fttJm b«5r finj^ra, , 
anti thrust it in his mouth. 

« Mnj,” said Jethro, gravefy. “ Br— what’s yonr name, 
little gal — tvhat’s yoUr name ? ” ' , 

“ tljmthia.” 

There was a long pause, * ^ | j 

“ Er-er — Cynthia ’ ” he said at length, “ Oyntiahi t ” « 
« Cynthia.” 

“ Er-er, Cynihia — not Oynthy ? ” 

“ Cynthia,” she saiti .i^in. ; 

He ht'i'f over her and lowered hi« voice. ' % 

“M-iui.y 1 ciill you Cyuthy — Oynthy?” he askedi ‘ 
‘*Y-yt\.” an*,wert‘d Cynthia, looking up to her father 
and tJiitoi glanciiig sdiyly at Jethro. 

His eves wein (,n the mountain, and he seemed to have 
forgotten her until she reached out to him, timidly, another 
strawberry. He seized her little hand instead and held 
it Wtweeu his own — much to the astooislunent of hie 
friends. 

“ Wiiose little gal be you ? ” he asked. 

“Dad’s.” 

“She’s Will Wetherell’s daughter,” said Lem HaHw- 
well. “He’s took on the store. ’W’ill,” he added, 'tam- 
ing to Wetlicrell, “let me make you acijuainted wi^ 
Jethro Bass.” 

Jethro rose slowly, and towered above Wetherell on 
the stoop. There was an insorutalde look la his bjae lr 
eyes, as of one who sees without hwitw seen. Hid Se 
know who William Wetherell was? If eo, he gave nff • 
fflgn, and took Wetherell’s hand l i mn ^. 

“Wiil’a kinder hipped on book-^niaV’ IsmMml eoi^* 
tinned kindly. “Come here to |hqp ftore foat i«* 
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W ' ‘ ' 

* Guess you may bate koerdt WiU 

utaitkd Cynthy Ware. You eall Oyn^y to miudf don’t 
ye?” 

Jethro Bass dropped WetimteH’s hand; hut answered 
nothing. 
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A week: passed, artd Jethro did not a^peiT tm tibe 
report having it that he was cutting M« oo 

Thousand Acre liill. When Jethro was farming,-— »o i| 
was said, — he would not stop to talk politics evm with 'I 
the President of the United States were that dignitary to 
lean over his pasture fence and lieckon to him. On a 
sultry Friday oiorning, when William Wetherell was 
seated at Jonah Winch’s desk in the coot recesses of tim 
store slowly and i^kinfully going over certain troubl^cane 
accounts which seemed hopeless, be was thrown into a 
panic hy the sitiht of one staring at him from the far add 
of a counter. History sometimes reverses itself. 

’• What can I do for you — Mr. Bass ? ” asked the store- 
keeper, rather weakly. - 

“Just stepped in — stepped in,” he answeied. 
“ W-where’fi r'yntliy ? ” 

“ She was in the garden — shall I get her ? ” 

“ No,” he said, parting his coat tails and seating hhnmU 
on the counter. “ Go on figurin’, don’t mind me.” 

Hie thing was manifestly impossible. Peghapi Wetfe- 
erell indicated as much hy his answer. 

“ Like storekeepin’ ? ” Jethro ask^ {uretwtJy, fierody- 
ing that he did not continue his work. 

“ A man must live, Mr. Bass,” saidi Wetherdl j 
to leave the city for ray beidth. I began Mfft lasefdflK 
store,” he added, “but I little thoiwht I shotdd and dm 
so.” ■ . . % ; '■ ' 

“ Given to book-l’annn’ Ihim, yon ?*♦ Jeliunl 

zerainked. He did not smile, hut $t«Sod at tiie afuare «i|§ 

,8T'. 
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iMkt was tha doorway, ^Judson^s je^lJairy sfcOra, 
tsihn’tit? Judson’s?'’ 

Yes, Jiidson’s,” Wetiierell answered, as soon m 
recovered from his amazement. There was no telling 
from Jethro’s manner whether he were enemy or friend ; 
whether he bore the starekeer^r a grudge for having 
attained to a happiness that had not been his, 

Hain*t made a great deal out of life, hav you ? N^not 
a grejit deal?’^ Jethro observed at last* 

WathereU flushed, although Jethro had merely stated a 
irutlt wiiieh had often occurred to the storekeeper hiinseif. 

It isn't given to all of us to And Rome in brick and 
leave it in marble,'* he replied a little sadly. 

JethiX) Bass looked at him quickly. 

Er — what*s that?’* l»e demanded. F-found .Rome 
in brick, left it in marble. Fine thought/’ He nimi- 
' Bated a little. Never writ anything — did you — never 
writ anything?” 

Nothing xvorth publishing,” answered poor William 
WetherelL 

‘*J-just dreamed — dreamed and ko})t store. S-some- 
thing to have^ dreamed — eh — #:>mething to have 
dreamed ? ” 

Wetherell forgot his uneasiness in the unexpected turn 
the conversation had taken. It seemed very strange to 
him that ha was at last face to face again with the man 
whom Cynthia Ware had never been able to drive from 
liar heart. Would he mention her ? Had he coniinued 
to love her, in spite of the w^oman he bad married ami 
adorned ? Wetberall asked himself thest’j i|uefitions before 
bespoke, ^ ' 

is more to hav© accomplished,” he said. 

^ ^ ** S^something to have dreamed,” repeated Jethro, rising 
■idowly from the counter. He went toward the di^orway 
ihto the garden, and there he halted and stood' 

C^Qynthy I ” ha said, ^ C-Cynthy 1 ' 

t Wefcherell dn>pped his pen at tlie sound of the name o*i 
But it was little Cynthia he was 
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little Cyntliia in the garden. The child at ^ 
Toice, and stood looking up at / Y’ 

‘‘ H-how old bo yon, Cy nthy %*' f - 5 " 

Nine,’" piswered^i^-ntida^f^ ■ ’ , / 

the H-ountry,.:Cytt^y — like the country het^ 
than the city ? ^ 

yes,” said Cynthia. , "i/ i - 

And country folkS' ? Ldike- country Mhm than 
city folks?”' ' ^ , 

*^‘1 didn’t know many city folks,” said Cynthia* **1^ ;; 
liked il>6 old doctor wim sent Daddy up here 
mucii, and I liked Mrs. Darwin.” " t 

Mis’ Darwin ? ” - '"'t 

“ She kept the house we lived in. She used to ^V0'iiie - 
cookies,” said Cynthia, '-^and bread t/> feed the pigeons.” 
Pigeons ? F-folks keep pigeons in the city?” 

Oh, no,” said Oynlhia, laughing at such an idea; d*the 
pigeons Clime on the roof under our window^ and 
they used to fly right up on the windowsill and feed out 
of my hand. They kept me comf^any while Daddy 
was away, working# On Sundays we used to go into 
the Connnon and feed them, before Daddy got sick. 
The Commcm Mas something like the country, only pot 
luilf iiB nice,” 

C-couldn’t pick flowers in tlie Common and go burp- 
f<.K>t ~c-couldri’l go barefoot, Cynthy ?” ' ‘ 

** Oh, ho,’* Kaid Cynthia, laughing again at his sobrnr 
face. 

“ C'couicin’t dig up the Common and plant fiowera — 
could you?” , 

‘‘Of course you couldn’t.” 

“ P-plant ’em out there ?” asked Jethro. 

“ Oh, yes,” cried Cynthia ; “ 111 show you,” She h^- 
tated a moment, and tlieu thrust her band into h» ^‘ |>o 
you want to see ? ” ' > 

“ Guess I do,” said be, energetically, and she led him 
into the garden, pointing out with pride tlie tows of sweet 
peas and pansies, which she mad* bersell. Imp^ed 
by a.»|rahge ouiioBityi' Willto wb^ 
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<3bor and watched theidS* was a look: on ^0 lac# of 

^;'‘^6thrci Bass that wm iww to- it m he listeiidd ‘to the 'Oh^Ud' 
4alk of the wt>ndrous things around tliem, that aumiudr's 
■v dav, ™ the and the bees and the brook {they 

must go down and stand on the brink of it), and thewngs 
of the vireo and the Jjerinit thrush. 

. lonely here, Cynth)- — haio't louely here he 

said, ' 

, "^Nofcii!k’‘the country,’* said Cyntlua. Suddenly she 
lifted hir eyes to his with a questioning look* Are ytm 
lonei 3 ''*'' 0 oiuetiiBes r' ” 

He did not answer at once* 

Not witlAnni* C^ynitiy — nc»t with ymi.’’ 

By all of which it will be seen that the acquaintance wm 
progressing. They sat down ftvr a wluie on the old mill-* 
Stone that fomied the step, and there discussed Cynthia's 
tastes. She wm too old for dolls, Jethro supposed. Yes, 
Gyniliia was too old for dolls. She did Jiot say so, but the 
oiily doll she liad ever owned had Iw^come )ii»i|>id when the 
delight of such a reality as 'tn'king ('are t»f a helplassjather 
bad been thrust upon her* liooks, suggi^ted Jethro. * Books 
she had known from her earliest infawicy : they bad hmn 
piled around that bedrriom over the riwf. Books and lK)ok 
lore and the eonimaiid of the English tongUt3 weie WiJlmiu 
WetlmralTs only legacies to his daughter, and mairy an 
eveni'og that spring she had read him to slee}> from cWfcic 
Tolumes of prose and' poetry 1 hesitate to uam^, for fear 
you will think her precoci'ous, Tltey went across the 

f reen to ( •oiisin 'Ephraim BrestMitt’s harness ahop^i where 
ethro hiul tied his horse, and it was settled tlmt Oynthia 
liked books. ' 

On the inortung following this exiraordimry oemvers^v 
tioii, Jethro Ba.'ss and his wife departecl for the state capi- 
^ teL Listy was bedecked in amaaiiig gtocri0 and yeUows, 
mxd Jethro drove, looking neither to the r%lit nor left, his 
ttoat tails hanging /down tehind the seat, the reins lying 
; iladk across im plump qiiiarto^ of his horse — the same 
&t.Toiii whA by the way, had so Indignantly spurned the 
ited Brook And Jake Wheeler w'enik aioiig to 



t»ing baak ilte team ft<wdi Braln^^^ T<y «acl^«8e w 
am politicaii eomeitimeli put, altkml^g^ Jake 

would have tobl yon it svas aa iniaor, mal 
the |U>A ovwiag fairly feriwllng 'tfitli p^^eal 
liecreto which h*'> oouJUl iJut he induced to, tiapai^ 
pne eveitlug ia fortaigli^^ later, while ae lieutenaaS 
koldrng forth in jxjmmeh’lahly general terms on, fioB- 
tim of tlie state to^a sj>eechloss iX frhoB,'; admiraig ^ 
nndiefioe, a lH>inb in their midist, WiMiiftn W«lb* 

erell tlid act know that it wa« a perit^dioal bomb, like ihim& 
flung at reguhir inter v a] from tlio Uniaii moriiurs into 
Vicksburg. ■ Tlieso bombs, at ^ any nite, never '&iM' 
cause odnsteniatioa and frigiit in Conistorfi^ aliliodlgh 
never did a,Tiy harm. One tiling notic^i^ble, tli^ 
always fired in Jethro’s abseuoe. And the toinbardrer waf^ 
always Ciu^^r Perkim, sun of the most niil)etidtn.g and 
rigorous of titbirig-m.eiu but Chester reseinblod his lather 
in no partieiihir .save that he, too. wss a deac^>n and a pillar 
of the churcfe. Deacon Ira had been tail ainl gaunt and 
Bunken and unoonnnuiiicative, Chester stout, and 
said to per<^ii‘e even m wi,nto'r, aix>piectic, irascible, talka* 
tive, and still, has been said, a Democrat Ha drbw 
up to the sto^ra this aveinng to the not inappropriato rum-* 
ble of distant thunder, ana he stood up in his W'-agou in' 
front of the gatheiiag and shook his fist in Jake Wheeler 
face, . ' 

f This town’s tired of puttin' up with a King/’^ha ,^,ried. 
Vos, King — f said it, and I don’t care who hears me. 
It’s time to stop this one^iBan rule. You kin go "and' toll ■ 
him I said it, Jake Wheeler, if you’ve a mind to. I gunaa 
there’s plenty w^ho’1,1 do that/’ 

'' An uneasy siiance fallowed — the sikrice whi'db'^ mim 
treason louder tlian any voice, Some shifted uiiaaaily^ 
and spat, and Jake Wheeler thrust his hands in Mi poeketo 
and walked away^ as much m to say that it wa« kreasoa 
even to iiston to such talk. Ijsm HaliowoE saanitil 
unpartarbed. ' :.r 

“ On the rain}>ag 0 agin, Chet? *’ ,§© remark^ ' 

’ You’d ought to know bettor, tia/’ cried the enraged 

'•?' , \ 'i 
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Chester ; “ hain’t the hull roaid hjr the Four Comers ready 
to drop into the brook? What be you a-goin’ to do 
about it , 

, “ril show you when I git to it,” answered I-<em, quietly. 
A,nd show them he did. 

“ Git to it ! ” shouted Cheater, scornfully, “ I’ll git to 
it. I’ll tell you right now I’m a candidate, for the Chair- 
man of the Selectmen, if town tneetin’ is eight montha 
away. An*, Sam Price, I’ll ex|>eet the Democrats to git 
into line.” > 

With this ultimatum Chester drove away as rapidly os 
he had come. 

“ I W'aut to lino%v ! ” sjiid Sam I’rice, an exclamation 
peculiarly suited to his voice. But nevertheless Sam 
might be countetl on in each of these little rebellions. 
He, too, had remained steadfast to Jacksonian principles, 
and he had never forgiven Jethro about a little matter 
of a state oilieo which he (8am) liad failed to obtain. 

’Before he went to ixai Jake Wbt't.der hud written a let- 
ter which he sent off to the stiiP? capital l»y the stage, the 
■next morning. In it be indicted no less than twenty of 
bis fellow-townsmen for treason; audjio also thought it 
wise to send over U) Ciovelly for Bijah Bixby, a lieutenant 
in that section, to come and Io*>k over the ground and 
ascertain by his well-known methods how far the treason 
had eaten in(6 the body politic. Such w’tis Jake's ordinary 
pre^edure when the bombs were tired, for Mr. Wheeler 
was nothing if not cautious. 

Three mornings later, a little after seven o’clock, when 
the storekeeper and his small daughter were preparing to 
go to Brampton upon a very troublesome errand, Chtjster 
Perkins aj^ptjared agaiii. It is alw'ays easy to stir up dis- 
^isfaction among the ne’er-do-wcils (Jethro had once 
vdune it himself), and during the three days which had 
dbqjeed Cnester had flung down the gauntlet there 
, ittwi been more or less of downright treason heard in the 
idttro- Wdliaai Wetherell, who had perplexities of his 
'own, had dorte his best to keep out of the discaskions tliat 
had raged on. his cracker box^ and barrels, for his 'head 
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f Jumble of figures wliich wotild not come right. And 
be stood tliere iia the freshness of the early emu* 

’ ;;ibier mornings waiting for Lenj Halioweira stage, poor 
Wetliereirs heart was wry heavy. 

' *"\Viil Wethdrell,” said Chesi</r, ‘‘‘you be a gentleman 
and a student, hain't you? Read history, hain’t you?^" 

“ I have read some,” said William Wetherell. 

I callate tnat a man of parts/’ said Chester, “such as 
you be, will help us agin corrupt ion and a dic^tiitor. I’m 
a-countiii^ on you. Will Wetlu’fcll. You’ve got the store, 
and you kin tell the boys the iiilferenect beiwwn riglii and 
wrong. They’ll listen to you, because you’re eddicated.” 

“ i don’t know^ anything ah mt politics,” answered Wet h- 
erell, with an ap}>eaUng glance at the silent group, — group 
that was alw’^ays there, liias Richanbon, who had donueil 
the carpet sUpp€*rs prepanih)ry U> tending store for the 
day, sliulSed inside. Deacon Lysander, his father, would 
not have done so. 

“ You know somethin’ about history and the (\>nsritoo* 
tion, don’t ye demanded (Chester, truculently, "'dethro 
Baas don’t hold your mortguge, does 1»? Bank in Bramp- 
ton holds it — hain’t that so? You hain’t afeard of Jethro 
like the rest on ’em, bo you ? ” 

“ I don’t know what right you have to talk to me tliat 
way. Mr, Perkins,” said WatherelL » 

What right? Jethro holds mj mortgage — the hull 
town knows it — and he kin close me out to-morrow if he’s 
a mind to — ” 

“'See here, Chester Perkins,” Lem Hallowell interposed, 
as be drove up with thc^ stage, “ what kind of free princi- 
ples be you preachin’? You’d ought to know bettern 
Oiiercc.” 

“ What \}e you a-goin’ to do about that Four Cornerg 
road? t^hester cried to the stage driver*' 

,^ive ’eiii till to-morrow night to fix it,” sidd Ijoin. 
** Git in. Will Cynthyb over to the haniesa shop with 
Mph . , - We^i stop k we go lon^.” 

‘‘Give *iim till to-morrow nt^htr’ Chester sliouted 
hller thenii ** What you goiisd to do then ? ” 
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But lieiB' did not tstmmt ibu Inquiry. 
tibie hsrnesn nhop, where Ephrsift eatne Um|£i^e wtt snd^ 
lifted Cynthia to the eeat beside her j&ther, and they jog- 
gled of 'fco Bwunpipton. dew rtall lay in myriad dtopa 

on red herd’a-graas, turtdti^ it to larender in the moss- 
ing ann, and the heavy aceni the wet ferna hung in ti» 
foreSl. I.etn whistfetC' and joked with little Cynthia, and 
gave her the reins to,.dri^ and at last tliey came in sight of 
Brampton Street, with its terracensteepled church and Ikie 
of wagons hitchod to the common rail, for it was market 
day. Father and daughter walked up and down, haad in 
hand, under the great trees, and then they wtsut to the 
bank. 

It W4MS a brick building on a comer opposite the com- 
mon, imposing for Bmraptoii, and very imf>osing to Wether- 
ell. It seemed like a tomb as lie entered its door, Cynthia 
olntohing his liitgvi-a, and never but once in his life had 
ho been ,*o near to leaving all hope behind. He waited 
patiently by the barred windows until the clerk, who was 
counting oilla, chose to look up at him. 

“ Want to draw money?” he demaudeci. 

The words seemed clxarged with irorty. William 
Weth&roll told him, falteringly, his name and business, 
anil he thought tlie man bulked at him compassiop.atoly. 

•‘You’ll have to see Mr. Wortlungtoo,” be said; **he 
hasn’t gone to the iniils yet.” 

“Dudley VVorihington ?” eiclaimed WetherelL 

TiiO teller .sadled. 

‘•Yes, He’s the president of this bank.” 

He oj^ienod a door in the partition, and leaving Gynliiiii 
dangling her feet fiom a chair, Wetherell was ushared. 
Tint without trepidation, into the great man's ofBcyi, and 
found himself at hist in the presence of Hr. Isaac D. 
Worthington, who used to wander up and doMm Coniston 
Water searching for a raiU site. 

Ho sat Ixjhind a table covered with green ihittiter, on 
which papers were laid with elaborate neatness, and he 
wore a double-breasted skirted coat of biack, with braced 
a dark purple bianket-cravak with s iwfg« ^ 
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eamiib pitt. And Mr. Worihington's leaturea liarmonized 
perfectly with this costume -r-^those of a successful am- 
bitious man who followed custom and coavenUou blindly; 
ci^-shaven, save for reddish chops, blue ©yes of aictrem© 
|»eiinesE» and tbrndipp^^d mouth which had been tighten- 
ihg year by year as the output of the Woithington Mills 
iiiereased. " 

^ Weil, sir,” he said sliarply, what can I do for you ? ’’ 
*Vl am* William Wetheieil, the storekeeper at Con- 
iston.” 

‘^Not the Wetberell who married Oyuthia W^re I ” 

No,. Mr. Worthington did not lie did not 

know that Cynthia Ware wa.s\lharri?vl oraH^ e or dead, 
and — let it confessed at otk'iie;;r--'he“did not care. 

This is what he did say : — 

‘^WethereU — WeiherelL Oiu y"i2», you’ve come about 
that note*— the mortgage on the store at Coniston,” He 
stared at William Wethereih drummed with his fingers on 
the table, and smiled slightly. '‘ I am happy to say that 
.the Brampton’' Ikink does not own tins note any longer. 
•,!II wt? did, — merciv tai a matter of inAsiness, you umler- 
htand” (lie couglietl), — ** we slmnld liale harl to foreclose.” 

p* Don’t own the note .i ” exclaimed Wethereil. Who 
does own it 

‘*We sold ii a little wlale iigo — since you asked for 
|he extension — to Jethro Bass/'' 

** Jethro Bass ! ’’ WetherelFs feet seamed to give way 
'tinder him, and^iie sat down. 

Bass is a little quixotic — that is a charitable 
way to put it — quixotic. Ho does — sirang© things like 
tbk once in a^while.” 

The storekee|>er found no words to answer, but mt 
mutmif staring at him* ' Mr. Worthington, coughed again* 
** You appear to an educated man. Haven’t I heaid 
some sioiy of your giving up other pursuits in Boston 
to for your health . Oertainly I place you 

now* to a little interest’ ih literature niywif--* 

in libraries'*^ ' ^ 

In spit© of his stupefaction at the news he bed |pat 
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received, Wetherell tbonght- of Mr. Wortihingfepi)t% beaver 
imta and of tiiat gentleuian’^i fir^tiipfceresfc m libraries, for 
Cynthia nad told the story to her hm\mn4, 

“ U u j)erha]L »3 an opea^aecret/’ continned M#* Worth- 
iiigtouv *^that lu the near fafcure I intend tu ofjtahlish a 
free library in Brampton. ;,1, feed it my duty to do. all I 
can for the towi'i w.hero 1 imve xnade my and 

there m nothing which "iaduces inorf^ to the j:x>pular.ywel- ' 
fare than a gooit lihrart'"^*' Whereaprm he at Wath- 
erell anotlicr-ol hiB keen looke. ‘‘I, do not hiik this 
way ordinarily to my ciiHtomers Mr. Wetharell^f he 
be^ian ; but you iuLereHt-me, and I £uh going to 'tell you 
suiueUung in/ euniideiice- 1 .am surr*. it will not be 
betrayed 

-‘(ih, no/' said the l>ewIUiered storekee}->er, who was in 
no condition to listen to eon hde aces. 

He wfr'iil quietly to 1,1.^) door, opened it, looked out, and 
closed it '"ifqdly. Then, ho Io<jked out the window. 

Have a care of tins man Bass/’ he saicL in a lower 
voice. ^‘!le beyrtri ma-iiy years ago by* debauching the 
hbertiesof that bitle town of Conistoru and since then he^ 
has gr.vduaily debuached the wdioie staie, judges and all. 
if I have a c;ise to try” (he spoke ntnv witii more inten^ 
Hity and bitterness), "’'Concerning my miHsor lU}' Imuk, 
before I gat throng, h I Ibal that rascal mi,xed up in, it »hi 0* 
\vhere, and unlcs.s I a rrauge- matters with hinn 1—’* 

He paused uh,i,''y>tly, Ids eyas going out of the 
point Mig with a long .linger at a griz/ied man crossing tjb^ 
street with a yellow and red horse I)lankat thrown OTfti* 
his shoniders. 

"*That man, Judge Baker, holding court in this 'town 
now, Bliss owns bcKly and soul/’ 

A.iul the ht?rso blankot ? ’’ Wethardll querie/*, irrastafc- 
ibly. 

Dudley Worthington did not smile. " ; 

‘'Take my advice, Mr. Wetherell, wild 
somehow/’ An CKlor of the stable .|wtr vairlj^f HP^' ' > o ^ 
and a great unkempt gri^xled head a|^i ehouI^GiB, Iw^c 
blanket' and all, were stuck into it. 
m 
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. ** MominV hlM, basy ? ** I; 

*‘Com.e right in, iltswered Mr. Wdrihliig<^!i- 

** If ever too" busy to you/’ Tlie head dieappe^ixWi. 

^ **Take iny advice, Mr. WetberelL” 

Atid then the storekeeper went into the bank* 

For mmo moments he stood dared by what he had 
heard, ttie query ringing in his heatl : Why Imd Jethro 
Baaa bought that note ? Did he thinJc that the store* 
kee|>er afConiston would be of use to hifn, politiwlly ? 
The words Chmter Perkins had fij,>oken that inoroing 
'ifck to Wetherell as he stood in the ;d 0 or. And 
how wl.fi he to meet Jethro Bass again -with no tnoney 
to pay even the iirtereston the note? Tlien suddenly he 
nl|ased (Jyiithia, hurried out, and spia:! her under the 
tiws on the common so deep in conversation with a boy 
that she did not fn^rceive him until he spoke to her. The 
my looked np, smilmg fr.inkly at something Cynthia 
ha/ «aid to him. He had honest, huiiKuouH eyes, and a 
browne^i freckled face, and was, p^uhaps, two years older 
tJian Cyhihia. 

Whkt’s the. matter ? ” said WetherelL 
CynthiaN face was flushed, and she* was plainly vexed 
about sometldng. 

gave he>, a wdxistk,”- said the boy, with a iittlt 
iaugb of vexatiru, ^‘and now she says she won’t tako it 
because I owned np I made it for aiiotlier girl,” 

Cynthia held it oht to him, not deigniixg to appeal her * 
case. 

You must take it J>afek/’ 

But 1 want you to have it,” said the boy, 

wouldn’t be right me to take it when you (? 
made it for somebody else.” 

" After all, people with consciences we bp»v not made. 
But this was a iiiiei.*; distinction tbfe, the’ boy had' ever 
'hiet with In his experience, ^ ■ 

**l tiid^ kn(>w you when I made the whfeftle,” he oh- 
jl'Cted, pSSiJed and downcast. 

That dO^T make any difference.” ‘ 

I like you better than the other girl.” 
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« Yott4air<j no right to, ^ retorted the csasuiet ; ‘^yotiV© 
ktio WO' hm ioogo'r. ” 

**That doe^'t make any difference,” said the boy; 
** there are loti? of {km>|> 16 I don’t like 1 have always known. 
This girl doesn^t live in Brampton, anyway.” 

** Where does she live?” demanded Cynthia, — which 
was a step backward. 

‘‘At tlie state capital. Her name’s Janet Dunam. 
There, do you believe me now?’' 

William Wetherell had heard of Janet Duncan’s father, 
Duncan, who had the reputation of being the 
riches^fc inaii in the state. And he began to wonder who 
the boy could be. 

“I believe you,” said Cynthia; ‘‘but as long as you 
made it for her, it’s hers. Will you take it ? ” 

‘‘No,” said he, determinedly. 

• “Very well,” answered Cynthia. She laid down the 
W'histle beside him on the rail, and went off a little dis- 
tance and seated herself on a bench. The boy laughed, 

“ I like that girl,” he remarked ; “ the rest of 'em take 
everything J give ’em, and ask for more. Slie’s pretiier’n 
any of 'em. tcxa” 

“ What is your name ? ” Wetherell asked him, curiously, 
forgetting his own troubles. 

“ Bob ’Worthington.” 

“ Are you the son of Dudley .Worthington ? ” 

“ Everybody asks me tlxat,” lie said ; “ I’m tired of it. 
When I grow up, tliey’ll have to stop it.” 

“But you should be proud of your father.” 

“ I am proud of him, everybody’s proud of him, Bramp- 
ton’s proud of him —he’s proud of himself. That’s 
enough, ain’t it ? ” He eyed Wetherell somewhat defiantly, 
then his glance wandered to Cynthia, and he walked over 
to her. He threw lumsclf down on the grass in front of 
her, and lay looking up at her solemnly. For a while she 
continued to sta-re inttexiWy at the line of market wagons, 
and then she burst into a hojglu x ^ 

“ Thought you wnwildnH. hold out forever,^ he remarked. 

“It’s because yon’ re so foolish,” said Cynthil^ “that’s 
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^ I Then she grew sober again and held 

out lier hand to him, ^‘Good*by/'‘ 

Where are you going ? ” 

‘‘ I must go back to my father. I — I think he doesn’t 
feel rery well,” 

Next time Fil make a w^histle for you,” he called after 

her. 

And give it to somebody else,” said Cynthia. 

She had hold of her father’s hand by that, but he caught 
up with her, very red in the face. 

You know that isn’t true,” he cried angrily, and tak- 
ing his way 4i(?ro8s Brampton Street, turned, and stood 
staring after them untii they were out of sight. 

Do you like liim. Daddy asked Cynthia. 

William Welherell did not answer. He had ether 
tilings to think about. 

Daddy ? ” 

Yes.” 

Does your trouble feel any better ? ” 

Some, (Jynthia. But you nnisurt think about it.” 

“ Daddy, wliy duiYt you ask Uncle Jethro to help 
you ? ” , 

At the name WtrUiereH started as if he had ha^i a 
shock. 

‘‘ What put liini into your head, Cynthia?” he asked 
sharply. Why do yon call him ‘ Uncle Jetirro ’ ” 

liccause lie asked me to. Because he likes me, and I 
like him.” 

The whole ilung was a riddle he could not solve — one 
that was best left alone. T'hcy had agre<^ to walk back 
the ten miles to Ckmiston, to save the money that dinner 
at the hold would cost. And so they started, Cynthia 
flitting hither and thither along the roadside, picking 
the stately purple iris flowei^ in tlm nianhy places, 
while Wetherell pondered. 
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SHAKE WITH ME- BIJAH BIXBT 

When William Weihereli an<l C>uthia had reached tht 
ia8< turn in the roiid in Norlhcutt’s wo(K!a» quarter of a 
. Tiiile from Oiiiiston, they mot the navsal Mr. Samuel Price 
(Irivini^silently in the other direction. The word silently 
is used deliberatelv, hecanse to Mr. Price appertained a 
certiiin p^hostUke quality o{ flitting, and to Mr. Price’s 
hurso aj)d w-jigoi; likewise. He drew op for a brief 
mooiont vvlieri I'c saw Wetiierf'll. 

\V(;uidn’i hurry back if I was you, WilL’’ 

u \V‘|)y not V ’’ 

Mr. ib’ioe louHed out of the wagon. 

l-as ecvi/' over from Clovelly to Sfy araound a 
little iuiie/' 

It wiis evident from Mr. Priee's manner that he i^gaixled 
tiie storekeeper as a member of the reform party. 

*■ What did ise sav Daddy?'’ asked Cynthia, as Weth- 
erel! stood stai ing aiu r tiie flitting boggy in bewilderment. 

‘^1 liavMi'l tiic faintest idea, Cynthia,” answered her 
fatljer, and tliey walked on. 

Don't you know who'Bijo’ is?"’ 

No,” said her father and I don’t care.” 

It was almost criminal ignorance for a man who lived 
in that part of tiie (aaiuitry not to know Bijah Bixby of 
Ch/^'aflly, wdm was paying a little social visii to Oonistori 
that day on his way home from the state capital, —tend- 
ing, as it Avcrc, Jethro’s flock. Still, Wetherell must be 
(‘xcused bc(!ause he wois an ijnpractio^ literary man with 
troubles of his owai. But. how shall We chronicle Bimh’e 
rank and precedeiiee in the Jethro Siirmy, in which thersff 

m 
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aise neither shoulder^stTOri^ nor aniniiii registers? To 
dissign^ite him as the CJiamberlain of tliat hill iiajah, the 
Hoaomble iieth Sutton, would not be far out of the way. 
The Ifonorable Hath, whom we all know and whom we 
aliall see presently, is the man of substance and of broad 
ac.res in (Hoveily: Bijah merely owns i-ertaiu mortgages 
i||t that town, but he had created the Jjiujorable Iieth 
(politically) as surely as certain prime ministers we emjld 
name have created their sovei'eigns, I'he Hcmorable Iieth 
wiiS Uijairs creation, and a grand erealiim im was, as no 
one will dt>abt when tlmy see him. 

Bijah —-as ha will not hesitate to tell yon-— took Iieth 
d<nvn iu Ins pockef to the Legislature, and has more than 
once delivered him, iu certain hlorkn of iive and ten, and 
four and twenty, for certain considennious. The ancient 
Song of Sixpence aj^plios to Bijah. iiut his pocket was 
generally full of proxies instead of ryt\iind tlie Honorable 
tJeth was freqmmtlv one of the four and twenty black- 
birds. In short, Bijah was the working Ih:c, and the 
Honorable Heth the orfuinicntal dnme. 

I do not know why I have d\vclt m long on such a 
minor character m Bijah, except that man fasemates 
me. Of all the lieutmmijts in the state, his Tuanners lK>re 
the closest reHCunblaiK'e to thorn) of Jethro Bass. When 
he walked behind Jethro iu tlm corridin*B of the Pelican, 
kicking up his lieels i)ctd.ud, he might have been taken for 
Jethro's shadow. He ■was of a good height and size, 
smooth-shaven, with little eyes that kimile<h and hia 
mouth moved npt at all when he sfH^ke; unlike Jethro, he 
used ” tobacco. 

When Bijah had driven into Couisioh village and 
hitched ids wagi>u to the rail, he went direr^t” to the ston). 
diester Perkins and others w^ere watching him with vari- 
ous emotions from the sloop, and Bijah took a seat iu the 
midst of them, charaeteristiiially engaging in eouversatiou 
without the usual coBventional fonna of greeting, as if ha 
'iltad beeii there all day. 

. ; H-how Tu.uch ' did you 'git for yow wool, Chester — . 
hdiow much ? "k ' " ■ ■ • ' 
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you .Ikiift liore to tii&^ «>3N>ut ' 

Ctotor/rM with ftiiger. «•• 

Kind of magloO't^'’ the S 

Bijah. " ^ 'Ife. 

•'* Jethro Bass sent voti up to find out how ^tnncSSi t%hm 
negloctin^ it,’^ retorted Choister, throwing all cautiou i<| 
winds.^.' ' ^ 

‘'Thinkin’ of upsettin’ Jethro^ Ih^ you? Thiakill* 
ypsettin* Jethro?’^ rt^ixmrk'ed Bije. in a genial tone* 
Folks in Clovelly Itain’t got nothin’ to do with it, if 
1 am,” said Chester, 

L<jetle early for cai»paigiHri\ f'hester, leetleWrly.^* 
We do our campaignin’ when we're a mind to.^* ^ i 

Bijah looked around, * 

‘^Weii, that’s funny. I conld have took oath I geed 
Bias Kiciiai‘dsan here.^’ 


There w^as a ileep piietiee. 

^‘A:«d Sam Price,” coBtinned Bijah, in pretended as- 
tonishment, '*w ahn’t he settiii’ on the edge of tlie stoop 
when 1 drove up?” 

Anotiier vsilence, broken only by the enraged Vreathing 
of vTiester, who was unable tn retort. Moees Hatch 
laughed. The discreet departure of these gentlehieii oer* 
tainly liad its comical side, 

*‘Rias as indoostrious as ever, Mose?” inquired Bijah* 

^‘’Ile has hiH busy times,” said Mose, gi inning broadly. 

‘‘ See you’ve got the boys with tlieir Imcka up, Cliestert” 
said Bijah. 

‘•‘Some of U8 are sick of tyranny, ”,4!.rlifed Chester; **‘you, 
kill tell that to Jelhro Bass when you go back^ if he’s 
got time to listen to you buyin’ and seUin’ out of 
railroads.” 

Heat Jethro’s got the Grand Gulf Road in his |K>cket 
to do as he's a mind to with,” Sfiid- Moses, with a view to 
driiwing Bijah out. But the remark liad exactly the 
opposite effect, Bijah screwing up lila face into an expres- 
sion of extraordinary secrecy and ;|unning. 

How mmh did you git out Bi|e?” demandi^ 

Chester, ''''' 
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^ looked through my clothos yet,** said Bijalu 

his ffkce screwed up lighter than ever, ^‘N-never look 
'through my ciotheH till f git bome^ Chenfecr, it hain^t safe/’ 
It has become painfully evident that Mr. Bixby h that 
/'lara type of rnau who can sit down nmier the enemy's 
ramparts mid smoke him out. it was a rule of Jethro's 
code eitlicr to make an efFective (h^partiire or else to 
remain and comi)el the man to make an inef- 

fecuvii departure. Lem Hallowell might have coped with 
him ; but the stage was late, and after some scratching of 
heads and delving for efl’eetual banter (through which 
Mi\ Bixby sat genial and imcoiioerned ), (diester's fob 
lowers iut^k their leave, eacli choosing his own pretext. 

In the meantime. WiiUani Wetliendl had entered the 
store by the biii;k door ~ unperccived, as he hoped. He 
had a veheiiumt desire to be left in peace, and to avoid 
polities and political dhs(»nssi(.ms forever — vain desire for 
the storekeeper rd C'oniston. Mr. Wetlicrcll entered the 
store, and to take his mind from his troubles, he picked up 
a copy of Byron: gradually the conversation on the stoop 
died away, and just as lie was beginning to congratulate 
himself and enjoy the hook, lie hud an unpieasiint; aensatioji 
of some one approaeldng him meaenreilly. Wetherell did 
not move ; indeed, lie felt that he could not — he wte as 
though charmed to the spot. He could have cried aloud, 
but the store was empty, and there was no one to hear him. 
Mr. Bixby did not speak uniil lie was within a foot of his 
victim’s ear. His xmice was very nasal, too* 

WethereJi, brdn’t it? ” 

Tlie victim nodded helplessly, 

“ Want to see vou a miriulc/’ 

What 18 it? " 

“ Where can we talk private ?” asked Mr. Bixby, look- 
ing around. 

There's no one here,’' Wetherell answered, ‘‘What 
'do yon wish to say ? ” 

the boys was to see me speakin’ to yon, they might 
:git suspicions ---you uudemtand/’ he- confided, his rnatmer 
'-§E:^nveyiBg a hint that, they shared 'some common policy* 
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*^-‘Ex'aotly! ” answered ttijali, o^itig ,**f 

knowed you was a level-loaded mia, 
you. Made up my miild Fd have a litt’e tm in 
witL you — you oiidemiaiid I’he b0y8 hiitii*t got no 
Sun to suspicion you cat-e awytluDg ubOi’*: pofitiasi hare 
tlicy / ^ ' '■ ^ 

None whatever.'’ ^ " 

You don't pay no attention to what they say?^ 

You hear it?” 

‘‘ Sometimes J can't help it.” 

Ex'iicliy I Yon hmr it,” 

“ I told you I couhln’t help it.” 

Want you should vote right when the time comes/’ 
said Bijah. ‘‘P don’t want to see such an intelligent 
mau go wrong an’ ba sorry foi it — you understand. 
Chento l\?rkins ;s hait-brained. Jethro Bass runs tilings 
tin this staN?/' 

Mr, Bixby - - ” 

You uiulerstaLd,” srud Bijah, screwing up his face. 

(jtuess 3 our wak^b is a-comin* out.” He tucked it back 
caressingly, and started for the door — the back diK)r. 
In oUintarily ^Vetherell put his hand to liis pocket, felt 
someihirig crackle under it, aiid drew^ the something out* 
To his amazement it wm a ten-dollar bill. 

‘‘ Here !” he cried so sharply in his fright that 'Mr* 
Bixhy turned around. Wethereli ran after him. Take 
this hack ! ” 

“ Guess you got me,” said Bijah- M^-\vhat is it?”' 

This money is yours,” crie<l Wethereli, so loudly that 
Bijah gtartc-kl and glanced at the front of the store. 

Guess you made some mistake,” he said^ staring at 
the storekeeper with such amazing innocence that 'he be- 
gan to doubt his senses, and clutched the bill to see if it 
wm real. 

-'"’But I had no money in iny poefed,.” said Wetliereliv ^ 
perplexedly. And then, gaining . Take 
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this tt> the lisan wiio iieBt you, and gire it back to 
iuiu/V^ 

But Bijah merely whispered caressingly in his ear, 
**^3obody sent me, — understand, •<— nobody sent 
and was gone. Wetnerell stood for a moment, dazed by 
the nmn’s^audacity, and then, luirrying to the front stoop, 
the money still in his hand, he p4^^caiYed Mr. Bixby in the 
sunlit road walking, Jethro-fashion, toward Ephraim Pres- 
cott's harness shop. 

‘‘ Why, Daddy/* said Cynthia, coming in from the 
garden, “ whei*e did you get all that money? Your 
troubles must feel better.'’ 

It is not mine,” said Wetherell, starting. And then, 
nuivvring with anger juul mortification, he sank down on 
the stoop to debate what he should do. 

Is it somebody else's?'* asked the child, presently. 

Yeaf * 


“•Then why don’t you give it back to them, Daddy?*’ 
How 'Was Wcth^^rcll to know, in his fright, that Mr. 
Bixby haii for oin c indulged in an overabundance of zeal 
in Jethro’s behalf ? He went t-o the door, laughter came 
to him across tiie green from the h^trneHs shop, and his 
eye following the sound, fastened on Bijfdi seated com- 
fortably in the midst of the group there. Bittariy the 
storekeeper cornpreheiidod tliat, had In? possessed courage, 
he would have marched straight after Mr. Bixby and con- 
fronted him before them all with the charge of bribery. 
'Fhe bkmd throbbed in his temples, and yet he sat 
there, trembling, • despising himself, repeating that he 
might have liuil the courage if Jethro Bass had not bought 
tlie mortgage., The fear of the mm had entered, the 
storekeeper’s 

Does it belong to that man oyer there ? ” asked 
Oynthia. 

Yes.” 

ni take it to him. Daddy,” and she held out her hand. 
^Ncit now,” Wetherell armwei,*6d noryonsly. glahciug 
at the group. He weiit in*c» the store, addressed aH em 
velope to**" Mr. Bijah Birby of Cloveliy,” and gave it to 
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Gynthini Wkm h<5 comes backvlor it 

tii him/’ he mlAs fe^'ling that- he wo«0 ibat 

moment^ face the devil himself Bixl^v ^ ^ 

Half an hotir later, GynlMa ^avPMiV 
lope m he umlutthed bis h^rse; and.se deftly did HSjafi%lip 
it into lus pocket, that he miast certainly have misjndg^ 
it^j couteat^. None of th^ lonnp;0irs at E]^hraittt''s remarked 
the transaction, .. ^ , :'■■ 

If JethrtJ had indeeii instructed BijaB to loclk afitei hfe 
flock at Cottiskm, it ma an in-conditioned inave,aed Ane 
of the Hock resenttd it svhen they wore quite 8ur#^lii!it 
Bijali \wm eiimbiug the notch road toward 01 oV|piy. 
The discussion (fnen wluch the Ht<.>rekee[>er was 'pravi- 
dentially ornitteii) wxs in full swing when the stage! 
arrived, and Lem Hallo wells voice silenced the uproar* 
It Lem’s boast tliat he never had been and never 
would bo a politioum. 

don’t jou foiiojt quit railin’ against Jethro and 
do SOUK 1] dr/?’' he said* ** Bije turns up bore, and you all 
scatter like a ibvek of crows. Fm tired of matin’ com- 
plaints about t^iat Brampton road, and t^j-day the hull 
siile of it give and put me in the ditch. Sure as the 
sun rises to-morrow, I’m goin’ to make trouble for Jethro.” 

What be you a-goin’ to do, Lera ?” 

Iridiet the town,” replied Lem, vigorously. Who k 
tile town? Jethro, liain’t he? Who lias diarge of tlie 
highways? Jethro Ihuis, Chairman of tiic^ Seiectmen; 
I’ve s{>oke to iniu, time and agin, about that piece, and 'he 
hainh dtine noiliinh To-riight I go to Harwd^ and git 
the court to app’int an agent to repair that road, and 
the town’ll hev to pay the bill.” 

The lioldness of Lt^^m’s intention for the moment took 
away their breaths, and then the awe-stricken hiiah which 
followed his (hxdriration was broken by the sound of Cl^- 
ter’s list liammering on the counter. 

That’s the sperrit,” he cried; III go along Witih ymt, 

‘•No, you won’t,” said Lem, “yow^E stay right whar 
you be.” 



wa»ts^ to git credit for the move/' suggested 

Sam FricA 

a lie, Sjliw Price/' shouted Chester. What made 
you saeak olf when Bija Bixby come */ 

Didn't sneak off/' retorted Sani, indignantly, through 
his nose ; forgc^t them eggs 1 left to i'iome.*’ 

“ Sam/' s<aid liein, with a wink at Moses Hatch, *\vou 
hitch up your ho^s and fetcJi me f»vcr to Harwich to git 
Unit indictment. Might, git a chani-c to sec lliat. lady.” 

Wal/iiow, 1 wish I e<ndd, Lem, but my boss is Stun 
lame/' 

'rUore wtis a roar of lauglJicr, duriiig which Sam tiied 
to took \incon('‘(U‘necL 

*‘Mehbe Kkis/I lake nu* over/’ said Lem, soberly. 

You hitch a[.t, H-ias?” 

- He‘ s gone/' said Joe Nortlicutt, "'slid out the dorn 
whcfi you was sjicakin* to Sam/' 

" Hain't iionn of yrca folks gcvt sjcunk ennugdi taa carry 
xne over to see the j^’dge '” dtUTiavHlcd Lem ; *'mv liosses 
ain't ht to trava'-! lo-idght/' Another sihutec follcoctHl, and 
Lem iangbed -^'i/ir; ■; taously but gootl natu redly*, and 
turJicr! on his hcci. Fll walk, thcii/" hr said. 

You kin liavx' mv wfiitc boss, Lem/*.s*iid Moses Hatch. 

Aii l iglit/' said lauu; ‘‘ J di come round and hitch up 
soui/s I git my suf^pei/’ 

An li(*ur iaUng when (/yrnhia and her father and TMilii- 
cent Skifiner — who cuHideseendod to assist in the work 
and cooking of Mr. Wcthereirs houseJ'iold~ were seaie<l 
at suj'ipei; in llic little kilehen beinnd the store, the liead 
and sbuuidcrs of the stage-driver were thrust in at the 
window, liis face shining from its evening up]dicutk»n of 
SOHJ) and water. He v/as making eyes at (ynthia. 

Want to go to Harwich, Will ?” he asked. 

William set his cup down quickly. 

‘"Yon haii/t afeard, be you?” he coTitint*ed. "‘'Most 
folks that hasn’t wont Wtrst or /tied is afeard of Jethro 
Baas/' 

‘‘I)add3^ isa/t afraid of hiiin and Fm not/’ said (Jyr*thifu 

“ That’s right, Cynihy, 'said Lem, leaning over and giv- 
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a tu|f to the pigtail that htiBg lieir 
hain’t BOthiB* to l>e aftjard df/" m , ^ . ? 

like bim,^^iaid Cynthia;' good 

** Yob stick to him, Cyothy/’ sakl the stagft dtiirer^ 

'** Ready, Will?'' ^ : 

It may readily be 8uriiiise<l, that Mt* ' Wotlietefl;d|d 'BlNt' 
|>ar tic ularly wish to make this exoursiori, th -3 p owed.^e33|ect 
of which was to get Mr. Bass into trouiifle* But he'wpit^ 
and presently ha loiiad himself jogging along on thei^dibn* 
tain road to Harwich, tlie crest of Town’s End ridge 

they looked upon the w^estern peaks tossing beneath a 
golden sky. Tlie spell of the evening's beauty scenieil to 
have fallen on them both, and f<?r a long time Lem spoke % 
not a wonl, and nodded smilingly btit absantly to the 
greetings tliat came from IIjc farm d( orw'ays. 

Will,’' ho said at last, yon acted sensible. There’s 
no inio? of use <»f y(mr gettiu’ mixed up in jKditics. 
’i’uu’re i(»o good for 'em/' 

**Too good 1 t^x .::laiintHi the storekeeper. 

You’re eddit ated,” J/on replied, with a tactful atkmipt 
to cover uj» a deficiency : you’re a gentleman, ef you ao 
ke(43 store/' 

Lemuel apparently thought that gentlemen and |>olitk ?8 
were e< mtrad itBions, 1 1 e began to whistle, while W etherell 
set and wondetf «1 that any one could be so care-free on 
aucii rt Tnissioii. riie day faded, and went out, aiid the 
lights of Harwich twinkled in the valley. Wetherol!' was 
almost tiunpted to mention Ms trouble to this man, os he 
had been to Ephraim : the fear that each might think he 
wished to borrow money held Mm back. 

^‘Jethro’s all right,” Lem remarked, ^^but if he neglects 
the road, he's got to stand for it, same’s any other. Twrit 
him twice to the capital, and give him fair warning afore he 
went, He knows I hain’t doin’ of it fot^politica. rye often 
thought,” Lem continued, **that ef some smart, good 
woman could have got hold of him when be was young, it 
would have made a big difference; What’s tlie matter ? ” 

Have you room enough ? If 

« I guess I’ve got the hull seat,” sai| Lem# A$ I was 
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iayin\ if' 8<»me sable woman had urtamed Jethrc^'tod made 
|iiia look at tlfings a little mite different, he wonld baYo 
b-en a big man. lie hiiS ail the earmarka. Why, when 
' he comes? back to Conkton, them fellers’U hunt their holes 
like rabbitH, mark my words.’* 

** You don't think — ” 

‘‘ Don’t' think what ? ’’ 

I understand lie holds the mortgages of »ora© of them,” 
Bsi*d WetherelL 

Shouldn’t: blame him a great dt^al ef he did git tired 
aial sell Chester out skmui. This thing ha{>i>eu8 regular 
as leap year.” 

'Slethro Hum doesn’t seem to frighten you,’’ Baid the 
storekeeper. 

Weil, ’ said Lem, I hain't ateird of him, that’s so. 
For the life of me. I can t help likin’ iurn, tiiougii he docs 
things that I wouldn’t do for uli the ]*x)wer in Christo miom* 
Here’s Jedge i’arkinson's 

Wetherell remaiiu*d in t!ie waggon wdiile I.;^u.nuel went in 
to transact his business. I'he judge’s hoimu outlimKi in 
the stariiglh, was a modest dwelling with a little porch 
aiid idamherii^g vinos, Mi. ha(*,k in its owii garden !>ahind a 
fdeket fence. Presently, from the* direction of the lines of 
light in. the shut tors, came tliescmnd of voices, Lenhs di?ep 
and insistent, and anothci^ pitche<l in a high nasal key, 
deprecatory and protesting. There was still another, a 
harsh one tluit gj'Owled somethix:ig unintelligible, uud 
Wetherell guessed, from the fragments which he heard, 
that the judge U(tfr»r*> sitting down to Ijih duty w^as trjdng' 
to dissuade tiie stag-c driver from a step that wm foolhardy. 
He guessed likewiKse that .Lem was not t<» be dissuadeft. 
At length a silence followed, then the door swung open, 
and three figures c.amo down the illuminated path. 

to make you acquainted with dedge Abner 
Farkihson, Mr. Wetherell, and Jim Irving. Jim’s the 
sheriif of Truro County, and I guess the jedge don’t need 
any recommendation as a lawyer from me. You won’t 
mind stayin’ awhile with the judge wd’iile Jim and I go 
down town with the team ? You’re both literary folks.” 
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Wetlier^'.li followed the judgi^ into the 
sallow; W1 aad apare and wit^ a 

hooked nose and bright eyes tnalf aoe? of an able nnd 
adroit man, and he wore Oie long black e<7ut «df the 
tician-iaWyet* The room waa filled with booKi, aatud fr'wri 
these Judge Parkuison imuiediatciy took hia eut^ |>rohaNlt- 
through a fear that W etliereli might begin tba ^ 

Lemuel’s errand* Howe\er, it instantly hed^m piaiii that 
the judge was a true l)-»ok lover, and despite tbe fact iltai 
Lem’s visit had disttirbed iiim not a )itUe, he sewn grew 
animated in a discussion on tbe meritii of Sir waiter 
Scott, paced the room, pitched his nasal voice liigbef^and 
higher, covered ial>le with volumes of that author lifi 
iliiLstratc bis meaning. Neither of them heard a knock, 
and they both stared durnfoimded at the man who fiUed 
the doorway. 

It was Jethro Bass I 

lie eiitered the room with chaiacceristio unconcern, as 
if he i^ad just icfr it on a trivial errand, and without $ 
♦‘How do you do ‘/’’-or a '^Good evening,” parted his coat 
tails, and sat down in the judge’s armchair. The judge 
dropped the voiofie of Scott on the desk, ami as for 
^etherell, he realized for once the full meaning of the 
biblical expression of a man’s tongue clcjaving to the roof 
of his mouth ; tlie gleam of one of Jethro’s bniss biittcms 
caught Jiis eye and held it hiscinated. 

** Literary talk. Judge? ” said Jethro. “ D-don’t mind 
me — go on.” 

‘"Thought you w’^erc at the capital,” said the Judges 
T‘#elaiming some of his self-possession, 

‘"Good many folks thought so,” answered Jethro, 
“g-good mao}^ folks,” 

There w^as no conceivable answer to this, so the judge 
sat down with au affect^ation of ease. He was a man on 
whom <lignity lay heavily, and was not a little ruffled be- 
Wetherell had been a witness of his discomfitirre* 
He leaned back in his chair, then leaned forward, stretch^ 
ing his neck and clearing his throat, w?:'po8it|on in which 
he bore a ludicrous reseniManoe to a tu||tey gobbler* 

' • t 
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Mmt thT6ngii the Legislature ? inquired judge. 

’Bout iiB immnon,'^ said Jethro. 

There was a long sileuce, and, forgetful for the moment 
of his own predicament, Wetherell found a fearful fasci- 
nation in Wiiteliing the (xmturtions of tlie victim whose 
punishment was to precede his. It had l>een one of tlie 
delights of Louis XI ta conteinplate the movements of a 
certain churchman wdAoni he had had put in a cage, and 
some inkling of the ph^asure to he derived from this pastime 
of tyrants dawned on Wetherell, Perhaps the judge, too, 
tht>ugUtof this as he looked at Quentin Durvvard" on the 
table. 

I was just sayin’ to Lem Ilallowel!/’ began the judge, 
Ht last, that I t hought w'as a little mile liasty — ” 

“ Kr — indicted us, Judge?” said Jethro. 

Tiie judge and WtJlherell heard ilie 4j\H?Htion with 
diiTerent emotions. Mr. Parkinson did not seem astonished 
at the miracde wiiich had put Jethro in possession of this 
information, hut heaved a long sigh of relief, as a man 
will when tho wofst Ins at length arrived. 

I had to, Jethrn — couldn't Indp it. I tried to get 
Ifailoweil io wait till \oii come backhand talk it over 
friendly, but lie vvcuildnh listen ; said the road was danger- 
ous, ami lijat he\l spoken about it too ufieu. He said he 
hadn’t nnytlung against you.’’ 

Didn't cmne in to complain,^’ said Jethro, ‘‘ didn't come 
in to complain. Koad is out of repair. W-what's the 
naxi move ? ” 

'''■Pin sorry, Jethro — I swan Pm sorry.” He cleared 
his throal. WeliJ’ he <mntiiused in his judicial manner, 
the (touri has gut to appoint, an agent to repair that 
road, the agent will present the bill, and the town will liave 
to pay th(^ }n1! — • wbatover it is. It's too bad, Jethro, 
that you Imve allowed this to be 'done.** 

Tou say you’ve got to applnt m agent ?’* 

Yes — I’m sorry ~ ” 

** Have Y'JU appointed one ? 

^bG-got any ciandidates ? ” 






i'he. judg 9 ^,sor«tched iii9 

“Well, Ijlon’t know as t have.” ; 

“ Well, A« m you?”. ' . 

“NQ»”.8aid Idteejudga*; ' ■ •■■.,■ • 

“ A-^anyiigal objeo^pi to.my faftiu’ kp|>’ml»d?*^)afrtr»d 
: Jetbroi,"' I ■ '^, ”' _ .,. 

The judge Iwked ak bkn and ^|>ed. But the 1^04^ 
Was an inv|>lantaiT fc^ibut^ of admiration. 

. “ Welli” he said hesitetiagly, “ 1 don’t know ha theoe iA* 
Jethro. Hd, there’s ®o leg« objection to it.” 

“ A -any other kind of oblfection ? ” said Jethro. 

The judge appeared to reflect. 

“ Well, no,” he said at last, ‘‘ I don’t know as thbreds.’^ 

“Well, f* there V ” said Jethro, again. 

“JIo,” said the judge, with the finality of a decision. 
A smile seensed to be pulling at the comers of his mouth. 

“ Well, I'm a candidate,” said Jethro. 

you tell Uic, Jethro, that you want me to appmnt 
you agent to fix. that road ?” 

“I — I’m a canilidate.” 

“ Well, ’ said th ■ judge, rising, “ I’ll do it.” 

“ When ? ” said Jethro, sitting still. 

“I’ll send the papers over to you within two or three 
days.” 

“O-ouglit ,tb be done right away, Judge. Road’s in 
bad shape.” 

“ Well, I’ll seriil tlie papers over to you to-morrow.” 

“ How long wi'uld it take to make out that app’intiuent 
— how long ? ” 

“It wouldn’t take but a little while.” 

^ I’ll wait,” said Jethro. 

“ Do you want to take the appointment along with yoii 
to-night?” asked. th«i judge, in surprise. 

“(T-gues.s that’s about it.” • 

Without a word the judge went over to his table, and 
for a while the silence was broken only by the scratching 
of hie pen. 

“Er™ interested in roads, — Wai,— interested in 
.roads?”' ^ ' ■ 



commoTS 

The jtidgt tp listen, siinoe it wie» now 

the turn (S the otker yiotim. 

^^Not j>art;oulaiiy,/' answered Mr, Wetherell, whose 
throat was dry. ,,, 

, ‘^C-c^tue over for the drive — c-come over for the 
, drive ? T 

Yes/’ replied the storekeeper, rather faintly. 

M how's Cynthy ? ” stiid Jethro. 

The storekeeper was too astonished to answ'^er. At 
that monient there was a heavy step in the doWway, and 
Lem Hallowell entered the room. He took erne long look 
at Jethro and bent over and slapped his hand on his 
knee, and burst out laughing. 

So here you be!'' he cried. By Godfrey! ef you 
don't beat all outdoors, Jethro. Wal, I got ahead of ye 
for once, but you can't say I didn't warn ye. C’ome 
purty nigh bustin’ the stage on tliat road to-day, atid now 
I'm a-goin’ to hev an agent app’inted." 

‘*W-wdio\s the agent ?” said Jethro. 

‘'•We’U git one. Might app'int Will, there, only he 
don't seem to want to get mixed up iii it/' 

•‘There's the agent/^ o-ied the judge, holding out tlie 
appointment to Jethro. 

“ Wh-what I ” ejacuiatfHl I.em. 

Jethro took the a]>poiiitment, and put it in his cowhide 
wallet. 

“Be you the agent?” demanded the amazed stage 
driver. 

“ C-callate to oc.” said Jethro, and without a smile or 
another wa)rd to any one he •walked out into the night, and 
after various exclamat ions t>f astoiiishment and admiration,, 
the stage driver followed. 

No onta iiifleed, ermid have enjoyed this unexpecteil 
coup of Jethro's more than Lem himaelf, and maiiy times 
on their drive homeward he burst into loud and unexpected 
fits of laughter at tJie sublime conception of the Ohainnan 
of the Selectmen being himself appoiiited roa<i agent. 

Will,” said bo, “don’t you tell this to a souh We'll 
have some fiui some of boys to-morrow.” 
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The storekeeper . priunised, btit he had {»n^l^pleap«uoi 
preseatiment that hii»eei4 laigH be> fhd* ofithe 1^# 
in question. ,,, , -f? ''1^4- i! '+"''1 , '' 

llovr do you suppewe Jfethro Bass knew you 
to^dict the lown t ” he asked of the stage driver. ■ f * ! 

T*em hurst into fresh peats of lau^ter, but this waa 
soauithing which he did not attempt t^ 



CHAPTER X 


HOW THE REBELLION WAS QUENCHED 

It so happened that there was a certain spinster whom 
Sam Price had been trying to make up liis mind to marry 
for ten years or more, and it was that gentleman’s habit 
to spend at least (me day in the month in Harwich for 
the purpose of pitying his respects. In spite of tiie fact 
that his hor.se bad been “ stun lame ’’ the night before, Mr, 
Price was able to start for Harwich, via Brampton, very 
early the next loicniiig. He was driving along through 
Northcutl s vv k!s with one leg hanging over the wheel, 
humming' laroiigh his nose what we may suppo,se to have 
been a ion.-ditty, and letting his imagination run riot 
about tiiri lady in que.stion, when he nearlj’' fell out of las 
wagon. The cause of this was the sight of fat Tom coming 
around a corner, with Jethro Hass behind him, I^em Hal- 
lowell and the storekeeper )iad kept their secret so well 
that Sam, if he wois tliinking about Jethro at all, believed 
him at that niomeut to be seated in the Throne Room at 
the Pelican House, in the capital. 

Mr. Price, however, was one of an adaptable nature, 
and by th(( time he had pulled up beside Jethro he had 
recovered sufficiently tt> make a few remarks on farming 
subjects, and finally to express a polite surprise at Jethro’s 
return. 

“But you come a little niitc late, hain’t you, Jet^iTo?” 
he asked finally, with all of the indifference he%oald 
liesumo. 

“ H-how’s that, Sara — how^s that ? ” 

“ It’s too bad, — I swan it is, —but Ijem Hallowell rode 
over to Harwich last night and indjiptdd ibe town for 
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that piece of road by the B’ou* Conieiw.% WiH 
Wefcherell along wi|h hini.** ^ / 

l)-don't say BO I ^ 

I callat® Jba dona it^” riiporifed Sam, pnUij% a long 
face* “ The court’ll , lie v |o mnd an a|rent to do the jab, 
and J guess you’ll bcT to foot tba bill, Jethro,” 

“ €-court’ii he V to app’iut an agent ? ’' , y 

I callate,” *" 

“Er — you a candidate — Sam —you a candidate ? ” * 

Don’t know but what 1 be,” answered the usually wary 
Mn Price, 

(3-goiir to Harwich — haiii’t you ? ” 

Mebbe I be, and inebbe 1 hain’tv” said Sam^ iiot able |o 
rc{«reBH a self-consfhous gnicter* 

M-inight as well be you as anybody, Sam,” said Jethro, 
as he drove on. 

It was not St range that the idea, thus planted, sliould grow 
in Mr, IVice's huor as he proff^Heih He had been sur* 
prised jt Jetln o’s complaisance, and he wondered whether, 
after all, he had done well to help Chester stir people up 
at this t aiie. When he reached Harwich, instead of pre^ 
scuting iiirnsclf promptly at tlie spinster’s house, he went 
fi rst io the c>ffice of J udge Parkinson, as became a prudent 
man of affairs, 

Ferh^^ps there is no need to go into the details of Mr^ 
Pritic’s discomfiture^ on the occasion of this interyfewv 
The judge was by nature of a sour disposition, but he 
haw-haw^ed so loudly as he explained to Mr. Price the 
ideTitity of the road agent that the judge of probate in the 
next oflice thoiigiit Iris eolleague had gone mad. After- 
rvard Mr. Price stood for some time, in the entry, where 
no one could Jiim, scratching his head and repeating 
his favorite exclamation, J want to know 1 ” It has been 
ascertained that he omitted to pay his respects to 
spinster on that day. 

Cyamon Jolinson carried the stow back to OOnistoii, 
where it had the effect of eliminating |dr. Price from local 
politics for some time to come, f 

That same morning Chester Perkia| wm mm, by knany 






dritiiig wdiy from farm to farm, sopposodly lia- 

raogiiiiig tis supporters to make a final atana a^ainat tke 
tyrant, but by noon it was observed by those natoralisbs 
who were watching him that his activity had ceased,. 
Chester arrived at dinner time at Joe Northcuit’s, whoi^ 
land boidered on the piece of road which had catised «d 
mtieh trouble, and tfoe and half a dozen others had been at 
work there all morning under the road agent wham Jinlge 
Parkinson bad apjminted. Now Mrs* Northcutt was ChesH* 
ter^B sister, a woman who in addition to other qualitian 
possessed the only sense of linmor io the family. She 
ushered the unsuspecting (Jhester into the kitchen, and 
there, seated beside h»e and sipping a saucer of very hoi 
coffee, W is Ji t lira Ihiss himself. Chester halted in the 
doorwav, his face brick*red, words utterly failing him, 
while ^foe sat horror-stricken^ bolding aloft on his fork a 
smoking potato, tfethro continued to sip his coffee. 

*‘B-busy times, Chest»er,'’ he said, h-busy times.” 

Chester choked. Where were the burning words of 
denunciation which (‘anie so etisily to his tongue on othei' 
oceasioiiH / It is dilhcult to denounce a man who insigis 
Upon drinking cofl'ce. 

Set right down. Chestcur,” said Mrs. I^rtheutt, behind 
him. 

Chester sat down, and to tins day he cannot acicjount 
fbr that action. Once aeat^jd, habit asserted iit^df, and 
he attacked ttr boiled dinner with a ferocity which should 
have been exercised against Jethro. 

“I suppose the stores down to the capital is finer than 
ever, Mr, Bass,” remarked Mrs, Northcutt. 

So-so, Mis’ Northeutt, so-so,” 

‘‘ J was there, tell years ago,” remarked Mrs. Northcutt^ 
with a sigh of reminiscence, “and 1 never see such fine, 
silks and bonnets in my life. Now rve often wanted to 
ask j'-ou, did yi,)u buy that bonnet with the trembly Jet 
^^ngs fur Mis’ fkss?” 

'"♦♦Thatr bonaet come out full better’u I expected/’an- 
Sw^ered Jethro, inciMdiestly.' 

“You have got teal© in Vj^min's 'ikinX Mr. Bass* 



Stmnire ! . Kc^ 1 wcmldn^t Jo* (Aioose iw 

So the dinner progressed, Joe wit|i l^ pym qipasplste» 
Cheater silent, but mriAmg 'x^Utmpn% 

';;l|ntil',at last Jethro pushed bie^k hie ':diidr. 

|iay to Mrs. Nortlicutt and-iwaiked out.. CSboster 'got tip 
Instantly and went after him., and Joe, £alIo£ forebodtogw, 
folloa ed liis broUier4n-law J Jethro wae ste]:^mg ealn^y 
oo the grass plot, whitriing a toothpicdc* 
at him a moment, and then strode oM t<»ward the ham, 
unhitched his horse 4 nd jaihped in his wagon. Somethin 
prompted him to take another look at Jethro, who iims itui 
whittling. ,, 

C-carry me down to the road, Cdiester^c-carry 
down to the road */ said Jethro. 

Joe Northeuti’s knees gave way under him, and ho sat 
down on a sugar kettle* Cbt^ter tightened up his reins 
80 suddenly that liis hoi»e reared, while Jetnro calmly 
climbed into the seat beside him and they drove off. 
It was some time before Joe had re^vered sufficiently 
to arise and ♦ epair to tlie scene of operations on the 
roadi 

ft was Joe who brought the astounding news id thd 
store that evening. Chester was Jethro’s own e^indidate 
for senior Selectman I Jethro himself had md so, 
he would be ha]»i)y to abdicate in Chester’s favori^ iiiii 
make it unaniiuoutei — Chester having been a candidate so 
many times, and dinappoint.ed. *■"> 'h' 

Whar’s Chester ? ” said Lem HallowelL 

Joe pulled a long face. 

Just come from his house, and be hain^t done a Hoik of 
wwk wnce noon time. Jest sets in a corner ~ wou 't tailE, 
won’t eat — jest sets thar.” 

Lem sat down un the counter and laughed until Ik 
forced to brush the tears from kis cheeks W the idmi of 
Chester Perkins being Jethro’s candidate. Where wee 
reform now ? If Chester were elected, it would in the 
eyes of the world as Jethro’s man. ]fo wonder W eat ^ 
a corner aud refused to eat.. 
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youli ketch it' neict^ Will, for goiB* to 
Uurwich with Lem/' Joe remarked playfully to the store- 
keeper, as he departed. 

These various occtirreuces oertaiidy did not tend to 
allay ihe uneusiae^siB of Mr. WethurtflL The next aftecf 
noon, at a time when a slack trade was slackest, he had 
taken his chair out under the apple tree and was sitting 
with that same volume of Byron in liis lap — but he was 
not reading. The humorous tispeets of the doings of 
Mr. Baas did not particularly a]>peal to him now ; and he 
was, in truth, beginning to hate this man wdiom the fates 
had so persistently intruded into his life. William Weth- 
erell was not, it may have l>een gathered, wluii !uay l>e 
calh^d viadictivm. He was a sensitive, conscientious per- 
son whose life should have been in the vale ; and yet at 
that moment he had a fierce desire to confront Jethro Bass 
and — and destroy hiui. Yes, haTelt equal to that. 

Shocks are not very beneficial to aensitiye natures. 
William Wetherell looked up, and there was Jethro Biiss 
on the doorstep. 

‘‘G-great resource — readin’- — great resource,*' he re- 
marked. * 

In this manner Jethro snuffed out utterly that pas- 
sion to destroy, and another sensation took its place — 
a sensation which made it very difficult for William Weth- 
erell to speal, but he managed to reply that reading had 
been a great resource to liim, Jethro Imd a panxd in his 
hand, ayid he laid it down on th€^ step beside him; and 
he seemed, for onct‘ iu his life, to be in a mood for con- 
versation. 

“ It’s hard for me to read a book,*’ he observed. ** T own 
to it — it’s a little loite hard. H-hev to kind of spell it 
out in places. Haiu’t had much time for readiii*. BtU- it's 
kind of pleasant to rarn what other folks hij^ done in the 
world by pickin’ up a b<K)k, T-takea your mind off 
things — don’t it?” 

Wetherell felt like saying that his reading had not ];>een 
able to do that lately. .Then he made the plunge, and 
tihuddei^d as f»e made it. 
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— I bs?e been waitiijjf to speai^li.you 
about that Hiartgage?^;/, _ ,. /'T)'" 

'‘Er--- y©s/’ itt answered, wift* /tet s*M>Tiujgf bis haadv 

"‘cvr — apoat the 

‘"Mr. Worthiiigton toW moHiat yoii bad boiigbt ^ 
**Y©s, I did-** yes, I did.*' 

Tip afraid yoii will bAve to foreclose/* said WetbcMJ i: 
I cannot reasonably ask you to defer tlie dayibeate..a»y 
longer.” 

“If I foreclose it, #bat will you'do?"’ he dePiAuded; 
abruptly. 

There was but one answer — Wetberell woiiid have io, 
go back to the city and face the consequences. He hadl 
not the strength to earn his bread on a farm, * 

“If I’d a b’en in any Jiurry for the money — g-gness 
Fd a notilied you/’ said Jethro, 

“ I think you h id better foreclose, Mr. Bass,” W^etherell 
answered; “ 1 can’t hold out any liopes to you that it will 
ever be pcjssible for me to pay it off. It’s only fair to tell 
you that.” 

“ Well/* he said, with what seemed a suspicion of asinile, 
“ ! dank tnow bul .’hat that’s about as honest an answer 
as 1 ewer 

“Why did you do it? ’ Wetberell cried, suddenly 
goaded by another fear ; “ why did you buy that inort^ 

But this did not shake his composure, 

“lldiave a little habit of collectin’ *em,” he answered, 
“ same as yon do books. G-guess some of ^em hain^t m 
viduable.” ' , 

V/ii)iam Wetherell was beginning to think that Jethro 
knew something also of such refineinants of cruelty as 
were pra<;ti»ed »>} Caligula. He drew* forth his . coWbide 
wallet and ju'oduced from it a folded piece of nexvspaper 
which must, ^Vetherell felt sure, contain the mortgage in 
question. , 

“ There’s one power I always wished I bad/’ be 
“ the power to make folks see some tl^ngs m 1 He# ""m* 
I ms uorost the Water to-uight, on my lill farmt wbAU tjie 
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sd, and the sky up that aWve the motmteia was all 
Ifi^den bars, and the river all a-flamin’ purple, Just as if it 
bad been dyed by some of them Greek gods you’re readin’ 
about, Now if I could put them things ou paper, I wouldn’t 
care a haycock to be I’resident. No, sir.” 

The storekeeper's aniazcment as he listened to this speech 
may be imagined. Wm this Jethro Bfias? If $o, here Wiis 
a side of him the existence of which no one suspected. 
Wotlierell forgot the matter in hand. 

‘*VVhy don’t you put that on pai>6r ? he exclaimed. 

Jethro smiled, and made a deprecating motion with his 


thumb. 

''Sometimes when I haiii't busy, I drop into the state 
library at the capital and enjoy mj^self. It’s like ^oin' to 
another world without any folks to bother you. Er — cr 
— there's Ixioks Fd like to talk to you about — sometime.” 

''But 1 thought you itdd me you didn’t read much, Mr. 
Bass?” 


He made no direct reply, but unfolded the newspaper* 
in his hand, ami then Wethcrell Siiw that it was only a 
olipping. 

'' Il-happcncd to run across this ii» a newspaper— u 
this huiu’l this (county. I wainFi born and raised 110113. If 
it hain’t Gorhston Mounivdn about seven o’clock of a June 
evening, I never saw Vonhion Mountain. Er — listen to 
this/’ 

Wlicretipon he read, with a feeling winch Wetherell had 
not sup|>osed he [possessed, an extract: and as the store- 
keeper listened his bioo<l began to run wildly. At length 
Jethro put down the |)af>ci without glancing at bis com- 
panion. 

" There’s someilun’ about that tliat fetches you spinnin* 
■through the air,” he said -slowly* *'$h«sh 0 wed it to Jim 
Willard, editor of tlie Mewaa$iU QuarSiM^ Er — ivhat do 
' you think he said ? ” 

** I don’t know,” said Wethcrell, in a low voice. 

** Willard said* *Bass, w-wlah yotfd find me that mam 
m give him gve dollars every week for a letter like th^ 
— er -^five dollars a week’ 
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He paused, folded up the paper aj'aaa ^4 po* H 
pocket, took otit a card aad handed ^ to Wetn«reft.v' 

Jame<i G. Willard, !^i€or- y • 

I/ew€a»Ue Grmrdian. 

Time’s his address,'’ saidWothro, ** Kr giacaS; ydu’t! 
know what to do with it. Er '--•jfive dollar»% wfeek'i---fiva 
dollars a week.” ,, ^ ^ 

How did you know T wrote this article ? ” said Wetfaet^ 
ell, as the card trembled between his fingers* . 

K-knowad the place was Coiiiston seen from tiie 
kiiowed there walin’t any one in Krampton or Harwich 
could liav€^ iloue it — g-gae^d the rest — guessed the 
rest.” 

W etherell could only stare at him like a man who, with 
the halter about his neck. Las been shddanly repriewd* 
Hut .lt»tluo Bass did not apjAcar to Widting for thanks, 
lie cleared ins ihroaiv :;md had Wetberell not Injcn in such 
a ( ondition biaiself, lie would actually have sii8f>e€ted him 
o C e ml >ar ra m« ment . 

vt — Wethereli / ' 

Yes ? ” 

u\:\r. won't say nothiu’ about the mortgage — p*pay it 
when you cjan.” 

This roused the storekeeper to a burst of protest, but 
he stemmed it. 

'•Hain't got the money, have you?” 

No but — ” 

I needed ihoney, d'ye sup[K)$6 I’d bought ihe 
mortgage 7 ” 

"'No,” answered the still bewildered Wetberell, 
course not.” TheriA he stuck, that other gu»pioioH' of 
political coercion suddenly rising uppermost. Could tfete 
t>e wliat the tnan meant ? Wethereli put his hand hia 
hefd, but he did not dare to aak the fueatiou. iTIieu 
defehro Bass fixed his eyes upon him. 

•*Hain’t never mixed any in politilB— hw 
n-never mixed any ? ” 
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Wetlierelrs heart sank. 

“ Ko,” he answered. 

D-don’t — take my advice — d-don’t.” 

What ! ’’ cried the storekeeper, so loudly that he 
frightened himaelf. 

I)-don't.” re|)6ated Jethro, imperturbably. 

There was a sWrt silence, the storekeeper being unable 
to speak. Coniston Water, at the fwt of the garden, 
sfing the 8iime song, but it seemed to Wetherell to have 
c^nged its note from sorrow to joy. 

}i>bear things, don’t you — hear Uiings in the 
store ? ’’ 

Yes/’ 

l>{»n’t hear ’em. Keep out of politics, Will, s-stiek to 
storekeepin' and — and literature.” 

Jethro got to his. feet and Inrned liis back on tiie store- 
keepi !' and picked up the parcel he had brought. 

C-Cynihy well ? ” he inquired. 

a I — i’ll call her,” said Wetherell, huskily. ‘sSlte 
she was down by the brook when you came.” 

But Jethro Bass did not wait, jie look Ids parcel 
and strode dow n to ('oniston Water, and there he found 
Cynthia seated on a rock with her toes in a jaa)!. 

“How be you, Cynthy ?” said be, looking down at her. 

“I'm will. Uncio Jethro/’ said (Cynthia. 

“ R-nuuu nil)cre<l ivhat I told you to call me, Lev 
you/’ said Jethro, plainly pleast^xi. “ Tlothat’s right. 
l/yiithY ” 

^'yiithia looked up at him iinp/iringjy. 

“S-said \mu liked books- — didn’t y<#ii? S-sakl vou 
liked bucks 

“ Yes, f do/" bhc replied simply. “ very much/’ 

He undid the wrapping o{ the parcch and there lay 
disclosinl li l)ook will) a very gorgeous coyer. lie thrust 
it into the child’s lap. 

“It’s ‘BoIhosou Crusoe ' ! ” she exclaimed, and gave a 
little shiver of delight that made" ripples in the pool* 
TheU' she optmed it — not without awe, for W’ilUatki 
Wetberelik books, were not clothed in this magnificent 
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■ I; ... ' , ■' ' ■ 4^' ■' 

manner. “Ft’s foil of pioliimi^” 

'Ifoere he is making a ship!"”' .*, * ’ ’ ■' i;.- 

?'■■ »y-you react' It,' .Cyn%?” ,1#*^ p 

maxiousH. T; 

No, Cynthia hadtt't '■''''''' '''''■ ,- 

'Mi4ike it, Cynthy — Bald he, uof quiWm 

anxiomly. ^ .■. ' - 

Cynthia looked up at him with a puzzled exprenssifi^n. 

V-fetched it up from the capital for you, Cyiithy ^ 
for you/* . 

-•^For me ! ” * ^ 

M A strange thrill ran through Jethro Bass as he gaz«|l ' 
upon the wonder and deligiit iu the face of the child* 

^ F4etched it for you, Cynthy/’ * 

For a niomont Cynthia sat very still, and then she 
slowly closed the book and starea at the cover agaiin, 
Jethro looking down at her the while. To tell the trul3i, 
slie found it iiifficult to express the emotions which the 
event had Kummoned u[», 

‘'"Thank you — Uucle Jethro,” she said. 

Jethro, liowever, understood. He had, indeed, never 
failed to understand her from the beginning. He parted 
his (*oHt tails and sat dowua on the rock beside her, and 
gently opened the^ book again, to the first chapter. 

^ G-goin’ to read iu Cjmthy?” 

Ob, yes,” she said, and trembled again, 

"* Er — read it to me ? ” 

So Cynthia read Robinson Crusoe ” to^ him while the 
summer afternoon wore away, and the shadows across the 
pool grew longer and longer. 
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JCtt, WOETHTNGTON BECOMES A BEFORMER 

Thus Willia.m Wetlnercli becaine estahlislied in Conis- 
tun^ and was started at last — poor man — upon a Ufi 
tinu was fairiy trunqui!. Lein Hallowell had once covered 
him with Ijlushcs by unfoidifig a iKnvspa}>er in the slew 
ami ix^ading an editorial beginning : We yniblish to-| 
day a new and attractive feature of the, Gmrditm, 
weekly contribution froin a correspondent whose nKMicsty 
is to be compared only with his genius as a writer. We 
are confident that tin? rt.aders of our paper will appreciate 
the letter in another etdumn signed "W.W/’* And 
from that day William was accorded* miudi of the def- 
erence due to a htteruteur which the fates had hitlierio 
denied him. Indeed, during the six years which wc 
about to skip over so ligditly, be became a marked mmiM 
(lomston, and it 'was voted in town meeting that 
iiili asted with that most imjxirtant of literary labors, ^:he 
I'own [lisiory of t’oniston. 

During this period, tot), there sprang up the strangest 
of iniimiu.-ics between him and Jethro Biiss.' Surely tio 
more dissimilar men than these have ever been frientljt»* 
and thnt the friendship was sometimes misjudged was oiu 
of the clouds on William Wethercirs hcsri7.oiiy As th 
years went oti he vas still unable to pay off tlie !no|i^ 
gage ; and sometimes, indeed, he .could not even moot & 
interest, in fUijto of the princely sum he^^eceived fre^', 
Mr, Willard oii^, This oqe of the cloitf 

on Jethro's lioi^xon, too, "'if tnen h»d but laiowm it, 4^ 
lie took such moneys as yTetherdil in^isted^ uixm 
him grudgingly eriongh. It b lieedleas to my tW h^ 

, m '' 
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t©{i?iitted fjtom mking use of'Mr. WetUerelf poli1»lly, 
alth<>ugl> no |Kioi#r veea^ for poUtiaal purposes 
ecmstructed.^ h is quite as needled to say, perhaps, that 
Chester Ptrkiixs never got to be Chairmaaiof the Board;^f 

Stileetmein :« ^ ' 

After Aunt Listy died, Jetteo was more than evm tn 
he found, when in Coniston^ In #io garden or Ihe Jv4e||en 
behind the store. Yes« Aunt Listy is dfead. Siie Ims 
flitted through these pages as she flitted through life 
itself, aiTayed by Jethro like the rambo#, and (juite as 
shtnl(>vvy jmmI unreaL Tliere is no politician of a ceyteiin 
age in the state* who dc^en not remember her walking,,|«lad 
in dragon-fly colors, through the streets of the capital 
on JctliroV arm, or deftcauding the stairs of the Pelican 
House to supper. None of Jethro’s detractors may say 
that he ever failed in kindness to her, and he loved her as 
much m was hx his heart lo love any woman after Cynthia 
Waic. As' tor Aunt Usty, she never seemed to f^d any 
resentment against the child Jethro brought so frequently 
to Yhousajid Acre Hill. Poor Aunt Listy I some people 
Used to wonder wlj( tber sho ever felt any emotion at all* 
But 1 believe that she did, in her own way. 

It is a weil-known fact tliat Mr. Bijah Bixby came over 
i fri»m Clovelly, to request the place of su{)erintendent of 
^ the funeral, a position which had already teen filiad. 
A sptxnal office, too, was created on this occasion for an old 
supporter c»f Jethro’s, Senator Peleg HartingtoB of Bramp- 
ton, He was made chairman of the bearcra, of whom 
Ephraim Prescott was one. 

After this, as we have said, Jethro was more than ever 
at the store — or rather in that domestic <iomain tehindit 
w hich Wetherell and Cyuthm shared with Mim Milliceut 
. »Skhinor. Moses Hatch was wont to a«k Cynthia- ho W’* her 
;\ck(idicis were. It was he who used' to out' the road 
the little fchoolhouse among the Mfeh.es wbeiviho snow 
almost burilS the little village, and inu'niiiigs 

pfter the storms his oxen wouii'’ stop llWre^tht, in feout of 
Jlhe store, a cluster of laughing childiw elinging to the 
' sudw-plough and tumbling over g<w>djpdsnred Moses in 

Ik 
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frolics. O^atkia b4>came a coantifv 
Idag and lithe of limlv and weatlii^i 
an endurance that ajM-ke vrondere fSi tlfe ^ 

Conlst'n. But she wus a sex Lcjs child^ and Vi^etyi»ceS and 
Jethro sometimes wondered whedher she was ever a child 
at all. When Eben Hatch fell from the l,urubvr pile oa 
the ice, it was she who i*ouril the cut inJhh}.he4H; and' 
w^a Tom Kichardsou naejfpcctedly erabrac;e«i the scbool* 
house stove, Cynthia, unt Miaa Kebtjoca Nortlictttt. took 
charge of the situation. 

It was perhaps inevitable, with such a helpless fa^er^ 
that tlie girl should grow up with a sense of responsibility, 
Ixeing what she was. Did William W etherell go to Bratp)- 
ton, C3 uthia examined his apparel, and he was marcliSd 
siiamefacedly back to hie room to change; did he read |too 
latent night, some unseen messenger summoned her idilt 
of her sleep, and he w as pa«.ked off to bed. Mise Millicent 
Skiniiei, to ). a as in a like mysterious way compelled to 
abdicate her higli plnce in favor of Cynthia, and Wethereil 
WHS utterly unable to esmlain how this miracle was accom- 
plished. Not only did Millicent learn to cook, but Cya- 
ibia, at the age of fourteen, had taught her. Some wit 
once8ugge.ste(i that the uational arms of the United States 
should contain the emblem of crossed frying-pans, and 
Millicent was in this respect a true American. When 
Wethereil began to suffer from her pies and doughnuts, 
the revolution took plaiie — without stampeding, or 
criminations, or trouble of any kind. One evening he 
discovered Cynthia, decked in an apron, bending over the 
siovc, and Millicent looking on with an expressinn Umt 
was (for Millicent) benign, 

riiis was to some extent explained, a few days latfl**, 
when Wethereil found himself gazing across the oountor 
at the motherly figure of Mrs. Moses Hatch, wW hel# the 
#well-deserved honor of being the best cook; in Conistih* 
Hain’t had so much stomach tii|able latily. Will 
remarked. ^ ' 

^‘Noi,” he answered, surprised ; “Cynthia la 
eook.” 
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“Gaew «he is,” said Mrs. !!©•«#■ '’^Ti 
any sevan f^Towu-up wom^n itl ' - 

nights settin* in my kitibm befnri'l kl*p^v'ed 

*^So you taught her, Amanda? ^' 

“ I taught her some* SB# ealiatai|,that Mjfliy TPa« 
you, and I guess she : .... , 

During her school days, Jethro used frequently to pud 
liimself in front <»f the sehoolliouse when the eidldfife 
came, trooping out — quite by accident, of cotuw* Win* 
ter or sunmier, 
he never came 


when ha went away on bis periodical 
back witliout a little remembrance in hit* 


carpet bag, usually a iKitok, on the subject of whioli Be 
had spent hours in conference with the librarian At* the 
state library at the eupitab But in June of the yeiMt 
when Cyntiiia was fifteert, Jethro yielded to that passion 
wiiich was one of t.hc man's 8trangi'^'?t characteristics, and 
appcai'ed one evening in the garden behind the store with 
a bundle which ce rtainly did not contain a book. With 
all the gravity of a (Ceremony be took off the paper, and 
held up m relief ag ainst the astonished Cynthia a length 
^ f cardinal dloth.^ William Wetherell, who was looking 
c It of the window, drew his breath, and #ven Jethro drew 
bvck with an exclamation at the change wrought in ter. 
But Cynthia snatched the roll from \m Band tod womd 
it up with a feminine deftneas. 

“ Wh-\vhat\s the matter, Cynthy?’’ 

“ Oh, I can’t wear that. Uncle Jethro,’’ she saidU 
Ocan’t wear it ! Why not?” 

Cynthia sat dowm on tin? grassy mound under the 
tree and clasped her hands across her knees. She lodfced 
up at him and shook her head* 

Don’t you see that I couldn't wear it, Uncle Jethi»? ” 
‘‘ Why not? ” be deipanded. Ch-chenge it if youVe % 
mind to hev green.” . 

She shook her head, end Mttle sadiy^ C 

^ ‘*T-toDk me a full hour to choose that.,pUynthy/*eau^^^l^^^ 
“ H-had to go to Bostoit, swal got it there*” 

Ee wee, indeed, grievooely dkappoiated at thia 






of Im md hd a*ood ©ymg the aferdiiiiil cloth 
moofufuUj m it lay on the paper. Cynthia, i*©morae- 
reached Op and seized his band* 

** Sit down berct Uncle Jethro/’ He sat down on the 
mound beside her, very much perplexed. She still held 
his hand iu hers. Uncle Jethro,*’ she said slowly, ^‘you 
inuHtn\ thihk Fm not grateful.” 

**N-no/’ he answered; ‘‘I don’t think that, Cynthy. 
I know you be.” . 

am grateful — I*m very grateful for everything you 
give me, mthough I should love you just as much if you 
didn’t give me anything/’ 

She was striving very hard not to offend hitn, for in 
some ways he w’as as sensitive as Wetherell himself. Even 
Coniston folk had laughed at tlie idioHyncrasy which 
Jethro had of dressing his wife in briiliaut colors, and 
the girl knew this. 

** G-got it for you to wear to Brampton on the Fourth 
of July, Cyotliy/’ he said. 

** Uncle Jethro, I couldn’t wear that to Brampton I ” 
You’d look like a queen,” said he. ' 

^ But Fm not a queen,” objected Cynthia. 

** Rather hev somethin* else ? ” 

‘‘ Yes,” she said, looking at him suddenly with the 
gleam of laughter in her eyes, although she was on the 
verge of tears. 

“ Wh-what?” Jethro demanded. 

‘‘ W*ell,” said Cynthia, demurely gazing down at her 
ankles, shoes and stockings.” The barefooted days had 
long gone by. 

Jethro laughed. Perhaps some inkling of her reasons 
mme to him, for he had a strange and intuitive under- 
standing of her. At any rate, he aoi^ted her decision 
with a meekness which would Imve sMofdshed many peo- 
ple who knew only that mde of him which he showed to 
the world. Gently she released her hand, and folded np 
the bundle again and gave it to htm« 

B-better keep it hadii*t ycfu ? ” 

Ncs you keep it. And I will wear it lor you when I 
am rich, Uncle Jethro/’ 
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lethro did keep it and in due time the cardinal cloth 
had its uses* But Cynthia did not wear'it on the Fourth 
\ afduly. 

That was a great for Brampton, being not 

only the nation's birthday, but the hundredth year 
since the adventurous little band of settlers from 
Coniieetictit had fiiMst gazed uj^K)n Coniston Water at 
that place* Early in the morning wagon loads began 
to pour into Brampton Street from Harwich, froisi 
Coniston, from Tarieton Four Corners, and even from 
distant Cloyeliy, and Brainpttm was banner-hung for the 
occasion T- flags'^ across the stores, across the dwellings, 
and draped along the whole breadth of the jneeting-house ; 
bnt for sheer splendor the newly built mansion of Isaac 1). 
Worthington outshone them all. Although its owner was 
a professed believer in republh^aii simplicity, no such edi- 
fice ornaniented town to the west of t])c state capital. 
Small wonder that%he way in front <.>f it was l»]oeked by 
a crowd lost in admiration of its Gothic proportions! It 
stands to-day one of many monuments to its builder, wiiii 
•its windows of one pane (uiibeard-ol Buignificence), its 
tower of stone, its porch with pointed arches and scroll- 
work, Xo fence divides its groimds from the puldic walk, 
and on the smooth -shaven lawn between tlie ornamental 
flower beds and the w^alk stimd t>vo sterii nuistiffs of iron, 
emblematic of the solidity and power of their owner. It 
wah as iiuieli to see this hoiiHc fus to hear the oratory that 
tiic C43uiilryside flocked to Brampton that day. 

All the day before Cynthia and Milly, and many an- 
otlier hmis< wihi, had Ikuui making wonderful things for 
the dinners they were U> faring, and stowing them in the 
great, basket ready ioi' the early morning start. At six 
oVdoc'k Jetl'iro's *.hree-Beated farm wagon was in Trout of 
the store, (k.)ugiii Ephraim Prescott, in a blue suit and 
an army felt )mt with a cord, got up behind, a little Htiflly 
by reason of tiuit Wilderness bullet p and there were also 
William Wetiiercll and Lem Hallowell, his honest face 
ihining, and Sue, lus wife, and young Sue and Jock and 
Lilian, all a-ejui^er with excitement in their Sunday heat* 
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Aai m they drcrre anrittf titer^trotled ^ 

Mo^ ftnil Amvodj^ Hateb, fasp teAp^’wM ip' 

the lilUe Hatebee, — Eben and Gk»otgf atid Ju% aiad^uilr 
. A« they jogged along tltey drank in tbs fmgiinoe ot tihto 
^W'washed meadows and the ^ep^aad a grsat bitm 
bsrcm stood knee-deep Ob the far side Of U^eon Lja«»t 
dot’s old mill-pomh wwtebiug them pLiiosophkiafiy ad thfey’ 
pamed. 

it was eight o’clock when they got into the press of 
Bramptf>n Street, and there was a hush as they made their 
war slowly through the throng, and many a stare |tfe iita 
curious figure in the old-fashioned blue swaliowtalj aad 
brass buttons and tall hat, driving the farm wagon. Hns- 
bands ixunted him out to their wives, young men to sistexs 
and sweethearts, some openly, some discreetty. “Thrace 
goes Jethro Bass,” and some were bold enough to say, 
“ 1 low (ly. Jethro ? ” Jake Wheeh i w!||s to be observed 
in the crowd abend of them, hurried for onee out of his 
Jethro step, actually running toward the tavern, last such 
H one arrive unhc raided. Commotion is perceived on the 
tavern porcli, — Mi . Sherman, the proprietor, bustling out, 
Jake Wheeler Iwsido him ; a chorus of “ How be you, Jeth- 
ros ? ” from the more courageous there, — but the farm team 
jogs on, leaving a discomfited gathering, into the side 
street, up an alley, and into the cool, ammouia-reeking 
sheds of lank Jim Sauhoru’s livery stable. No obsequh- 
ousness from lank Jim, who has the traces slipped add 
the reins festooned from the bits almost before Jetiuo 
has lifted Cynthia tu the floor. Jethro, walking lietween 
Cynthia mid lier father, led the way, Ephraim, Lem, and 
Sue Hallowell following, the children, in unwonted shoes 
and stockings, bringing np the rear. The people parted, 
and presently they* found themselves opposite the new 
scrolled band steud among the trees, wmre the Harwich 
band in glittering ^Id and red had past beraa inJ^teil«d.. 
The leader, catmiing sight of Jethid’s party, add -of 
Ephraim’s cordeil army hat, made a bow, waved his hatao, 
and they struck up “ IVIarchiug through Creorgia.” • It via, 
dl coume^ not dignified to c^r, but 1 think that the 
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of every loau and woman and child ran faster with 
the mmm^ and so many of them looked at Cousin Ephraim 
^lat he slipped away behind the Hjh! of wagons. So the 
day l>egan. 

to tliink of bein’ that rich, Will ! ’’ exclaimed^ 
Amanda Hatch to the storekeeper, as they stood in the" 
little gronp which had gathered in front ot the first eiti- 
teh’js new mansion. own it scares me. Think how 
mncli that hoiisa must hev cost, and even them dogs,” 
said Amanda, staring at the mastiffs with awe. They 
tell me he has a grand piano from New York, ami 
guests from Boston — railroad presidents, f call Isaitc 
Worthington to mind when lie wahn’t but a slip of a boy 
with a cough, runuin’ after Cynthy Ware.” She glanced 
down at Cynthia with something of compassion. ‘‘Just 
to think, eliiki, he might have be'n your father ! ” 

“ I’m glad be isn’t,” said Cynthia, Imtly. 

“Of coorsf\, of course,” replied the goo<h'Oi'i lured and 
well-intoniione^d Ainandii, “I’d sooner hax'c your fatlier 
than Isaac Woi thington. But 1 wm only thinkin’ ho^v nice 
it would be to b(* ricln” 

Just then of tlie glass-pancdled doors of this house 
opened, and a good-looking hnl of Beveuteen came out. 

'riiat's Hol> Wortlnrigtorn” said Amanda, detenu ined 
that tiicy should inisH nothing* “ My ! it waiin’t but the 
other day when he put on long pants. It won’t be a 
great wiiile before he’ll go into the mills and git all that 
money. (Tuess he’ll marry some city person. He’d ought 
to take you, Cynthy..” 

“ I don’t want him,” said Cynthia, the color flaming 
into her cheeks. And she went oif acr<m the green' in 
search of Jethro. 

Thera was a laugh from the hotxmt country folk who 
had listened. Bob Worthington came to the edge of the 
porch md siomi there, frankly swnfting the crowd, with 
pm entiic lack of Some of them shifted 

O^ervoiisly, with the New Englander’s dielike of being 
OS ^hi in the act of sight-seeing. 

■ in the world it he sterin’ at me for ? *’ mM 
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backing behiml the buIId0EimiJi<rf4e*|iui|p^ 
“ Aai live, I believe he’s eoBjin^ 1 ' i4;” 

Young Mr. Worthington wnk, deecenaUiffi 

. steps md walki:ig actO|e lawn thwiird thfpi, nondi^. 
, aao snjiling to acquaintances as ^ ptesod. To We^«r- 
cll’s astonisfaiaent he made directly for l^e place #her& be 
was standing and held hl» hand. ^ „ 

“ How do you do, Mr, WetlierciJ ? ” he said. " “ TOrlwip# 
you don’t reinemlxjr me, — Bob Worthington.” 

“ I can’t say that I shiuild have known you,” amswered 
the 8tor*?keeper. They were all absurdly silent, tMhking 
of nothing to say ami adrairing the boy because he»^1V«i at 


ease. _ _ | 

“ i hojaj yon have a good seat at the t.xercisea,’’ he said,’ . 
*pre8.«itig Wetherell’a hand again, and before he could 
thank him, Bob was off in the direction of the band stand, 
“One thing,’ remarked Amanda. '• he ain't much like 
his daO. YoiiM never catch Isaac Worthington bein’ 
that conunon.” 


Just tlicn throe came another interruption for William 
Wethercll, who w as star tled by the sound of a voice in his 
ear — a nasal voice that awoke unpleasant recollections. 
He turned to confront, within the distance of eight inches, 
the face of Mr. -Hijah Bixby of (-lovcny screwed up into 
a greeting, Tiic storekeeper had met Mr. Bixby several 
times since that first inemorable meeting, and on each 
.occasion, as now, his hand had made an involuntary 
movement to his watch jKKsket. 

“ Hain’t seed you for some time. Will,” remarked Mr. 
Bixby; “goin’ over to the exercises? We’ll move along 
that way,” and lie thrust his hand under Mr. Weihettdl’a 
elbow. “ Whar’s Jethro ? 


“He’s here somifwLere,” answered the irtorekeeper, 
helplessly, moving along in spite of himself, 

“ Keepin’ out of sight, you understimd,” said Bijah, with 
a knowing wink, as much as to say that Mr. Wethum^ 
was by this time a past master in Jethro taotws. Mr. 
Bixby epold never dlsabnse bis mind of a certain inter* 
j^retatioh which he put on the storekseper’a ihtiaiaey wKh 
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dona well to git in with him» WiQ* 
]>idii’t think you had it in you when I firi* looked you 
ow'r*” ,, 

M?. Wotherell wished to make an indigimBt deuiah but 
he didu*t know exactly how to begin. 

w Smartest :^an in the United States of America — guess 
you know that/* Mr. Bixby continued amiably. 
can^t git at him unless he i^nts 'em to* Thera's a rail- 
road president at Isaac Worthington s who'd like to git at 
him toniay, — guess you know that, — Steve MurrilL" 

Mr. ethercli didn't know, but he was given no time 
to say so. 

Merrill, of the Oraud Gulf and Northern. 
hain't here to see Worthin^on ; he's here to see Jethro,, 
when Jethro’s a mind to. Guess you understand/’ 

1 know iJothiBg about it/' answertul Wethcrell, shortly. 
Mr. Bixby gav3 him a look of iniinite admiration, as 
though he could not have pursued any more admirable line. 

I know Steve Merrill better’n I know you/’ said Mr. 
Bixby, he knows me. Whenever he sees me at the 
e;ate capital he says, ‘How he you, Bijc ? ’ just as natural 
as if /was a railroad president, and slaps me on the back. 
When be you goin’ to the capital. Will? You’d ought 
to come down and be tliar with the lioys on this Fruro 
Bill. Y^ou could reach some on 'em the rest of us couldn’t 
git at.” 

William Wetherell avoided a reply to this very |x>inteil 
inquiiy by escaping into the nieeting-house, where' he 
foi? rul Jethro and Cynthia and Ephraim already seated 
halfvvay up the aisle. 

On the platform, behind a bank of flowers, are the velvet- 
covered chfiirs which contain the dignitaries of the 
weesion. The chief of these is, of course, Mr. Isaac Worth- 
ington, tip one with the hawklike look, sitting next to 
llhe’ :Eev/'<;>lr. Sweet, who is rather ' pudgy by contmsu. 

fee other side of Mr. Bwe©% :aert to the paidor ownt 
iml the ou arte ttte is the geniaTlitiile railroad president 
Mfi' Mekrilu battiiiig the flies which assail Uie unprol^ted. 
m^osum oi his headk benignly on flbe 
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Suddenly hia eye fixed, 

vigoroaiuy at Jethro, wiio atiewerf 'Ijie ,*«aiute . wft.h%i nod 
of unwonted eorS^iity Jfor hiiB- 'HiePt iscoines a 
aafi ^o-exerciHo* ■■, .. , . , - *■ ■ ■' ; 

iThere i« a prayer,- of course, by tlie Fot. Mi*. Sweet,, 
and a readering of **My dpuiiiry” and. “ I would not 
Cliango my Lot,” and other cl^inne, selectionb l»y ^uai> 
rette ; and an original ] 4 ||r' i^ted with much feeling h) 

H lady admirer of Mias LucrrtialPeniiiinon, and the “Hyrar. 
to Couiston” declaitued hv Mr. GamaJiel Ives, president 
of iiie Jirampton Literary Club. Bui the crowning event 
i.s, (jf courae, the oration by Mr. Isaac D. Worthington, the 
first eitizem wlio is introduced under that title by the 
cimirniati of tlio day ; and as the benefactor of fingnpton, 
who lias Itestowed uiKin the town the magnifioesit gift 
wl)ich was dedicated snch a short time ago, tfie Worldiing- 
ton Free I itrary. 

Mr. Isju!- 1 ). Worthington stood erect beside the table, 
liis hand tJ mat into the openiiig of his coat, and spoke at* 
the rate of on# iiundred and eight words a minute, for 
exactly one hour, ite sketched with much skill the (Weed 
4 >f ttio iiuni who had fought their way through the foxinte 
to build their homos by Coniston Wattsr, who had |eft 
theii clearings to risk tlieir lives behind Stark and J^^ban 
Alien for that creed,; he paid a graoaful tribute to’ the 
veterans of the (.’i vil War, scattered among his hearereg— a 
tribute, by the way, which for some reaeon made Ephnllm 
very indignant. Mr. Worthington went on to outlindtbe 
duty of citizens of the pwjseiit day, as he conceived iti,iwid 
111 tliis connection referit'd, wdth becoming modesty, to the 
Worthington Free Library. He had made his money ir 
Brampton, and it was but right that he should spend it^i’l 
the lionefit of the fa-oplo of Brampton. The Ubraiy,f(ad 
t inned Mr.* Wortlungioii when the applause was 
been the dream of a certain delicate youth who 
many yeare ago, to Brampton for his health,,, 
curious fact, by the way, that Mr. Wprthiy^" 
recalled the delicate youth now, e3h|eT P * 

occasions.) 
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Y«8, the dribn dt lUkAi youth had heea to beaofil^. £tt 
mm^ wav that community in wWi h, circttiiJR8|^^ 
decreed tuat he should live, and in thiai^ujiec^ion h 
not he out of place to meptiOL. bill then before the 
tare of the state, no# in session. If the bill became a ltif| ; 
the greatest modem factor of prosj>erity, the railroad, would 
come tc* Braraptou. The spe aker was iuterrJ.Rted bore by 
more applause. M r. Wl#tl»*ngion did not deem it dignified 
or necessary to state that the railroad to which he referred 
was the Truro Railroad ; and that he, as the largest stoefc- 
holder, might indirectly share that prosperity with 
ton. That would be wandering tem far from his aubjeeti 
which, it will be recalled, was civic duties. He took a glass 
of water, and went on to declare that he feared ^sadly 
feared — that the ballot was not held as sacred as it had once 
been. He asked tlie people of Brampton, and of the state, 
to stop and consider who in these days made the laws and 
granted tlie franchises. Whereupon he shook his head 
very slowly and sadly, as much as to imply that, if the Truro 
Biii did not ]iass,the corruption of the ballot was to blame. 
Ni>, Mr. Worthingten could think of no better subject on 
tins Birthday of ludependence than a recapitulation of 
the creed of our forefathers, from which we had so fm 
wandered. 

In short, the first citizen, as became him, had delivered 
the first reform s|>eech ever heard in Brampton, and the 
sensation which it created was quite commensurate to the 
occasion. The presence in the audience of Jethro Basil 
whom many believed tlic remarks to have been aiiii^' 
added no little poignancy to that sensation, although Jethro 
gave no outward signs of the terror and remorse by whiOhlMi 
must Imve been struck while listening to Mr. Worthiug^iJ^II 
ruminations of the corruption of the ballot. Appariuliy 
unconscious of the eyes upon him, he walked puhof th© 
meeting-house with Cynthia by his side, and tifftiy stood 
waiting for Wetherell and Ej&raim uni^the iimpto 
there. •’ 

The bJHbboned members of the Inde|isndenos Day 
mittee were now on the steps, and behii||l came IMhsd 
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Worthington asti Mr. Merrill. The people, ec^ting a 
dimmatic? giiuation, lingered. Would the mill owner speak 
totlie boss ? I'he mill owner, with a glance at the boas, did 
nothing of the kind, but immediately began to talk rapidly 
to Mr. Merrill. That gentleman, however, would not be 
talked to, but came ninoing over to Jethro tmd seixed his 
hand, leaving Mr. Worthin^on to walk on by himself, 

‘‘Jethro,*’ cried the little railroad president, “ upon my 
word. Well, well. And Miss Jethro,” he took off his 
hat to Cynthia, well, well. IHdn’t know you had a girl, 
Jethro,” 

**W-wish she was mine, Steve,” said Jethro. “She’s 
a good deal to me as it is. Hain’t you, Cynthy ?” 

“ Yes,” said Cynthia. 

“Well, well,” said Mr. Merrill, staring at her, “ you’il 
have to look oirt for her some day — keep the boy-s away 
from her — eh? Upon ray word ! Well, Jethro,” said 
lie, with a twinkle in his eye, “^are you goin’ to reform? 
m bet you’ve got an annual over my roud in your pocket 
right now^” 

: “ Enjoy the speech-makiii’, Steve ? ” inquired Mr. Bim, 
solemnly. 

Mr. Merrill wdnked at Jethro, and laughed heartily. 

“ Kee|> the boys away trora her, Jethro,” lie repeated, 
laying his hand on the alumlder of the lad who stcKid 
b^^ide him. “It’s a good thing Bob’s going off to 
Harvard this fall. Seems to mo I heard about some cut- 
ting up at Andover — eh, Bob ? ” 

Bob grinned, showing a line of very white teeth. 

Mr. Merrill twk Jotlcro by the arm and led him o€ a 
Httie distance, having a message of some importauee to 
give him, the purport of which will appear later. And 
Cynthia and Bob were left face to face* Of course Bob 
could have gone on, if he liad^ wished it. 

“ Don’t reraeinter Bic, di vou ?” he mid. 

^ do now,*? ,iaid Cyulliia,, iookiiif at him rather 
tiinidly tbrouginii.er lashes. Her face Vras hot, and she had 
'%$m r&ry uncomfortable during' MerriB*i?%emarks« 
SWihenuore, Bob had not taken hk eyes off; her* 
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M jtm Mht «ways”li^i»iAiw|^^ 

I saw you m firaM-o£ Sie houM^ H|||f£p 3 l^ 

ran away/" ^ ^ ■’■ ” 

4w’t roa away/’ replied Cyndpa, indigfe^tlyM; 

** Ifc looted like if to rats, Bob- ^ I aiqff>c«ie y^ 
were afraid I was going to give you another wbistle/' - f 
C^mthia bit her lip, and then she laughedr. Tlien she 
looked around to see W’^here Jethro wa%^ aad» 
that they were alone in front of the mesting-bbtiife* 
Ephraim and her fatter had passed on while Mr. Merrill 
Wiis talking. 

Wtet’a the matter ? ” asked Bob. * / 

I’m afraid they Ve gone,” said Cynthia. ^ I otightlfei te 
going after thorn. They 11 miss me.” 

“Oh, no, they won’t.” said Bob, easily, “lot’s ait down 
under the tree. Theyll come back.” 

Whereupon he mt lio wn under the maple. But Cyaatllla 
remained standing, leady to fly. Hbe had an idea that it 
was wrong lo stay — which made it all the more delighMttL 
Sit down — C) utliia,” said he. 

Slie glanced down at him, startled. He was rittiiigt 
with his legs crosj^ecl looking up at her intently* 

“ I like that name,” he ob^rved. “ I like it better than 
any girFs name 1 know. Do be good-natured and sit 
down.” And he patted the ground close beside him. 

She laughed again. The laugh hod in it an exquimte 
note of shyness, wdnch he liked. 

“Why do yen want me to sit dowm?” she asked 
Slid do lily, ' 

Bocause I want to talk to you,” 

* Can’t you talk to me standing up ? ” 

“ I suppose I could,” said Bob, “ but I shmildn^t be aWe 
to say such nice things to you.” 

. The corners of her mouth trembled a litrie, 

“ And mdiotMj loss would that be?” ate steed* / - 

Bob Worthington, was suiprised at this retote 
respondingly delighte<l. Hedmd not tefmled ii iji A 
5 M>untry storekeeper’s daughter, and he star^ at Cynthia 
m frankly that she blushed again, and tomed sway* He 
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wiBts a: young man who, it may be surmised, had had noma 
experience with the other sex at Andover and elsewhere. 
He had not spent all of his life in Brampton. 

" '**,’rve , often thought of yousinc^ tinit' day when you 
wouldn’t take the whistle/’ he declared. ‘‘ What are you 
laughing at ? ” 

Vm laughing at you/’ said Oynthia, leaning against 
the tree, with her ban<ls lieliind her. 

** You’ve been laughing at me ever siiuaj you’ve stood 
there/’ he said, aggrieved that his declaration.^ should not 
he taken more seriously. 

What have you thought about me ? ” she demanded. 
She was really l)egirmi 2 ig to enjoy this episode. 

Well — ” he began, and hesitated — and broke dowui 
and laughed - — Cynthia laughed with him, 

‘‘ I can tell you what 1 didn’t tJunk/’sHid Bob. 

What ?” asked Cynthia, falling into the trap, 
didn’t think you’d be so — so gofnl docking,” said lie, 
quite boldly. 

‘‘And 1 didn’t think you'd bo so rude.” respomied 
C 3 aithla. But though she lihished again, she was not 
exactly displeascnl. 

What are^'oii going to do this afternoon ? " he asked* 
“ Let’s go walk.” 

“ Fm going back to Coniston.” 

“ Let’s go for a walk now/’ said he, springing to his 
feet, Come on.” 

Cynthia ]<«>ked at him and shook her head smilingly* 

Here’s Uncle dethro — ” 

“ Uncle Jethro ! ” exclaimed Bob, *‘is he your uncle? 

‘‘ Oh, no, not really** But he’s just the same. IL/s 
very good to me.” ■ • , 

I wonder whether he’d mind if I called him Uncle 
Jethro, too/’ mid Bob, and Cynthia liughed nt the notion. 
This young man was certainly refy comical, and very 
'Iritnk. *‘Gocui-by/’ he Fil eome to^iipyou some 

■iiisy in Conistoa* ' ' ' ■'# - 
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‘‘ A rnm TO WEliP, AKH A TTJViE lo EATtIh 

That evening, after Cj nt^ia bad gone to becl^ Wiilitm 
Wetherell sat down at Jonan Winch's desk in the re^Jt of 
the store to gaze at a blank sheet of paper until the If nises 
chose to send luni Hubject-unittcr for liis weekly lettor 
to the GiMrdian, The window was open, and the cool 
;»irs froru tin* mountain spruces mingled with the odoirs of 
iu>rii mc;d and keroseno, and calico print. Jethro "Bass, 
who h<i.d supped \mAi the storckeerHuc sat in the wooden 
arnicliair nith liis head Inmt. Sonn limes he would 

Kii there !)y tlie hour wltile Wetherell wnile or read, and 
take liis ili parturc when be wuh so imn ed without saying 
g(iod night. Jethro lifted his chin, ami dropped 

it again ; (here was a sound of wheels witheut, and, after 
J4U interval, a knock at the door. 

Wiriiain WeiliereJl dropj»ed his pen with a start of sur- 
prise, as it was 1 ite f<u‘ a visitor in Collision. He glanced 
at Jethro, wlm did not move, and than he went to the 
door and shot back the great forge<i bolt of it, and shited 
out. On the edge of the porch stood a tallish man in a 
double-breasted froidi < oat. 

Mr. Worthingtoji ! exclaimed the storekeeper* 

Mr. Worthington itoughed and pulled at one of his 
nmtton-clto}) whiskers, and seemed alniut to step off the 
porcdi again. ’ it A'as, indeed, the first citizen and reformer 
of Brampton. N(4 wonder William Wetherell was 
tified. ' ' , " 

Can I % anything for yon ? he asked. ' “HaW' you 
missed your way ’ ' 

Wetherell tlmught he heard him mutteriug, No, iici,** 
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and then he was startled by another voice in liis ear. It 
was Jethro who was standing beside him. 

^‘G-guess he hain’t missea his way a great deal. Er — 
come in — come 

Mr. Worthington look a couple of steps forward. 

I understood that you were to be alone/’ he remarked, 
addressing Jethro with an attempted sev'erit}^ of manner. 

Didn’t say so — d-dkln"t say so, did I ? ” answereii 
Jethro. 

Very well,” miid Mr. Worthington, ** any other time 
will do for this little nuitter.” 

Er — good night,” sahi Jethro, shortly*^ and there was 
the suspicion of a gleam in lii.n eye as Mr. Wortlnjjgton 
turned away. The miihowner, in fact, did not get any 
farther than the edge of the porch before he wlieeled again. 

The affair which I have tu discuss with ymi is of a 
private nature, Mr. Bass,” he siud. 

‘‘So i callated/’ said Jethro. 

“ Yfju may liave the jJace to yourselves, geiitlenien,” 
\Welhereti put in uneasily, and tlien Mr. Wnrthingtcm 
<4me JUS far as the do<ir, where be stood looking at the 
storckeejHu* with scant ftiendliiiess. Jethro turned to 
WetherelL 

You a politician. Will ? ” be demanded. 

‘‘No,” s;od WTnherelh 

You a business nn-tn ? ” 

“No,” he said again. ,\|||^ 

“ You ever tel! folks what you hear other people say ? 

“l.'ertainly not.” the storekeeper answered; “ Fni not 
interested irt lUher ];eo[>le‘s business,” 

I'bcbrntly,” said Jethro. “Guess yum’d better stay.” 

“ Bei I d'oad, ?''are to stay,” Wctherell objected. 

'' “S-biay m ^»bbgo me— HUiy to oblige me 7 ” be asked. 

Well, yes. ]{ you put it that way/’ Wetherell said, 
beginning "to get aunimoneut mit of the situation. 

^ He did not know what Jethro’s object waa in this 
laatter; fierhaps othero may gueusd' , ' 

■ Mr, WorthingUm, wdm }ui<r stood by with ill-difi^uised 
bkupatigtica duriri^g colloquy, now broke in. 
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“It is iBost unnsjial, Mr. Bass, t» have « person 

prejseiit ut a ciirifeituic^' in lit*- 

cont^)*n. 1 ttiiiik -on the w'Ebio, yau‘ hav^ ' 

upon my conuug tuyou — ^ 

H-laiiii’t iiivsi^tea that- T h.uow of/’ s*iid lethro. ' 

Baid Mrw Woidhingtoih *"ncwr miiKl , 
Perha,|>B it would be bettm* for me to oonio ,tn jou 
other lime, wher you are alone.” 

In the meant i mo Wethcrell had shut the door, and they 
had gradnallr waiked lu the rear id' the store. Jethro 
parti‘(l Im eoat ta-ilH, and sat down ag^dn in the artrciiair* 
>VetJierelU not wiylnng to be intrusiye, went to his desk 
again, leaving the first citizmi standings among the barreisv 

*' W-vvhet other time?’' Jethro asktal. 

Any other time,” said IVir. Worthington. 

MMrit othor time ? ” 

'ro-iiJ-an'ow idghi ? ” suggested Mr. Worthington, 
strlvimr to bids- Inn anno^^am-e, 

‘'Itdais) to-tuorrow night,” said Jethro, 

Yon know that \vhat I have to talk to yon about is of 
the utiiiost impi»'ian(vJ’ said Worthington, ‘‘Let ns say 
SHturduy nig, hi." 

B-busy Saturday night,” said Jethro. ^‘Meet you 
tO“iHorraw.” - 

What time ” 

“■Noon,” said Jeiiiro, •''noon.” . 

“WHiere?'' uihed MrdWorthingtom tlubkmsly. 

Band stand in Brampton Str^vb” said Jethro, and tbo 
storekeeper was fain lo bend ovtu* I, us de^sk to conceal Ms 
laughter, busying Ininself with his books. Mr. WMrth- 
ington sal down with as niueh dignity as h© could muster 
on one of Jeamh's old cliairs, and Jonah Winch’s clock 
ticked and ticked, and Wethereli’s pen stwatchgd and 
gciutehed on his weekly letter to Mr. Willard, allhoilgh 
he knaw^ that lie was writing the sheerest nonsense. As 
a matter of fact, he tore up the sheets the next moruin^ 
without reading them. Mr. Worthington unbuttoned lus 
coat, fiunbk^d in liis pocket, and pitped out two- cigars,, 
one of which, ho pushed toward Je&ro, w,ho shoot hi# 
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head, Mr. Worthington lighted his cigar and cleared his 
throat. 

** Perhaps you have observed, 'Mr. Bass,"’ he said, that 
this is a rapidly growing section of the state* — that the 
people hereabouts are every day demanding modern and 
eftkient means of coMimunieaticui willi the outside world.” 
you as a mill owner, has it ? ” said Jethro, 
do not care to emphasize my private interests,” 
aiiswere<l Mr. W*>rthiiigtoi!, at last xip}>earing to get into 
his stride again. I wish hi pat ihf* matter on broader 
grounds. Men like yon ami mo ought not to 1 h3 so much 
<*t>neorned with our own uttairs as with those of tlie popti- 
lation amongst whom we livio And 1 think I am justified 
in putting it to you on ihf^se grounds/' 

IPhit ve tu be jnsi ified, do you — have to be justified ? ” 
Jethro hiquirr<l. Hr — why ?” 

This was a poser, and for a moment he starcfl at Jethro, 
blankly, until he decided howto take it. J'hen he crossed 
his legs and bh‘w sujoke. toward the «‘eiling. 

** It is ctu*tainly fairer to everybody to taka the broadest 
view of a .situation,” be remarked; ‘‘I am trying to regard 
tins from the asjK‘et of a (‘itizeip and I am cpiile sure that 
it wdll apperd to \<m in tlte same liglit. If the spirit which 
imbued the i^nn/iers of ?hig nation means anyihing, Mr. 
Bass, it meaikS tle.ii the able men vviio are given a chance 
to rise by tindr ovvn efforts must still retain the duties 
and rt'sponsildliiies of the humblest citizens. That, I 
take it, is our position, Mr. Btiss, — yours ami mine,” 

Mr. Worthington had uncrosHed his legs, and was now 
by the inspiration of his words impelled to an npiighi 
yvositioB. Suddenly ha glanced at Jethro, and started — 
for Jethro had sunk down on the small of his back, hia 
chin on his <drest, iri an attitude 'of if not of 

oblivion. There was a Bilence y^erhaps a little diacuncert* 

' Lug for Mr. Worthington, who chose^ the opportunity to 
religl'it Ids cigar. 

d through ? ” said Jethro, without moving, ** g-got 

llirotigh/” 

Through ? ” c^ciioed ' Mr. W^rtlungton, ** through 
Vhat ? ” 



«A TIME TO W^IEP, AND A TIME Tal^AUOH” 55t 

“ T-fchr6ugh Sunday-fMihooU” saiji Tethro., ft ^ 
Worthington dropped his mat di^jRnd «tax|g.e#on’"it, and 
Wetherell Ije^j to wouder hwivi; m joii uio nma VoOld 
stand. It suddenly c«:- ' over the sLorekfOjwr 'that 1d»« 
pmUcaiaent in which Mr Worthington fatfhd — - 

whatever it was — mtiit k* a A’^ery desperate one. 
rose in -his chair, down again, aiu^ lighted an<^e.r 
match. 

‘^Er — director 'iu the Truro Road, hairi’t yto, ^5%-: 
Worthington ? :tHke<! Jethro, witlrmt looking at him*; 

Er — principal stoekholcko* — aiic t you? ” 

‘‘ Yes — but that is neitiicr Imu'C ni»r thcvre, 

“ lioail don't jiay — r-roail don't pay, does it? 

It certainl^^ docs not/' 

*4 W-wouId pa''' if It wont to Brampton and Harwich? ’b 
‘"Mr. Biuss, U.e C(>m]>a!iy consider that they are pledged” 
to tin people rif this section uj g<‘t tiie road througl%. 
I am nut prepai d to say whether the road would pay^i 
but it is quit^’ likely that it would not.’' 

(dvch.uitahlc organization?” 8aid Jethro, from the 
dcptlis of his caair. 

‘‘The pioneers in such mattern take enormous risks for 
the benclit of the community, sir. We believe that wo 
are entitled '.o a franchise, and in my opinion tixe Gen- 
eral Court are hctuiviiig disgi'acefuDy in refusing us aue, 
I will not say all 1 tliiuk about lhat affair, Mr. Ihiss. I aiH 
coJivinoed that indnences are at work — ” He broke off 
with a cateli in his Ihroat. 

“ Tdried to get a franchise, did you? ” 

“■ I am not lie re to q uibble wiJi you, Mr. Bjtes. We 
tried get it by every Icgithinqi- meaus^ and faile<3, and 
you know it as well as I Jo-.” 

‘‘Er — Hetli Sutton tUduT sign his receipt — er — did 
he?” ' » 

' The storekeeper, not being a politician, was not aware^ 
that the somewhat obscure reference of Jethro’s to: .the 
Speaker of tlie House concerned a^rapplication which ^ Mr. 
Worthington was supposed to made to that gentle- 






matJi who had ttt length aoknowleiiffd bit inability to 
o^ige, find bad advised Mr. Worthington to go to head- 
^ flpartem ' And Mr. Stephen Merrill, „.w}io had coin'e to 
Brampton out of the kindness of his heart, inid only ar- 
ranged this meeting in a conversation with Jethro that 
day, after the reform speech, 

Mr. Worthington sprang to his feet, and fluiig out a 
hand toward Jethro. 

Proye your insinuations, sir,’’ he cried; *^i defy you 
to prove your insinuations.’’ 

But Jethro stil! sat uninoved. 

the rharitahle organimtiiui, too?” lie asked. 

^‘People told me 1 was a fool to b»‘lieve in honesty, but 
I tiiought better of the lawnuikers «>£ my state, Fli tell 
you plainly what they said to me, sir. rhey said, * Go to 
Jethro Bass.’” 

Well, so you have, liain’t you? So you liave.” 

“ Yes, I have. I’ve come to appeal to you in behalf of 
the people of your section to alhnv that franchise to go 
tJirougli the present Leifi^lalure.” 

“ Er — come to appeal, have you — come to appeal? '* 

“Yes,” said .Mr. Worthingtom sitting down again; “1 
have come to-night to appeal U> yon in the name of the 
fanners and merchants of this region — jour neighbors, 
— to use your iiifluance to get that franchise, I have 
come to yon with the conviction that 1 shall not have 
appealed in vain.” 

“ Er — appealed to Hetb in the name of the farmers 
and merchants ? ” 

“Mr. Sutton is Sjieaker of the House.’’ 

“F-farmers find merchants elected him,” remarked 
Jethro, as though stating a fact. 

Worthington coughed. 

“ It probable that I made a mistalce in? going to Sut- 
ton/’ he admitted. 

“If I w-w^anted to catch' a pike, w* wouldn’t use a pin- 
hook.” ' , , ’ ' 

^ , “1 might have known/’ ,mm:ark:ed, Worthiugtont. -after a 
;’:PaiiS65' “that Sutt0n'-:c0iiId not liave, hieti elected Speaker 
/:;ifith0nt''your iuflnenee/’v 



“A ■WEBP/iJTJD'A 

Jeilira did not answair tliat, uat «till remiiiliied rank ih 
hi» olmir. To all appeiirauces ba mi^fe have been 
4 * W*worth 80njf)tliin’ to the farmei^ aad tnerchanto to 
get that road tlirough — w- worth aomelhin\ ain’t it ? "" 

Wetherell held hia breatb. For a Uioment Mr, Wortli- 
inga>u sat very stilh his iaae drawn, and then he wet hie 
lips and’ rose slowly. 

We may as well end this couversation, Mr, he 

said, and though he tried to speak hrmly his voke shook; 
“ it seems to be useless. Good night. 

He picked up his hat and walked slowly toward the 
door, hut Jethro dhl not move or speak, Mr, Worthing- 
ton reached the dtM)!*, opened it, and the night hreoiie 
started the laini> to smoking. Wetherell got up and 
tunifn] it down, and the tirst citizen was still standing in 
thi' ^h#orway. His back was toward them, but the fingens 
of his left harui working c<vnvnlsively caught Wethereira 
ey» Hod held it ; save for the ticking of the clock and the 
oh ii'ping of the crickets in the grass, there was sdenee. 
Then Mr. Worlhin,:* ton closed the door softly, hesitated, 
turned, and <*anie back and stood before Jethro. 

Mr. Khss,” he said, we've got to liac e that francldseJ^ 
Wniiarii Wetherell glanced at; the countrymim who, 
wii-hout moving in Ids chair, without raising Ids voicse, 
had brought the first citizen of Brampton to hm knees. 
The thing fnglocned the storekeeper, revolted him, jand 
yet its dramc held hint fascinated. By some subtle pro- 
cess which he had actually beheld, but could not fathpiB, 
this cold Mr. Worthington, tliis bank president who had 
given him sage advice, this preacher of political purity, 
had been reducad to a frenzied supplicant. He istood 
bimdiiig over Jethro. 

** What’s your price ^ Name it, for God’s sake.’^ 
B-better wait till you get the bill — hadn’t yon?--^ 
b-better wait till you get the bilL” 

** Will you put the franchise thibugh?” 

Goin’ down to the capital soon ? ” Jethro iiiquired. 

“ I’m going down on Thursday;;^ 

B-better come in and see me,’V^aid Jethro. 



tX)KisfON 

“ Mr. Worthington ; “TU be in 

At two o'clock on '^Tlmrsday.” And then, without an> 
other word to either of them, he swung on his heel and 
strode quickly out of the store. Jethro did not move. 

William Wetherell’s hand wa.s trembling so that he 
could not write, and he could not trust his voice to speak. 
Althougli Jethro had never mentione<i Isaac Worthing- 
ton’s name to luirn, Wetherell knew tliat Jethro hated the 
first citizen of Brampton. 

At length, when the sound of the wheels had died awa}’, 
Jethro broke the silence. 

“.Er — didn’t laugh — iliti ho. Will? Didn’t laugh 
once — did lie?” 

“Laugh!” echoed the ,stnrek(V))er, Avho himself had 
never been further from langfiter in Iris life. 

“ M-might have let him off easier if he’d laughed,” said 
Jethro, “tf he’d laughed just once, m-raight Iiave I«t him 
off easier.” 

And with tliis remark he went out of the store and left 
Wetherell alone. 



CHAPTEH xm; 

ME, WEtHKEELL OESCE'Nim ISfO TM ABE^A 

The weekly kilter the A^eu/ca(^tle Guardian wm HOi, 
finished timi nigiil, bni < Collision slept, peacefollv , upawar© 
of >Jr, Wortliingtoirs visit; and never, inde ed, ^Uscovared 
it, since llic Instoriau for various reasons of his Own did 
not see fit to iuseri the event in his plan of the 1‘owii 
lIiHttjry, lUjfuje another >sua lia<l set dirthro Baas had 
departed for Cne state eapital, not choosing to rt^inain to 
snpf>rini<. !id the haying of tin* loany farms which had 
fallen into his li^onh -a most unnsuai omission for hinn 
Presmtly rntnors <d a mighty issue about the Truro 
flailroad began to bo discussed hy tlie politicians at the 
Coniston. stun, and Jake Wheeler held hiunHelf in instant 
readiness to answer a summons to the vcapital — which 
never (^ame. 

Delegations from Brampton and Harwich went to 
petition the Legislature for the franchise, and the Stamps 
Um Cli%rio% and llarivioh Sentinel declared tlmt the people 
of Truro County recognized in Isaac Wt^rihingtun a great 
and public-spirited man, who ought by all means to be the 
next governor — if the franchise went through* 

One evening Lein Ilallowell, after depositing a Ik>x of 
trimmings at Epliraim Prescott’s harness shop, drove up 
to the platform of the store with the remark that things 
were gittin’ iiretty hot down to the capital in that fran-* 
chise fight.” 

H ain’t you Ven sent for yet, Jake?” he cried, thrown 
ing his reins over the backs of hit,, sweating Morgans ; 
^ well, that’s strange* Guess the haioT as hot as we 
hear about Jethro hain't had to esp out liis best men/’ 
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Hl’m 4 -goin' down if there^s trouble,*^ daelured Jake, 
wdio consistently ignored banter. 

** Better git lip and git/’ said Lein ; ihera’s three out 
of the five railroads against Trum, and Steve Merrill layin’ 
Idw. Bije Bixby's (Jown there, and Heth Sutton, and 
Abner Parkinson, and sdi the big bugs. Better git abcuird, 
Jake,” 

At this inoinent the discussion was interrupted hy the 
sight of Cynthia Wethcrell coming across the green with 
an open letter in her hand. 

“ IPs a message from Uncle Jethro/’ she said. 

Tlie announcement was sufficient to warrant the sensa- 
tion it produced on all sides. 

‘‘ ’Taiu’i a letter from J«>thro, is it ?” exclaimed Sam 
Price, overcome by a pardonable curiosity. Feu* it was 
well known that one of Jethro’s fixed principles in life 
was embodied in his own motto, ‘^Utm’t write — send.” 

‘‘IPs very funny/’ answered (ynthia, looking down at 
the paper with a puzzled tjxpression. “‘Dear Cynthia: 
Judge Bass wisfied me to say to you that he would be 
pleased if you and Will would <*oine to the capital and 
spend a wu3ek with him at the Pelican House, and see the 
sights. The judge says Rias Richardson will tend store, 
V(>urs truly, Ik HartingtiUi.’ ThaPs all/’ said Cynthia, 
looking up. 

For a moment you could have heard a pine needle drop 
on tlie stoop. Then Rias thrust bis hands in his pockets 
iihVl voiced the general sentiment, 

“ Well, ril be — goldurned! ” said he, 

“Didn’t mj nothin’ about Jake?” queried Lem. 

“ No/’ answered Cynthia, “ that’s all — except two pieces 
of cardboard with something about the Truro liailroad and 
our names. I don’t know what they are/’ And she 
took them from the envelope. 

Guess I could tell you if I was pressed/’ said Lem, 
amid a shotil of merriraent from the group, 

“Air you goin\ Will?” said Sam Price, pausing with bih 
foot on the step of his buggy, that ha might'Tmve the 
complete news before he left. 



ME. WETHEEEI.L DESCENDS I^TO TfiE AE^NA' tSI 

“Oodfr^, WiiV exclaiioftd Bias. brestJal^yf, “you 
bftin’t a*goin’ to throw up a cJibii *. to stiy « bTj|] treek at 
the Pelican, be you ? ” The possibility of refusal 
overpowered Rias. ‘ 

\ . K 

Those who are famiFnr with that* c’.e^gMf’iT Frenich 
song which treats of the leaVcvtaking oT one Monsieur Du-' 
inollet will appreciate, pei4iaj;>», the attentions which wew 
showered upon Willian! Wetherell and Cynthia upon their 
departure h)r the capital next morning. Although Mr. 
Wethcrell had at one time been actually a r<ameat of 
Uo.-ton, he reoeivcd quite as many cautions from hl» 
neighbor.s as Monsieur Diimollet. BUlett dwx and pistola 
w'ore, of course, not tnentioned, hot it certainly behooved 
him, wtien he slionld liave arrived at that place of in- 
trigues. to be i.i: the lookout for cabals. 

i n«v took' llic stage-coach Irora Br.uopton over the 
pass: pieiuresiaif stage-coach with it.s apple-green i-odj' 
and ioati’cr springs, soon to be laid away forever if the 
coveted, i'rurn i-'ranchi.se Bill becomes a law; slage-coach 
ahich [mils up (iutiantly l)e8idc its own rival at Truro .sta- 
tion, where our passengers take the train down the pleas- 
ant waterways ;ind pa.st the little white villages .among 
tl:e fruit trees to the capital. The thrill of anticipatiun 
W'a.s in Cynthia’s blood, and the flush of pleasure on her 
ciiceks, Aviien t h 'y stopped at last under the sheds. The 
conductor snapped his lingers and cried, “This way, 
•f udge,'’ and there was .Jethro in his swallowr-fcaUied coat 
and stove-pipe hat awaiting them. He seized Wetherell's 
carpel-bag with one hand and Cynthia’s arm with the 
other, atid shouldered his way through the people, who 
part(Hl when they saw who it was. 

“ Uncle Jethro,’' cried Cynthisi, breathlessly, “ T didn’t 
know you were a judge. \Vhat are you judge of?” 

“J-judge of clothft.s, Cyntby. lj«don’fc you wish you 
had the red cloth to wear here?” 

“ No, I don’t, ’ said Cynthia. glad uiioagfi to be 

here without it.” 



Q-gk(i to her you in any fixings, Oyuthy/^ he said, giv* 
ing her arm a lit tie squeeze, and by that tinio they were up 
the hill and WilUain vV^uheicll quite wiiidoiL For Jethro 
was strong as an ox^ and Cynthia’s muscles were like an 
Indian's* 

They were among the glories of Main Street now. 
'1‘he capital was them, and still remains, a typically 
l^autiful Ne\r Knglainl city, with wide streets shaded 
by shap^ely maples and elms, witlt Hubstaatial homes set 
back amidst lawn^ and gardens. Here on Main Street 
were neat brick business buildings and banks and shops, 
'with the parklike grornnls of the (kipiiol farther on, and 
everywdiere, from curl> to dooiuvay, werti knots of men 
talking {>oiities; broiMldueed, siuiburoed farmers in store 
clothes, with beards that hid their shin fronts ; keen- 
featured, sallow, count rv lawyers in io3ig l^bicsk coats 
tjrunipled from much sitting mi t!ie small <»{ tfte back; 
country stonkeepers with siirewi} eyes, and looiii pro 
prietors and. inanufaci urei's. 

Uncle Jethro, I duin’t know you were such u great 
maud’ she said. 

H-huw did ye rind tint, Cynthy ? 

The way p(*up)6 ireat you here, I knew 3U>u were 
great, of course,” ^he in.uoiuxi to add. 

lidjow <io they treat me 7 he asked, looking clown at 

her. 

You kiu.nv,” she answered. lliey all stop talking wlien 
you come along and stare at you. But why don't you 
speak to ihein ? ” 

JrUJiro snnh';d and squeezed her arm again, and then they 
were in the eorrhlor of the famous Pelican Hotel, hazy 
with cigar STnok(“. and rilled with poHtimans, Some were 
standing, hanging on to pillars,. gew«^tieu!a,uag, some were 
ranged in benches along the wall, and a chosen few were 
in- chairs givjujpcd art-mud tlm spittoons. Upon the ap* 
fwaxance oi Jeubr-ds party, the talk was hushed, the grou|M 
gave way, and they lucKunplisbed a kind of triiunpbal 
march to the desk. The elur'k, descrying them, desisted 
abruptly from a cv-.u rersa.tiun • acrO'W the cigar ootmtefi 



md witli'' M a wrei»oil/’4ipp«^^ ^ 

a'fiouiiali into the iak a»d 'haBd««i,it?^|p '% 

Your roc?ms are ready, '»Iad|5|^’‘' #' 1 4';,'V v 

As they st^rt^ for tlie stairs,- ^utnlaltadl-’'' 

iug tbe wayi Wetbereli ,a,- toUm on lus;.enx>w and 
turned to confront Mr. Bijali Bixhy — at "xty close range, 
as usual. \ 

^‘C-come down at Will?” lie said. ‘^Hiou^ht^’y© 
would. Need everybody time — you urulet^tattd/* 

came on plejisdre/’ retorted Mr* Wetberell, scmre^ 
wliat angrily. . ' " 

Ml . Bixby appeared bugelj to enjoy the joke. 

‘*So 1 callated,’’ lie cried, hUU holding Wetheretl% hand, 
in a mild, hui; persuasive gri^. vSo 1 (allaied. Clctess 
done you an injustice,’ \Viil/ 
flow's that ? 

You're a lect^^ mite smarter than 1 thought you was. 
So loiig. Got a icetle business nosv -^-you understand — 
a leetlc businoHs/' 

Was it possible* indt‘.e<I., for the simple-minded to come 
to the capital and not bt'<<>me involved in cabals? W^ith 
some mir-glviugs 'Wcihercll watched Mr, Bixby 

disappear among the throng, kicking up liis heels behindi, 
and then went upstairs. On ilic fust floor Cynthia was 
standing by an <»pcn door. 

Dad,’‘ she cried, ^'coino and see the rooms Uncle 
Jethro's got {<»* u^ ! She took Wethereirs hand and led 
him in. "*Se»3 tla'* lace curtains, and the clianilcller, and 
the l>ig buT’cau with the marble topb" 

Jethro had partial his coat tails and seated himself 
enjoj^ahly on the bed* 

“D-doibt come often," he siiid, ^‘m-might as well Imye 
the best." 

-Jethro/' said We 
bling in the pocket o 
us, and we hardly k 
have any use for these." 

He held out the pieces of oardboiitid whibh liad come in 
Cynthia’s letter. He dared not loo^afe Jethro, mid his eye 


Uiercll. coughing nervously and 
f his coat, ^\yonwe been veij kind M 
now how to tlmnk von. I I didn't 



... 

' ' 

the i^mewhat ^yrandiose eigimture 
of I^^iac D. Wortiungton^ wliieh they horo. Jethro took 
'■thet'D and tore the3.u up* aod hi^lowly iomed't-he pieces into 
% cuii^pidor conveiiieatly situated near the foot of the bed. 
'He rose and thruet his hnads itito his poekt.H;a, 

jBr — when yoti get fresheued up^ come into Number 
7/* lie mhh 

Number T ! But we shall come to that later. Supper 
first, iii a groat pillared diiuiig room filled with iiotalMoB, 
i£ W6 oidy had the key. Jethn) sits silent at the head of 
the table eating Ids crackers a.ud milk, with (Jyntida on 
his left and William Wetheridl on his right, Poor William, 
greatly embarimsed by his sudden projcsdion iulo the lime- 
iighl, is helpless in the clutches of a lady-waitress who Is 
demanding soaiewhat fjorcady that, he make an immediate 
choice flora a list of dishes wldeh she is shooting at him 
with astonishing rapidity. But Avho is this, sitting Ixjside 
lorn, who comev« to Wdliam's res<!ue, and demarnls that the 
irciv ’' OK'at the hill of fare ? Surely a notable, hu' he has 
a geue.oiis preseneo, and jet-black wddskers which catch 
the light, which give the geiitleman, as M r, Bixby remarked, 
quite a settin'/’ Yes, we have met him at last. It is 
none other tha)i tl}e Honorable iieth Sutton, Kajah of 
Clovelly, Speaker of the House, who has cundeseended to 
help^Mr, 'Wetlwrclh 

His chamberhd:;. Mr. Bijali Bixby, sits on the other side 
of the Honorable Heih, and performs the pn^sentation of 
Mr. Wetherell. Ihit Mr. Sutton, as becomes a man of high 
r- >htioii. says little after hcj lias rebuked the waitress, and 
presently departs with a carefully chosen toothpick ; 
whereupon Mr, Bixby moves into the vacant seat — not to 
Mr. Wetbereirs uriqualilied deliglit. ^ 

“ I Ve k no wed him ever senee wo was boys,” said Mr. 
Bixby; ‘\yoa saw huw intimate we was. When he wants a 
thing done, he sa,ys, ^ Bi ](*, you go uut and git ’em/ Never 
counts the cost. Hc^ vva,s nice’ lo you — 'wahnY he, 
Will ?” And then Mr. ]hxby*h»aned over and whispered 
in Mr. Wetbereli’s ear, He knows-*- you understand — 

. he knows.” 



u&, nmmnwuh 

Knows what?’’ doman#wi Mr. W^JWiy 
Mr. Bixby gave him ^imoiber i^iniriug lojSj 
you didn’t come dow;i her : wit 


you didn’t come dow;i her^t wim J0tixw'0B^^ 
to see the sights.” ,. . ^ 

At this instant the talk in the Jinixig’’TOoA':%J|n''fl^ 
IcK^king op W'iIMam.|^^ef)ier;J]percei-<^ed:ipK>riIy»'"rob^^^ 
man oi middle age being slio'/ni to his seatv'Sy the'haad 
waiter. The gentlefM.ii wim? a great, glittering dynmoadki 
his shirt, and a watch chjjfn that contained miwh tine go^d. " 
But the real cause of the silence Was plainly in the y<mng 
woman who walk(Hl oaside him., and wiiose efihetive ea^ 


tranca axgued no lit lie practice? and experience. She v 
of a type that cait-hus the eve involuntarily and holds' it, f 
— talk welh rounded, trci^ii-compleKioned, with heavy coils 1 1 
of shiniiDering gold hair. Her gown, whicJi was^ far from i 
mibeeotni ng, was in keeping with those gifts with which 
nature had endowa^d !jor. She carried her head high, and 
bestowed SAviit mtd evidently fatal glances to right and 
left (lurhig her progress through the room. Mr. Bixby’s 
voice ru\Ksed the jioreketper from this cout?©mplatioii of 
the beaut y. 


'"That’s Alvy Hopkirm of (5o.sport and his daughter. 
Fine gal, bain i sue ? Ever sence she come dowai iiere 
t’other day she's stirred up more turmoil than any railroad 
bill I ever seed. She was most suffocated at thctgovernor’s 
ball with fellcis trvitd to git dances — some ’em old 
fellerg, too. And you understand about Alvy ? 

'' What about him ? ” 


, Alvy sii vs he’s a-goin’ to be the next governor, or fail ‘ 
up.” M r. Bixby’s voice sank to a whisper, and lie spoke into 
Mr. Wethereirs ear. Alvy says he has twenty-iivedhou- 
sand dollars to put iii i f necessary, rii introduce jmu to tum, 
Will,” he added meauiiigiy. “Guess you can help liim 
some — you mid erstand ? ” 

“Mr. Bixby !” cried Mr. M^'etherell, putting down his 
knife ami fork. 


“There ! ” said Mr. Bixby, reassuringly, “’twon’tbe no 
bother. I know him as well as' I do you ^ call each other by 
our given names. Guess I was tlie iirst man h© sent for last 
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spriiig,: kno\w I go tfarougli all them ritdr towns* 

He says, ^ Bije, you 1 understood/’ 

^William Wo therell began to realisse the futility of trying 
to convince Mr* Bixby of his innocence iii political mat- 
ters, and glanced at Jethro* 

4v You wouldn't think he was listenin’, would you, Will ? ” 
Mr* Bixby reruarkod. 

Listening? ’’ 

** Eans are sharp as a dog’s. Oallate he kin boar as 
far H8 the i^ovcrnor's tuWe, and he don’t look as if be knows 
anything. t>ne way he built up his power — listeniui’ 
when they're talkin' sly out there in the rotunda. They're 
aliniglity surprise<l when they Tarn he knows what they’re 
.up to. Qiiess you niiderstriiid how to go along by «|aiet 
and listen when tht^}>e talkin' sly." 

I r)t?vor did such a thing in my life,” cried William 
WetherelL iiidignantly aghast. 

Bur -Mr. Bixby winked. 

i^.o long. Will," he said, ‘‘see you in Nrunher 7.” 

Never, since the days of Pomjjadour and Hu Harry, until 
n odern Aiaeiiean po!iti('s were invenU*d, lias a state been 
ruled from such a phu.*e as Number 7 in the IVdioan House 

“(ainiliuHv known as the Tliroue K<K)n:i. In this historic 

cabinet /u.’re|*jBre live chaii's, a iiiarble-tnpped table, a 
piicher ot a bureau, a box of cigars ami a Bible, 

a ehandrdicr wdlii all the gas jets burning, and a bed, 
whereon nut such dignitaries as obtained an audience, — 
railroad presidents, governors and ex-gov(>rnor8 and pro- 
Hpectivc governors, the Speaker, the President of the Senate* 
Ibjah Bixby, Pelcg Hatiington, mighty chiefs from, the 
Nonh Country, and lieutenants from other parts of the 
state, lliesc sat oa the bed by preference, tiethro sat in 
a chair by the window, and never took any part in the dis- 
eixssions that raged, tjut listened. Generally there was 
some one seated beside him who talked );ersist<;nily in liis 
'ear ; as at. present, for instance, Mr*- Chauncey Weed, 
Chairman of the Committee onCorporatfons of the House, 
who took the additional procautioti of putting his hand to 
his mouth wdieu he spoke,' 




bil 


Mn iikt^eii was in 

ing, and co^tidenlial!^ explained .to tl^ 1 
Wether<HU tb« exact intt»tuHB 
loAaie^t^ m il had bco^e on^ut ' 
brut«d conflict,— in »' jib ^ , 

poAjible, — ire shall hare 80 tbiKrU|pb ^ 

cjes, 4nd on his respoasibillfcj . Th<S lnogfispipes of ; 
of the gontlemen conujarned have since jhecilflw|>Iis|lB»i«alld -i 
for some unaccountable reason contain no mej^oti <4 tiN T 
Truro franchise. ^ ■ : ? 'J’f/.* 

“All Gaul,” said Mi. Merrill — be was sj^kii^ to it)* 
literary man — “ail Gaul is divided into five iiiii’'0ad8. j 
I am one, the Grand Gulf and Northern, the impecuifiooe 
one. That is the reason Tm so nice to everybody, Mj| 
Wethereli. The other day a conductor on my road, hadlni 
shock of paralysis when a man paid his fare. Then there*® ' 
Baieti, president of the ‘Down blast’ road, as we call it. 
Raich and I are out of this fight- — we dem’t care whetlier 
Isaac It. Woinbington gets iiis franchise or not, or I 
wouldn’t be t, iiiiig you this. The two railroads whkii 
don’t want him t i get it, because the Truro would eventu- 
ally become a C)).i’petitor with them, are the Central and 
the Northwestern. Alexander Duncan is premdent of the 
Central.” 

“Alexander Duncan!” exclaimed We^erell. “He’i 
the richest man in the state, isn’t he?” 

“ VTes,” said Mr. Merrill, “and he lives in a 1% 
house right here iu the ci^iital. He ain’t a bad f<dlow, 
DuncaiK You'd like him. ^He loves books. 1 'wiakipsti. I 
oould see his library.” 

“ I'm afraid there’s uot much chance of th»V’ aniranenefl' 
Wethereli. 

“ Well, as I say, there’s Duncan, of the Ccmtral,8B4^^ 
other is Lovejoy, of the Northwestern. Lovey^s a 
bachelor and a skinflint. Those two, Dunctui and f^vei- 
my, aie using every means in their power to piwnmt 
Workington from getting that frats^ime. Have 1 
made myself clear ? ” . ‘ 

“Do you think Mr. Worthii^tonlhill 



who had m mind a certain Bocturnal Yiait at 

hkstoi'e* 

Mr. Merrill almoat leaped out of his chair at the ques- 
tion. Then he mopped his face, and winked very delib- 
erately at the storekeeper. Then Mr. Merrill laughed. 

‘‘Well, well/’ he said, ‘‘for a man tvho comes down 
here to stay witli Jethro Bass to ask me that I Where- 
upon Mr. Wetherell flushed, and begun to perapire him- 
self. “I^idn't you hear Isaac I). Worthington’s virtuous 
appeali W the people at Brampton ?” said Mr, Merrill* 

“Tes/^ replied Wetherell, getting redder. 

like you, WiU/’ said Mr. Merrill, unexpectedly, 

“ darned if I don’t, 111 tell you what I know about it, 
and you can hav||j^ fun while yon he here, lookin’ 

on, only it won’t' do to v. n<e. uit-nU. it to the Newemfh 
Ghu4irdmn> Guess Willard wouldn’t publish it, anyhow. 

1 suppose you know that Jethro pulls the strings, and we 
little railroad presidents dance. We’re the pup|>ets now, 
but after xi wdiile, when I’m crowded out, all these little 
railroads will get together and therell be a row wortli 
looking xrt, or I’m nastaken. But to go bfick to Woiih- 
ington/’ continued Mr. Merrill, “he made a little mistake 
wuth his bill in the l)6ginning. Instead of going to 
Jethro, he went to Heth Sutton, and Heth got the bill as 
far xis the Committee on Corporiitions, and there she’s 
been ever since, with our friend Chauncay Weed, who’« 
whispering over there.” 

“Mr. Sutton couldn’t even get it out of the Com- 
mittee ! ” exclaimed Wetherell. 

“Nut an inch. Jethro saw this thing coming about a 
year ago, and be took the precaution to baye Chaunoey 
Weed and the rest of the Committee in his pocket — and 
of course Heth Sutton’s always been there.” 

William Wetherell thought of that imposing and manly 
personage, the Honorable Heth Sutton, being in Jethro^a 
|>ockei, and marvelled. Mr. Chaunpey Wmd seemed of 
a '/sj^^es bettet' able' to' thrill atmosphere ^ o^? 

" ■ • ^eil, as -I say/ th^^.yraS' iim , Truro^ Franchise Bill 



Ifl. WETHEEELL DESCENDS IITTb THE 

s<mR<} »^!eep ill the Committee, aod whea Hti|p 
Worthington saw that his littl^ sr^ngemen# wii|i Heth 
Sutton wasn’t any good^ and th^ . hn pcsoji^e of the state 
didn’t have anything mere to say abdot it tha<k,,the 
Indians, and tlm t the end of the session was gettinjgf neat^ 
and nearer, he got deswrate and went to JethrO, I supposOf 
You know as well as 1 do that Jethro ^ agr^d to put 
the hill through.” : 

“ Then why doesn’t lao get the Committee to report it 
and put it through'”’ asked Welherell. 

“ Bless your simple literary nature,” exclaimed Mr- 
Merrill, “Jethro’s got more power than any man In the 
state, but that isn’t saying that he doesig||||Lhave to fight ; 
occasionally. He has to fight now. He rm seven of the 
twelve senators latched, and the governor. But Duncan 
and liovejoy have bought up all the loose blocks of repre- 
sontativef, itnd it is .supposed that the fi-anclii.se forces 
onl}" control a (Quorum. The end ot tlie session is a week 
off, and nerer in :*'! my expericiice have I seen a more 
praiseworthy att<. ndance on the part of members.” 

"Do you mean that they are being paid to remain in 
their ser'-ts cried ihe amazed Mr. Wetherell. 

•“Well,” answered Mr. Merrill, with a twinkle in his 
eye, “that is a little bald and — and unparliamentary, 
perluips, but fairly accurate. Our friend Jetbro is con- 
fronted Avith a iiroblent to tax even his faculties, and to 
look at him, a man wouldn’t suspect he bail a care in the 
world.” 

Jethro was a{)parentlY quite as free from anxiety the 
next morning when Jic offered, after breakfast, to show 
Wethereil and Cyntliia the sights of the town, though 
Wetherell could not byit think that the Throne Room and 
the Truro Franchise Bill were left at a very crucial 
moment to take care of themselves. Jethro talked to 
Cynthia — or rather, Cynthia talked to Jethro upon 
innumerable subjects ; they looked upon the statue of a 
great statesman in the park, and Cynthia r«ftd aloud the 
qubtation graven on the rock of the pedestal, “ 'Hie 
People’s Government, made for the People, made by the 
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, Pdoplfij aittd answerabJe to ti}a£^«ople.” Aftear tiio^ feey 
weafc ixrto the state Ubmry, where Wetberell intwi- 
daoed to the librarittxi, Mr, Storrow. They did not go 
ioto the State House because, as eveiybody ^ows, Jethro 
Bass never went there. Mr. Bijsh Sixby igd ot^r lieu- 
tenants might be seen in the lohhiea, and%te governor 
might sign bills in his own c^rtnamt there, bat the real 
seat of government was that Throne Boom into whieh 
we have been permittefl to enter. 

They walked out beyond the outskirte of the town, 
^here there was a grove or picnic ground which was also 
used as a park hy some of the inhabitaiits. Jethro liked 
- the spot, and was in the habit sometimes of taking refuge 
there when the atmosphere of the Pelican House became 
too thick. The three of them had sat down on one of the 
board benches to rest, when presently two people were 
seen at a little distance walking among the trees, and tlie 
sight of them, for some reason, seemed to give Jethro 
inhnite pleasure. 

“ Why,” exclaimed Cynthia, “ one of them is that horrid 
girl everybody was looking at in the dining room last night.” 

“D-don’t like her, Cynthy ?” said Jethro. 

“ No,” said Cynthia, “ I don't.” 

“ Pretty ■— hain't she — pretty ? ” 

“ She’s brazen,” declared Cynthia. 

It was, indeed. Miss Cassandra Hopkins, daughter of 
that Honorable Alva who — according to Mr. Bixby — 
was aU ready with a certain sum of money to be the next 
governor. Miss Cassandra was arrayed fluffily in oool, 
pink lawn, and she carried a fringed parasol, and she was 
gazing upward with telling effect into the face of ' 
geatlemau by her side. This w^d have all been Very 
semantic if the gentleman had bew ymmg and handsome, 
but he was certainly not a man w sweep a young ofl 
her feet. He was tali, angtdw, lAougk bread ?dhou^ered 
with a long, scrawny neeh that rose on* of a vary low 
oolkr, and a large head, scaiUily oovmed with hair^i 
he^ that gave a physical as well as a mentM effect of hmrd 
neea. Hut mnooth-^v^ face eeeoMtddo hear vitoeaa tha 
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** H»w mtieh i« |t ? ” ha denumdad. 

Bat Jethro pofc up Ms hafl^ |j 

^‘No harry;,,- Alvy.-n-no huriyf' ijMSo«onSfele’'‘''Alt^*' 
Hopkihs uf Gosport — patron of the theiti **.. '‘■Iijpili’t 
the irst tialo youVe b’en a patron, Aliry.” ” . 

‘‘ Jrthro,” said Mr. HopWm, solainuly, ^ttipg % 
money, “ I’m much obliged to you. t’m free to say t’d 
never have thought of it. If you iftn’t the allifired^i^ 
smartest man in Aeaerica to-day, — I don’t except ai^,'* 
even General Grant, — then I ain’t the next ♦governor pf 
this state.” 

Whereufton he lapsed into an even more enpresfiivfti 
silence, his face still glowing. 

“ Er — Aivv,” said .lethro. presently, “what’s the nail© 
of your gal ? ” 

“Well,” said Mr. Hopkins, “1 guess you’ve got me. 
We did christen her Lily, but she didn’t turn out exactly 
Ldy. She ain’t the type,” said Mr. Hopkins, slowly, not 
without a note of regret, and lapsed into silence. 

“ W -what did yon say her name was, Alvy ?” 

“I guess her name’s Cassandra,” said the IlonoiabW 
Alva. 

“C-Cassandry ?” 

‘^W(dl, you see,” ho explained a trifle apologetically, 

‘ she’s kind of taken some matters in her own h^ds, niyi 
gal. Didn’t like Idly, and it didn’t seem to fit her 
anyway, so she called herself Cassandra. Read it in a 
book. It means, ‘ inspirer of love,’ or some such poetry , 
but I don’t deny that it goes with her better than Lily 
would.” 

“Sli-shc’s a good deal of a gal, Alvy — fine-appearin* 
gal, Alvy.” 

“ Upon my word^ Jethro,! didn’t know you ever looked 
at a woman. But 1 suppose you couldn’t help lookin' at 
my gal — she does seem to draw men’s eyw as if she "Waa 
magnetized some way.” Mr. Hopkins did not speak a© 
tiwMigh this quality of his daughtt^ gave him umoixed 
deiiSjt. “ But sbels a good-heart0d Gassy is, highw 
apmted, and 1 won’t deny she's liimrdsamA and si(iar% 
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SbeTl kind of grace my position when Tm gowmor^ Btrt 
to tell you the truth, Jethro, one old friend to another, 
darned if I don’t wish she was married, Itis a terrible 
thing for a father to say, 1 know, but I’d feel easier about 
her if Ae was married to some good man who could hold 
her. There’s young Joe Turner in Gosport, he’d give his 
soul to have her, and he’d do. Gassy says she’s after bigger 

f ima than Joe, She’s young — that’s her only excuse. 

imny thing happened night before last,” continued Mr. 
Hopkins, laughing, Lovejoy saw her, and he/s b’en out of 
his head ever since. Ai must be pretty near my age, 
ain’t he ? Well, there's no fool. like an old fooL” 

‘‘ A-Alvy — introduce me to Cassandry sometime — 
will you ? ” 

‘‘ Why, certain^ 3 ^” answered Mr. Hopkins, heartily, “ I’ll 
bring her in here. And now how about gettin’ an ad- 
journment to-morrow night for ‘ Uncle Tom’s Cabin ’ ? 
These night sessions kind of interfere.” 

Half an hour later, when the representatives were pour- 
ing into the rotunda for dinner, a crowd "was pressing 
thickly around the desk to read a placard pinned on the 
wall above it. The placard announced the coming of Mr. 
Glover’s Company for the following night, and that the 
Honorable Alva Hopkins of Gosport, ex-Speaker of the 
House, had bought tiiree hundred and twelve seats for the 
benefit of the members’. And the Honorable Alva him- 
self, very red in the face and almost smothered, could be 
dimly discerned at the foot of the stairs trying to fight 
his way out of a group of over-enthusiastic friends aud 
admirers. Alva — so it was said on all sides — was doing 
the right thing, ' i 

So it was that one sensation followed another at the 
capital, and the politicans for the moment stopped biisszing 
over the Truro Franchise Bill to discuss Mr, liopkins and 
his master-stroke. The afterriOOn 'Chromale wa^d enthu- 
fiastic on the subjeot of Mr* Hopkit^’s generosity, and 
predicted that, when Senator Hitrtiaagtoii made the motion 
in theui^r house and Mr, Jameson in the lower, the 
: Goner^i Court would unanimously agree that thete would 
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be no evening: session on the foIIo|ring da^. 

able Alva vma Ae^hero of t% hour.. / 1 1.‘\ 'f ' 5 . ,.' 

That afternoon Cynthia a^l |ielr fmthet willed 
the green pari inak« theii' first -visit tc» tte Sta|e;Bb;>Use» 
They stood hind in hand on the oocd« marble-pa ved floor 
of the corridor, gazing silently at the stained and batteiped 
battle-flags behind the^glaiiKS, and Wetberell, seemed to 
listening again to the appeal of a %r^rat President to a 
great Countrv' in ^ihe time of her dire need the sodi 
calling on the tody to fight for itself. Wetherell seemed 
to feel again the thrill he felt when, he saw the^ blue-clad 
men of this state crowded in the train at Bosion : and 
to hear again the cheers, a.Tid tlie sobs, and the pra^tw 
as he looked upon the blood ;.hat stained stars and striplf 
alike with a holy stain. With that blood the conn tly 
had been consecrated, and the state — yes, and the : 
bnildujg wliv.re they stood. So they went on up thOij 
stairs, reverently, nor heeded the noise of those in groups^ 
about theiTK aud tiirongh a door into the gre^t hall of the 
reptas entati ves of tl»e state. 

Lite is a reixture of emotions, a jumble of joy and soiv 
row and rev <1 cnee and mirth and flippancy, of right feel- 
ing and lieresy. In the morning William Wetherell had 
laughed at Mr. Hopkijis and the twenty thousand dollars 
he had put in the bank to defraud the people; but now 
he could have wept over it, and as he looked down 
upon the three hundred members of that House, he Wbiie 
dered how many of them represented their neighbors who 
supposedly had sent them here— aud how many Mr. Love- 
joy’s railroad, Mr. Worthington’s railroad, or another man’s 
railroaft 

But gradually he forgot the battle-flags, and his mood 
clianged," Berhaps the sight of Mr. Speaker Sutton: tow- 
ering above the House, the very essence and bulk of 
author||iy, brought this about. He aroused in Wetherell 
unwilling admiration and envy %^hen he arose to put a 
question in his deep voice, or rappfed sternly with his gavel 
to silence the tumult of voices that arose from time to 
time ; or while soma member wto speakings or the <^epk 
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iMW'tead&ng a. bill at breathl«8it apeedi be tunted wii4 
wonderful nonchalance to listen to the conversatujn-of the 

S ntlODien on tlte bench beside him, smiled, ncMlded, pulled 
» wbiskms, at once oonscioue and uneonscicms of his high 
And, most remarkable of all to the storekeeper, 
not a man of the three hundred, howeirer obscure, could 
rise that tbe Speaker did not instantly call him by name. 

William Wetherell was occupied by such reflectimis as 
these when suddenly there fell a hush through the House. 
The clerk had. stopped reading, the Speaker had stopped 
conversing, and, seizing his gavel, looked expectantly over 
the heads of the members and nodded. A sleek, com- 
fortably dressed man arose smilingly in the middle of the 
House, and snbdued laughter rippled from seat to seat as 
he addressed the chair. 

“Mr. Jameson of Wanti^e.” 

Mr. Jameson cleared his throat impressively and looked 
smilingly about him. 

“Mr. Speaker and gentlemen of the House,” ho said, 
“ if I desired to arouse the enthusiasm — the just enthu- 
Kiasm — of any gathering in this House, or in this city, or 
in this state, I should mention the name of the Honorable 
Alva Hoidrins of Go8})ort. I think I am right.” 

Mr, Jameson was interrupted, as he no doubt expected, 
by applause from floor and gallery. He stood rubbing his 
hantk together, and it seemed to William Wetherell that 
the iSpeaker did not rap tra sharply with his gavel as h® 
had upon other occasions. 

“ Gentlomen of tiie House,” continued Mr. Jameson, 
presently, “ the Honorable Alva Hopkins, whom we all 
know and love, has with unparalleled generosity — un- 
paralleled, I Say — Imught up three hundred and twelve 
seats in Foster’s 0|>cra House for to-morrow night ” 
^(renewed api)lau!se'), “ in order that erery member of this 
hugustbody may liave the opportunity if* witness that most 
olaanic of histrionic productions, * Uncle Tow’s Cabin.*” 
*|Uoud applause, causmg the ^sldter to rap sharply.) 
** Tbit we may show a proper appreciation oi this odmpli- 
Bieui, 1 move' ymi, Mr. Sj^aker, that ^ House adjewra 
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its owner was one who bad pushed frugality to the borders 
of a vice. It was not a pleasant face^ out now it wore an 
almost benign expression under the influence of Miss 
Sandra’s eyes. So intent, apparently, were both of theik 
upon each other that they did not notice the group on the 
bench at the otiier side of the grove. William Wetherell 
ventured to ask Jetliro who the man was. 

^‘N*name’s Lovejoy,” said Jethro. 

Lovejoy ! ” ejaculated the storekeeper, thinking of 
what Mr. Merrill had told him of the opponents of the 
Truto Franchise Bill. ** President of the ‘Northwestern’ 
Railroad ? 

Jethro gave his friend a shrewd look. 

“ G-gettiu’ posted — hain’t j’^ou, Will he said. 

Is she going to marry that old man ? ’’ asked Gynthia. 

Jethro smiled a little. (T-giiess not,’’ said he, ‘‘guess 
not, if the old man can help it. Nobody’s married him yet, 
and hain’t likely to.” 

Jethro was unusually silent on the way Imck to the hotel, 
but he did not seem to be worried or displeased. He only 
broke his silence once, in fact, wl»en Cynthia called his 
atten tion to a large poster of some bloodhounds on n fence, 
announcing the fact in red letters ilmt “ Uncle Tom’s 
('abin ” would be given by a certain travelling company 
at tlui Opera House? the next evening. 

L*like to go, Cynthy ? ” 

“ Oh. IJjKde Jethro, do you think we can go ? ’ 

“ Never bVn to a show — hev you — never b'en to a 
show ? ” 

“Never in rny life.” said Cynthia.' 

“ Well all go,” aaitl Jethro, and he repeated it once or 
twice as they came to Main Street, seemingly greatly 
tickled at the prospect. And t|p^re was the Truro Fran- 
chise Bill hanging over him, with <mly a week left of 
the session, and Lovejoj^’s and Duncan’s men sitting so 
tight in their seats ! William Wetherell could not under* 
stwd it. 



PEAPTER XIV^ 

IN WHICH TH» HACK 8BATO ABB HEABD FROM 

HaIjF an hour later, when Mr. Wetherell j^octond 
timidly at Number 7, — drawn thither by an 
curiosity, — the door was opened by a portly person wifei, 
wore a shining silk hat and ample gold watch chaih. 
The gentleman had, in fact, just arrived ; but he seemed 
jKirfeotly at honu; as he laid down his hat on the marble- 
topped bureau, mopped his face, took a glass of iced water 
at a, guip, ohosi: a cigar, and sank down gradually on tiie 
bed. Mr. Wetherell recognized him instantly as the 
father oi the (olobrated Cassandra. 

“ We!!, Jethro.” said the gentleman, “ I’ve got to come 
into the Throne Room once a day anyhow, just to make 
sure you don’t forget me — eh ? ” 

“A-Alvy,” said Jethro, “I want you to shake hands 
with a particular friend of mine, Mr. Will Wetherell of 
Conistoa. Ei — Will, the Honorable Alvy Hopkins of 
Gosport.” 

Mr. Hopkins rose from the bed as gradually as be had 
sunk down upon if, and seized Mr. Wethereli’s hand 
impressively. His own was very m(»ist. 

“Heard you was in town, Mr. Wetherell,” he said 
heartily. “If Jethro calls you a particular friend, it 
means sometlung, I guess. It means something to me, 
anyhow.” . , 

“ W ill hain’t a politician,” said Jethro. “ Er — Alvy f ” 

“Hello ! ” said Mr. HoT)kin)k 

“Er_..Will don’t talk. ^ 

If Jethro had been real tactful,'* JMid the Honoriiiiile 
Alvy, sinking down again, ** he’d hafb introditoed me aa 
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the nert governor of the state. Everybody knoisrB I want 
to he gon^rnor, ever^-body knows I’ve got twenty thou- 
stnd dollars in tlie Wnk to pay for that privilege. Every- 
body knows Ihii going to be governor if Jethro says so/’ 

William Wetherell was a little taken aback at thin 
ingenuous statement of the gentleman from Gosport. He 
looked out of the window through the foliage of the }>ark, 
and his eye whs caught hy the monument there in front 
of the State House, and he thought of ihe‘ ioscription on 
the base of it, People's (iovernmeni/' The Honor- 

able Alva had not mentioned the jieople — undoubtedly. 

Mr. Wetherell, twenty thmisand dollars/’ He 
sighed. ^*Tirae was wdien a man could lie governor for 
ten. Those were the g<KKl old days — eh, Jethro ? ” 

‘^A-Alvy, ‘•Hncle Toii/s Cabin's’ cornin’ to town to- 
morrow — to-morrow /’ 

You don/ tell me/’ said the Honorable Alva, acquies- 
cing cheerfully iu the change of subjeit. We’ll go. 
Fleasoii to have you, too, Mr. Wetlierell/’ 

A ivy,” said Jethro, again, ^‘"Uncle 'rom’a Cabin ’ comes 
to town to-iuurrow/’ 

Mr. Hopkins stopped fanning himself, ami glanced at 
J e thro q 1 1 est ioni ng 1 y . 

** A-Alvy, that give you an idea?” said Jethixi^ mildly. 

Mr. Wethendl looked blank : it gave him no idea whair 
soever, except of little Eva and the bloo<lhounds. For a 
few moinents the Honorable Alva appeared to be groping, 
too, and then his tece be]gau to crease into a smile of com- 
prehension, 

“By Gotllrpy, Jethro, bat you are amarti be ex* 
claimed, with inToiantary tribute ; “ you mean bay up the 
theatre ? ” 

“C-callate you’ll 6nd it’s bought up-” 

You mejan pay for it ? ” said Mr. Hopkins- 

“ You’ve guessed it, Alvy, you’ve gue^d it,” 

Mr. Hopkins gaKed at lihaa m a4n*irat<lbn, leaned -oat of 
the perpendicular, and promptly drew hrma his trotarers’ 
pocket a roll of stupendous pepcMrtiooNS. Weh^ng his 
thumb, ho began te push atnde top 
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tw^ lo HMBftfe »gi^ tittfcU Tb(|ja3i* moi^injf. ’*'% '«.*• • ' ,;. ■ _ 

Mr. of WantaA lia^M JSiif yjipiialifea f 1 

ns^ and smt down antidi^ fenewid np^lapie. Mi, Wt^ 
weli noticed that wmy wmahesr» ttacned in^ tft^ir iNi 
they claiiped, arad g^cing aionff tfie gallery be dttbgbl'tH 
flaah of red and perceived the radiant Mlw>Caas8i)4!ll|, }»#> 
eeif leaning over the rail, be/ baiidis clR«|KHi in edPMii^i 
Mr. Lovejoy wa« not with her — he evidWtly in-elwiSW 
to pay his attentions ’n private. 

“ 'J'hftrc she is again,” whispered Cynthia, who luwi 
taken an instinctive and extraordinarj" dislike to 
Cassandra. Then Mr. Sntton rose majestieolly to pttt titiB 
quest ioa, ^ 

Geatieineii, e you ready for the question? be cttA 
** All those m fav'or of the re^utiou of the geBtleman tro^ 
Wautiiqe, M ^ . »f amwon — the Speaker eiopped abruptly^* 
lh» *eQrislatofs m the front seith swuag arornid.^ and 
pie in the gallery craned forward to see a is^mbor stanmug 
at hiH ^eat iu the extreme rear of the hall. He was a Utlia 
map in an Lll-fitting coat» his wizened faee elean-shaTtn 
8a*e ior the bruom-shaped b<*ard under his chioy which be 
now held in his hand. His thin^ nasal voice was sonne* 
how absurdly penetrating as he addressed the chair. Mr* 
Sutton was apparently, for once, ta^en by surprise, wd 
atarod a momeai, as though racking his hrain for Ibe 
name. 


The gentleman from Suffolk, Mr. Heath,’' he eaidi and 
Bmiliug a little, sat down. 

The gentleman from Suff cdk, still holding on to hie beards 
pitched III without preamble. ,, 

**♦ We farmers on the back seats don’t often git a chiui«^ 
to be heard, Mr. Speaker,” i^id he, amidst a genexal 
ittg from the front seats. ** We eome down h^ withw^ 
any Farniu’ of piirU’ment’ry law, and before we IjM^ow 
what’s happened the session’s oyer, and we iaid 

nathinh” (More laughter.) “there’s b’eaagiK^liW 
timm when I wanted to say »iiethiii\ and tlii w^t 
made up my mind I wm a-goi# no 
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[Applause, aud a generajBfew of interest in fcli© gentle- 
nan from Sttiffoik,) "‘Naw, Mr, Speaker, 1 ham^tag’in* 
Onele Tom's Cabin/ It's a good play, and it’s done an 
dmigliW lot of good. And i hain’t sayin’ notMn’ ag'in’ 
\lvy Jlopkiiis nor his munificenoe. But I do know 
.here’s a sight of little bills on that desk that won't be 
;>?i 9 sed if we don’t set to-morrow night — little bills that 
ire big bills for us farmers. That thar woodchuck bill, 
'or bne/' (Laughter.) ** My constituent want 1 should 
lave that bili passed. Wa don't iit?ed a cjuorum for them 
nllSi but W 6 nee<l time- Naow, Mr. Sjjcaker, I say let all 
ihem that wants to go and see ^ Uncle Tom’s Cabin ’ go and 
566 it, but let a few of us fellers tliat has woodchuck bills 
md other things that we’ve got to git through come dow n 
tiere and pass ’em. You kin put ’em on tlie <loeket, and I 
^uess if anything comes along that haiu't jest right for 
averybody, somebody can challenge a quorum and bust up 
the session. That’s ail.” 

The gentleman from Suffolk sat down amidst thunder- 
ous applause, and before it died away Mr. Jameson was on 
Lin feet, smiling ami rubbing lii.s hands logetlier, and was 
recognlzeil, 

Mr, Speaker,” he siiid, as soon as he could be heard, 
‘‘ if the gentleman from Suffolk desires to pass woodchuck 
bills” (renewed laughter), ^^he can do so as far as Fm 
concerned, i guess I know where most of the members of 
this House w ill be to-morrow night — ” (Cries of ‘ You're 
right,’ and siiarp rapping of the gavel.) ‘"Mr. Speaker, 
I withdraw ruy resolutkm.” 

‘‘The gentleman from WanUige,” said the Speaker, 
smiling broadly now, ‘‘withdraws his resolution.” 

As William Wetherell was returning to the Pelican 
House, pondering over this incident, he almost ran into a 
distinguishad-lookiiig man walkmg brigkly across Main 
Street. • 

it was Mr. Worthington I ” said Cynthia, looking after 
MM;. ' 

But Mr. Worthington had a womed look on his face, 
ahd was probably too much engitsised in his own thmighis 



thJs 

to notice his acqutdntancas. ia £aeti«.'|k*^'^|o^ 

from the Throne itoom, where hfM^heeu to jjhiipki 
that the session was almost ove^ uu% to sisk :li§ 

meant to do about tii« Truro BilJh Jethro- ha# 
him no satisfaction. ^ 

“Duncan and Loveioy iiavo their people paid tOyi^ 
there nightand day,” A. Worthiogtoh lad saiC “ We^ 

f ot a bare majority on a full House; but you don’t seeing 
are to risk it. What ue you going to do about it, Mr. 
Bass?” 

“ W-want the bill to p<ws — don’t you ?” 

“ Certainly,” Mr. Wortliington had cried, ms the edge 
losing his temper. 

“ L-left it to me — d idn’t you ? ” .? 

“ Yes, but I’m entitled to know what’s being done. I’m 
paying for it.” 

“ H-hain’t paid for it yet — hov you ? ” 

“K >, I most assuredly haven’t.” 

*‘B-bi.iter wait till you do.” 

There was very little satisfaction in this, and Mr. 
Worthington had at length been compelled to depart, 
fuming, to the houte of his friend the enemy, Mr. Duncan, 
there to attempt for the twentieth time to persuade Mr. 
Duncan to call off his dogs who were sitting with such 
praiseworthy pertinacity in their seats. As the two 
friends walked on the lawn, Mr. Worthington tried to 
explain, likewise for the twentieth time, that the exten- 
sion <,'f the Truro Railroad could in no way l^en the 
Canadian traffic of the Central, Mr. Duncan’s road. But 
Mr. Duncan could not see it that way, and stuck to his 
present ally, Mr. lovejoy, and refused point blank to call 
off his dogs. Business was business. 

It is an apparently inexplicable fact,. however, that Mr. 
Worthington and his son Bob were guests at the DuiM||m 
tnansion at the capital. Two countries may not be aUma, 
but their sovereigns may be friends. In the present he- 
stance, Mr. Duncan and Mr. Worthingfpn’s railroads were 
mpoaed, diplomatically, but another jpar might see tlm 
'ilmro il^iroad and the Central acting ‘ns one. And Mr. 

■■ ' a 
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Worfchiagtoa had no iritafttion of Baisrifiismg ||n 

Duncan’s friendship. '[Che eititea of Brampton 
awsad one quality so essential" to greatness — tiiat of look- 
fcag into the future^ anti he believed that the time would 
come when an event of soma importanco might create a 
perpetual alliance between himself and Mr. Duncian. la 
khortf Mr* Duncan had a danghter, Janet, and Mi\. Worth- 
ij^ton, as we know, had a son* And Mr. Duncan, in 
addition to his own fortune, liad married one of the richest 
heii'esses in New England. Prudem futuri^ that was Mr. 
Worthington’s motto. 

The next morning (Cynthia, who was walking almut the 
town alone, found herself gazing over a jccket fence at a 
great square house with a very wide cornice that stood by 
itself in the centre of a shade-flccked lawn. There were 
masses of shrubbery here and lhei*e. and a greenhouse, and a 
latticed siimmer-hoiisc: and Cynthia was wondering what 
it would be like to live in a great place like that, when a 
barouche witli two shining horses in silver harness drove 
jmst her aicJ stopped before the gate. Four or five girls 
and boys came laughing out on the porch, and one of them, 
who held a fishing-rod in his hand, Cynthia re€ognir.ed. 
Startled and ashamed, she began to walk on iis fast as she 
could in the opjmsite dii'cction, when she hoard the sound 
of footsteps on the lawn behind lier, and her own name 
called in a himiliar voice* At that she hurried the faster; 
but she could not run, and the picket fence was half 
a block long, and Bob Worthington had an advantage over 
her. Of coarse it was Bob, and he did not scruple to run, 
and in a few seconds he vAtB leaning over toe fence in front 
of her. Now Cynthia was as red as a peony by this time, 
and she almost hated him. 

of all jicoplo, Cynthia WetoereJl!” ha cried; 
“ didn’t you hear me calling after yon ? ” 

"" ’ said Cynthia. 

«•* Why didn’t you stop ? ” 

1 di^’t want to,” «aid Cyntbip. ipla^ the dwtaut 

group on th« mrdi, wlio were waiting tbem. Suddenly 
slut turned to him doiuuidy. “ I didn’t Itnow you were in 
‘ bouse, or in tlie ORpibiil,” sbe said. . 



THE BACK, SEAm-AB® 

' ‘‘/And I didn’t know you wer^” ^iaid Bob^p% 
masculine intelligence the mr iiaunjr of " \vards 

entirely lost, ‘‘If I had jknmvii it, you can Tbet I wmdd 
have looked vou up. Where aie you staying ?? 

‘‘ At the Feliean Houstu” 

‘‘ ” Hiud BoK V ith all tbc politicians ? How did 

you lutplion to go there V 

“ Mr. Bass asked inr* fatlACr and me to t;dme down for a 
few days/' aubwered tyntiua, her color hoightoniug agafe*' • 
Life is full of coutrast.s *a>d Lynthia was becoming awar^ 
of some of tJiciii. 

“• Uncle Jethro said Bob- 

“ Yes, Uncle Jethro/’ sai<i ('ynt.hia. smiling m spite at 
herself. He always made her siniUu - 

‘"Urieie Jethro owns the IVlieau House/’ said Bob. 

“ Dihis h<‘? I hnew he was a greiit maUt bnt I didn^i 
know how great lie was until I canii dowm here.” 

('v uLhia said this so iiinocentiy that Bob re|)ented hM 
flipj)aricy oji the He had lieard occasional remaurlm 

of his elders about Jethro. 

‘"1 diilivt rocaji quite that/' he said, growing red in 
his lirrn. l;neie Jethro — Mr. Bass — is a great man — ^ 
of cemrse. That's what I xueant.’' 

‘‘And he’s a very g<‘ 0 (l man,” said Cynthia, wdio under^ 
stood now Jtf' hatl spoken a little lightly of Jethro, 
ami resented it. . . 

“I'm sure f it,” siiid Bob, eagerly. Tlien Cynthia 
began to walk on, slowdy, and he followed her on the otheif 
side of the fence. “ Hold on/’ he cried, “I hfuon’t said 
half the things I want to say — yet.” 

“What do you want to say?” asked Cynthia, still 
walking. “I have to go.” 

l>h, no, you don't! Wait just a minute — w^ou’t you? 

Cynthia halted, with apparent uuwillingness, and put 
out her toe between the pickets. iThen she saw that 
there was a little patch on that drew it in 

“ What do you want to say ? ” sheYepeated. “ I dpu^ 
believe you have anything to say at alL” And suddeiBiy 
she flashed a look at him that madft bis heart thump. 

- ' / 'fr " /T 
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j do — I swear I he protested. Fm coming 
down to the Pelican to-morrow monung to get you to 
go igr a walk.” 

Cynthia could not but think that the remoteness of 
the time he set was scarce in keeping with liis ardent 
tone* 

have something else to do to-morrow morning/* 
she answered. 

Then FU come to-morrow afternoon,” said Bob, in- 
stantly. 

^‘Who lives here?” she asked irrelevantly. 

“Mr. Duncan. Fm visiting the Duncans.” 

At tliis moment a carryall joined the carriage at the 
gate. Cynthia glanced at the porch again. The group 
there had grown larger, and they wtu’e still staring^. 
She began to feel uncomfortable again, and moved on 
slowly. 

“ Mayn't I come ? ” asked Bob, going after her, and 
scraping tlie butt of the rod along the palings. 

“Aren’t there enough girls here to satisfy you ? ” asked 
Cynthia. 

“ They Ve enough — yes,” he said, “ but none of ’em 
could hold a candle to you.” 

Cynthia laughed outright. 

“I believe you tell them all something like that,” 
she said. 

“ 1 don’t do any such thing,” be retorted, and then he 
laughed himself, and Cynthia laughed again. 

“1 like you because you don’t swallow everything 
whole,” said Bob, “ and — well, for a good many other 
reasons.^’ And he looked into licr face with such frank 
adnuration that Cynthia blushed and turned away. 

t don’t believe a word you say,” she answered, and 
started to walk off, this time in earnest. 

“ Hold on,” cried Bob. They were almost at the end 
of the fence by this, and the pickets were sharp and 
rather high, or he would have dimbed them. 

Cynthia paused hesitatingly. 

^‘Fll come at two o’clock to-morrow,” said he; “we’re 







golBg on picnic tWay. to Daltons BeA 
I wish 'I oomd got out of it /' '■'* '% le ■ ■;,- ir-';;’;- 

Just "then there came a v-.iSb fr^ 

■ ‘^Bobf Bob Worthington : i I;' 

They both tunieii in voluntarily. A;'aleii<£er 
light browxi hair was standing IhciC^ waving at 
Who’s that ? asked f'yntma: ' 

‘‘That?” said in some confusion, ohi‘ ti^ 

Janet Dunoaii.” 

“Good-by,'’ said Cynthia. 

“ I'm coming io-mon-ow,” he called niter btkt she ^ 
did not turn. In a little while she heard tfa*^ carryail 
behind her clattering down the street, its passengtirs 
laughing and joking merrily. Her face biiiTied, fof 
thought that tliey were laughing at her ; she wi.shed With^. 
all her heart that she had not stopped to talk with him* 
at the palings. The girls, indeed, were giggling as the 
caftyall passed, and she heard somebody caU ottt his namd^ * 
but neverth^dess he leaned out of the seat and Waved his 
hat at her amid a shout of laughter. Poor Cynthia 1 
8he <Iid not look at him. Tears of vexation were in her ^ 
eyes, and the light of her joy at this visit to the capital 
flickered, and she wished she were back in Coniston. She' 
thouglit it would be very nice U) he ricii, and to live in a 
great house in a city, and to go on picnics. 

The light flickered, but it flid not wholly go out* If it 
has not been shown that Cynthia was endowed with a 
fair amount of sense, many of these pages have been 
>vritten in vain. She sat down for a while in the park 
and thouglit of the many things she had to be thankful 
for — not the least of whicli was Jethro’s kindness. And 
she remembered that she was to see “ Uncle Tom^s Cabin ” 
that evening. 

Such are the joys and sorrows of fifteen I 



CHAPTER XV 


THE WOODCHUCK SEBBIOK 

Mr, ifeifOB CcTHBERt named it so — our old friend 
Amos who lives high up in the ether of Tomu’s End 
ridge, and who now represents Conision in the Legisla- 
lure. He is the same silent, sallow person as when Jethro 
first took a mortgage on his farm, only his skin is begin- 
ning to resembie dried parchment, and he is a trifle more 
cantankerous* (in the morning of that Tn(miorable day 
when Uncle Tom’s Uabin” came to the capital, Afa os 
had entered the Throne Room and given vent to his 
4efe“nugs in regard to the gentleman in the back seat 
who had demanded an evening sitting on behalf of the 
larmer.s* 

Don’t rltat Iwat all I” cried Amos. ‘'Let tliern have 
their darned woodchuck scs.sion ; tliere woui nt>bodv go 
to it. For cmismhL crisscross contrariness, give me a 
moss-back 1 >cnK, arrut frean a one-hoss, one-man town like 
Suffolk. Liu a-guirf to see tlu* show/’ 

to the Kiiow. lie yon, Aniost^'’ said Jethro. 

Ves, 1 bf^ answered Amos, bittedy. ''1 hain’i a- 
goin’ nigVj the hvaj-H:. lo-rdghtd' And with this declaration 
he d.ej>aro^d. 

i viomkv if lio^really is going? ’’queried' Mr* Merrill, 
lookoig at tlie ceiling. Afui then he laughed. 

“Why shoukhht he go asked William Wetherell. 

Mr. MerrilFs answer to this question was a wink, 
^whereiipon he, too, departed. And \i?hilc Wctherell was 

f ^nderittg over the possible maaning of these words tlia 
onqrable Alva Hopkins entered, wreathed in S'HiUieSt. 
,,and closed th.e 'door ‘behind him*. 

' -tsi " ■ 
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“ lt’« all fi»ed»” lie said, iakii* a 

window, " 

•*®'Seen yom gal — Alvy ^en your ^ 

Mr. Hoj^feins gavt^ a glance at WetM^srelL^ 

Will don't laik»” .iaid Jethro^ and resumed hlmfump^ 
tion through the lac*' curtains of what was goin|^;Ou in 
the street, ■' ^ 

^^Cassaiidrv ’g got iiim to go,” said Mr. HopkiUs. 
all fixeal, a^ sure as Sunday. If it mibses fir^then 111 
never mention tlie g<jvernorship agtain. But it don^t 
nijsa fire,” and the Honorable Alva leaned over and put ., 
his hand on Jethro's knee. if it don't miss fire. I get the- 
nomination. Is iiiat right ? ” > 

H Y-yonVe gut seed it, Alvy.” 

That’s all I want to know,” declared the Hoxu>|id^lie 
^IvaV; wiu n you say that* much, you never go back du it* 
And you can go ahead and give the oiders, Jethroi I 
have 1o sea that the boys get the tickets. Cassandry^s 
got 0 liead on her shoulders, and she kind of wants to be !' 
governor, too.” He got as far as the door, when be 
.^turned and bestowed iijion Jetliro a glance of undoubted 
"tribute. You've done a good many spiart things,” said! 
ho, ‘‘ but i guess you never beat thisyand never 

*vH-hain't done it yet, Aivy,” answered Jethro, Btipl 
looking out througli the window curtams at the evei; 
changing gronjKS of gentleiaen in. the street* These; 
groups ha<l a ne\er ceasing in||prest for Jethro Basa^ 

Mr. Wethereil didn't talk, but had he been the mcml 


incurable of gossips lie felt that he could liave donec^no 
darnage to this mysterious affair, whatever it w^as. In a 
certain event, Mr. Hopkins was promised the governor- 
ship: so much w^as plain. And it was also evident that. 
Miss Cassandra Hopkins was in some way to be instru- 
mental, William Wethereil did ^not like to ask Jethro, 
but he thought a little of sounding J^i*. Merrill, aiidl 
theo he came to the conclusion that it wbufd be wdsSr f5r 
.hiti; not to know- 

« Er — Will,” said Jetliro, presently, ^‘yoii know Heth 
Sut^ton -H-* Speakei' Heth Sutton ? ” 



cosisibif 

w^plda’t mind'-askih’ hitii to si0}>'''lll^llad 
before tbo efe|ptou — if he was comiu’ by -t# wduld yoi|f 
0^-ainl^i^ot/' i' " 

,;'w Kj* if 'be. was .coinia^ by,” s^dd J ethro- , _ 

MW' ‘Vk^etl'iereU fdond Mr, S|>eak6r ..Ration" glued to a 
pillar:: itt tiil; retunda helow. He had'^iome didioidtj^ in 
bre*:|d^i#ib'i’oug tlie tliroiig that pressetl aroimd him, 
aiid stili 'Mere iu attracting ius atteritioo, as Tdr, SattMi 
took of notice <»f tin? (orslomary form of placing 

cttie’s haittcT anclcr his elbow and pressing gently up. 
Sumitoning up his courage, Mr. WetWrell tried the^seo 
ond nictbodoi seistiug him by the buttonhole, lie paused 
in bis harangue, one harid uplifted, and lurnetl and glanci^d 
at the storekeeper atetraetedly, 

Mr, Hass asked mo to tell jou to drop into Ntnnber 7/^ 
said M^etherell, and added, remeuibering express imtruc- 
tious, "‘if yon were going by.” 

Wetlierell luid not autieipaied the magical €‘fTeet this 
casual message would have on ^fr. iSulton, nor liad he 
thought th4t so large and dignified a body would move 
go rapidly. Before the astonished geutlciueii who luul 
penned ^im in could 4i?aw u br^?ath, Mr. Sutton had reached 
tb© stairway tuid was immniing it with an agility tliat 
did him credit. Five nainutes later Wetlierell saw the 
Speaker descending again, the usually irnpressiic (juality 
of his face slightly tnodifi^ by the twitxdiing of a smile, 
f:' Thus the day passed, aiSi tlie gentlemen of the* liovejoy 
and Duncan (actions sat as tiglit as ever in their seatE» 
and the Tfux\) Franchise >)ill still slumbered pndisturbed » 
'in Mr. O'l'iauncey Weed’s committee. 

At supper ibcu c was a decided festal air about the din- 
ing room 'of the Pelican House, tlm little band of agri- 
cultural gentlemen who wished to have a se%iou not being 
patrons of that exclusive hot.el. Many of the Salons Ijtad 
sent home for theif wives, that thoy might do the utmost 
Justice to the Fbiuorabte Alva\s hospitality. Even Jet||rb, . 
as ha ate his crackers and luwl a new coat with bright 
brass buttons, and, who wore a iiwh -giugmini 
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which Sukey Kitfrc3g^jtrf 
stgOi’-eh fai- relented 'in <.»fc!‘o|fe0’f4|f 


aiai« nnnameiii' i>i * noMi 

betide ^e future g-ovt^rnor, 
“ NorthAsteru BlSlroitd, Mr 


tie ik^ced bow at%wr tnroafeC '■ ’■ ' v 

Tto middle cable xuaer the chandUdi*^ wtiPlwi#»»A 
diate tifinajiieiit of Mias Osianandra llopkuia* Ai^^thisS^I^ 

sat the president ■^1, thS 
ir. Ijovejojv.as <fee e«^ oi 
the i^vAdng sate]1t‘(!s. People began to say'dlu^^r. 
T^pv^sjoy was liooked at last, now that h<.' had los^ his , 
in'fiOclx ati nnfwicoai. table fasliiun as to pay hi^^j^Onii in 
public; and it was very g< neralhr Iniown that gfe was-to 
make One of the ilonorabli* Alva s immediate' party at' the 


}»erformanee of “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” ; 

Mr. Speaker Sutton, of course, would have to forego th# 
{deasure of tlie tiioatro as a penalty of his bigli positiep. 
Mr. Merrui. who sat at Jidhro’s table next to Cyv^SA 
that evening, did a great deal of joking tnth the Honfir- 
able, ifeth nlxMii having to preside over a woodchuck sfes- 
aioii. which the Speaker, so Mr. Wetherell thought, took 
in astouisbingly good part, and seemed very willing to 
main' the gresit .saci.ii'jce wliieli lii.s duty required of him. 

After supper .Mr. Wetherell took aseat in the rotunda. 
A.S an observer of human tiHiurt'. he begun t^nd A 
fascination in watching the group of pbHtifians th^ije. 
of all he CTK ouiitereu Mr. Amos Cuthbert, his Uttle cimU, 
bkt k oyes biiraing brightly, and he was looking very* 
irritable indc-d. 


“80 you’re going to the show, Amos'?” remarked the 
storekeeper, with ;m attempt at cordiality, ^ 

, ’iPo bis bewilderment, Amos turned upon him tierceiy. 

“ Wh't said 1 was going to the show ? ” be snapped. 

“Yoiiyour.self told me.” 

“ You’d ought to know w'hether I’m a-goin’ or aot,” 
said Amos, and walked away. , ■ 

While Mr. Wethewdl sat medilftting upon this iOAX- 
plif able retort, a reti red, seholarl yd ooking geutleman with 
AWWte beard, wlio w<>re siiectaj^pp, came oiitof the d®or 
letMWQg from the barber shop, UMlIiquietly took a seat be- 
side him. 'The storekeeper's aApion wa» next distraeted 
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by the sight of on© who waii^frod slowly but ceaselessly 
froBi:’ group to groups up his Ihm Is behind, and 

halting always in the rear of the speakers. Neetlless to 
say liitit this was our friend Mr. Bijah i^ixby, wdio w^as 
foUbwing oat his celebrated taeiiCvS of ‘\going along by 
wbtjfe they were talkin’ sly.” Suddenly INIr. Bixby’s eye 
alighted on Mr. WethereU, tvlio l>v a stretch of iinagina- 
Mon foneeived that it <^x])re.sse<l both astonishment and 
approvah although he wiis wholly at a loss to understand 
tiics© iif)©li:timents. Mr. Bixby wdnked — Mr. Wethereif 
was sura of that. But to his surprise. Bijah did not 
pause in his rounds to greet him. 

Mr, Wetherell was bcginriing to be deciihally uneasy, 
a?ijd was about to go upstairs, when Mr. Merrill came 
down the rotunda wfdstliug, with his hands in his pock- 
ets. He stopped wdilsUiiig when he spied the ston^keeper, 
and a}>{>roacheit him in his usual hearty manner. 

Well, well, this is fortunate," said Mr. Merrill ; ^^how 
are you, Duucaii ? I want } t)Uto kmo\ Mr. WfUte rell. 
Wetherell writes that weekly letter for the (hi^fnlian you 
were ©peaking to me ai)oui last year. Will, ihis Mr. 
Alexander Duncan, president of the ‘(.’entni!/ " 

**H 0 wd<» you do, Mr. W'ethereU /" sail! the scholarly 
gentlciuan with the sjrtu*tacles, putting out his hand, 
‘‘I'm glad to meet yoiu very glad, indeed. I read your 
letters wit!) the greatest pleasure.” 

Mr. Wetherell, as lie tot'>k Mr. Duncan’s hand, had a 
variety of ciii«:»tif»n.s which may lw3 imagined, and need nc4 
down in parti(!tdat. 

'‘‘Funny thing,” Mr. Mcrriil contiBued, “I was looking 
for you, DiUican, It occurred to mo tliat you would like 
to meet Mr. Wetherell. I wius afraid you ware in Bos- 
ton.” 

“I have Just got back.” said Mr. Diirnmn, 

I isyaated Wetherell to see your library. I was telling 
him about’it.” * * ^ ^ 

“I shouid/be daligbted tn show it to him,” answered 
Mr. Duncan. That library^ as is well known, wm a spe- 
cial weakness of Mr. Duncau's, 
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Poor William WethereU, Iras qmt« <%rtN|Mi8Mgl 
by the fact that the great ifil' D Acan : bad 
his letters aM likM them, Wuldf initc^a mid- 

hie word* Almost bi;iore be rtalized wbat llsd top- 

B ^ned be was following Mr. Duuc^n out of the FcAioauf 
oa»e, wheB the storokeej^er waa mystified once moue T>y 
a imdge and another Mrink from J^r. Bixby, conv^u^ 
unbounded admiratioo 

“Why don't you write a book, Mr, Wetherell?^^ 
inquired the railroad president, when they were Crossing 
the park. 

“I don’t think I eould do it,’' said Mr. Wetberiill, mod^ 
estly. Such incense was overpowering, and he 
ately forgot Mr. Bixby. 

“Yes* yon can,’ said Mr. Duncan, “only you doa^t 
know i t. Take y our letters for a beginning. Yori can draw , 
pe(»[>le well enough, when you try. There was your de*;*; 
scripiion of the lonely hill-farm on the spur-— I shallalwayt 
remember tin t: the gaunt fanner, toiling every minute 
between sun uud sun; the thin, patient womm beading to 
u, task that never changed or lightened; the children grow- 
ing up and leaving one by one, some to the cities, some to 
the West, until the old people are left alone in the eyeeing 
of life — to the sunsets and the storms* Of course you 
must write a book.” 

Mr. Duncan q noted other lettere, and William Wether- 
ell thrilled. Foor man! he had had little enough incense 
in Jiis time, and none at all from the great. They oatne 
to the big square house with the cornice which Cynthin 
had seen the day before, and walked across the lawn 
through the open door. William Wetherellhad a glimpse 
of a great drawing-n^om w ith high windows, out of which 
was wafted tho sound of a piano and of youthful voices 
and laughter, and then he was in the library. TH^lii-ought 
of one man owning all those books overpowea^ mm. 
There they were, in stately rows, froiisi the floor to the high 
ceiling, and a portable lailder with %hich to reach them* 

. Mr. Duncan, understanding per||ip8 something of the 
storekeeper’s embarrassmenti proc^ded to take uown hli ^ 
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troajsurea: first editions from the shelves, mid folios and mis- 
sak from drawers in a g^reat iron safe in one comer and 
laid them on tlie mahogany desk. It was the railroad 
president’s hobby, and could ha find an appreciative 
guest, he was iiappy. it need scarcely hv said tlmt he 
found William Wetherell appreciative, and posseBsed of 
a" knowledge of Shaksperiaiia and other matters tliat 
astonished liis host as well as pleased him. For Wetli* 
erell had fiumd Jiis tongue at last- 

After a while Mr. Duncan drew out las watch and gave 
a start. 

]]y George! he exclaimed, ‘Mt/s eight o’clock, 

rii have to ask you to excuse me io-)iighu Mr. WvO hcridL 
j’d like to show you lht‘ rest of them — you come 

around to-morrow afternoon?” 

Mr. Wethcrell, who hml forgotten his own eugagfunent 
and ^dJnclc l orn’s Cahim” said he would be happy Uu, 'nine. 
And they went out together and begun to walk lowartl 
the :Si.ate House. 

‘vlt isnl often 1 find a man who knows an^ihing 
at all about these thiagn,” cyontinued Mr. Duncan, whose 
heaiii was quite won. “Why do you bury yourself in 
Conkion ?” 

“ I went there from Boston f<.>r luy health,*’ saitl tlm 
8torekee[>er. 

Jeliu-o Bass lives there, doesn’t he ?*’ said M,r. Dunea-n, 
with a laugh. “ But I su|)pose yon don’t know anything 
about politics.” 

“1 know yjoihing at alh” said Mt\ Wetherell, which 
was quite true. Hc^ had \mn in dreamland, but now ih(^ 
fact struck him again, with something of a shack, that 
this mild-mannered' gantleman W’as one of those who had 
been paying certain legiaktors to. remain, in their seats. 
Wethereli thought of speaking to Mr. Duncan of hk 
frldnckhin with Jethro Bass, but the occasii^n passed. 

I wish to heaycm I iUdu’t ' Ijuave to kno^v anything 
about policies,” Mr. Duncan w'as saying; “they dii|(usime. 
Ttero’s a littb matter on now, about an cxtenHion of the 
'Truro Railrc^ to liartimh, whiah wouldxi’t interact 
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yoa, but you can’t conceive wl^t a '■^uwano 0 ':tt to ,' 

watch that Hoase day and ni^t, .lill’veihajl to, It’a no 
Joke to have that townaman of ycuia, J^ thfo Bae8,opp .~ad 
to you, I wou^t say unyihlog ngaiast liirw, ior ho t»ay be 
a itwnd of yours, and "I ha^e to use hw sometiuies my- 
HelV* Mr. Duncan sighed. ^It/s ail very sordid md 
annoyitig. Now this aYcning, for inst^ncra, vhen 
might have enjoyed i/urj^'clvea witli those books, I’ve got 
to go to tlie HcciijCiH' just betmuse some backwoods farm-''''' 
era want to Uilk about woodchucks. I suppetse it’s fool- 
iali,” said Mr, Duncan; ‘‘but Bass has tricked us so ofien 
that I’ve got into tJu^ Itabit of being watchful J should 
have been here twenty miiiutes agol’ 

By this time they iiad c.ome to the eitirance of the State 
House, and Wethereil folknvetl Mr. Dunciui in, to have a 
look at tlie woodchuck Ksession himself. Several members 
liurric<l oy and iif) the stairs, sotne of them in their Sun- 
day biiick"; anii the lobby above seemed, even to the 
storekeeper’s ui:j>ractisod eye, a trifle active for a W0‘.>d- 
chuck Hes.iion. ^h\ Duncan muttered something, and 
quickenerl liis g;,rt a little on the steps tliat led to the 
gallery. Tim place was almost empty. Tl ey went down 
to tho rail, and the railroad picsident cast his eye over 
the House. 

‘‘ (iood God I * be said sharply, “there’s almost a quorum 
here. ’ He ran his eye over the members. ’•"There is a 
quorum here,” 

Mr. Duncan stood drumming nervously with his fingers 
on the rail, seanniag t he heads Delow. The members were 
scattered far and wide through the seats, like an army 
in open order, listening in silence to tire droning voice of 
the clerk. Moths burned in the gas flames, and June- 
bugs hummcil in at the high windows and tilted against 
the walk. Then Mr. Duncan’s finger nails whiteiied as 
his thin hands clutched the rail, and a sense of a pending 
event was upon WeiherelL Slowly Jhe realked that he 
was listening to the Speakers deep'woice* 

‘ The Committee *on Corporal h'>n4 to whom was re* 
ferwi House Bill Number 109, Ad; 
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tht IViifV Railroad to Jfanmoh, having cotisiderad the 
earner report the eaiije with the following reiiolution : Re- 
solved^ tliat the bill ought to pase. Cimtincey Weed, for 
the Coiuraittee/ ” 

The Truro Franchise ! The lights danced, and even 
a sudden weakness came upon the storekeeper. Jethro’s 
trick ! The Duncan and Lovejoy representatives in the 
theatre, the adherents of the bill here ! WethereU saw 
Mr. Duncan beside him, a tense figure leaning on the rail, 
calling to some one below. A man darted up the centre, 
another up the side aisle. Then Mr. Duncan flashed at 
William WethereU from his blue eye such a look of anger 
as the storekeeper never forgot, and he, too, was gone. 
Tingling and perspiring. WethereU leaned out over the 
railing as the Speaker rapped calmly for order. Hysteric 
laughter, jningled with hoarse cries, ran over tlie ilouse, 
but the Honorable Hath Sutton did not even smile. 

A 4o2en members were on their feet shouting to the 
chair. One was recognized, and that man WethereU per- 
ceived with amazement to be Mr. Jameson of Wantage, 
adherent of Jethro’s — he who had movt*d to adjourn tor 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” ! A score of members crowded 
into the aislCiS, but the Speaker's voice again rose above 
the tumult. 

The doorkeepers will close the doors ! Mr. Jameson 
of Wantage moves that the report of the Committee be 
accepted, and on this motion a roll-call is ordered.” 

The doorkeepers, who must have been inspired, had 
already slammed the doors in the faces of those seeking 
wildly to escape. The clerk already had the little, short- 
legged desk before him and was calling the roll with in- 
credible rapidity. Bewildered and excited as WethereU 
was, and knowing i||(t Ul'tl® of parliamentary law as the 
gentleman who had proposed the woodchuck session, he 
began to form some sort of a notion of J ethro’s general^ 
ship, and he saw that the innocent rural members who 
belonged to Duncan and Lovejoy’s faction had tried to 
away before the roU-call, destroy the quorum, and so ad* 
journ the Hoqae* , These, needless to say, were not pair* 
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liamentaHaiis, "either. They had' Jacked a leMer,' 
were efcmiued by "the Buddentn^se of the omypgi ^ -ti, 'tod 
had not xnowd ^tiickly enough. Like trappy a,mw^ 
they wandered bho Jly about wr a ;ew and then 

sank down anywhere. Each ins wercd tha rolhcaii 
lenly, out of necessity^ for every <ine of them "Wm a miirked 
inan. Then Wetberell remi?ai]^red the two members who 
had escaped, and Mr. Duncan, and Ml to calculating how 
long it would iaie these to reach Fos$er"8 Opera Hooio^ 
break into the luhidle of an act, and gat out enough par^ 
tisaiis to come back and kill -the bilL Mr. Wetharall 
began to wish he could witness the scene ihei^, too* but 
something held him here, shaking with excitement* listeil- 
iiig to eacli name that the clerk called. . * 

Would the people at the theatre get back in time ? i 
Despite William Wirtherell’s principles* whatever these 
may have been, he was so carried away that he found him- 
self witli his watt li in bis hand, counting olf the minutes 
as the rob call went on. Foster’s Opera House was some 
six square?' (list iut, and by a liberal estimate Mr. Duncan 
ami his inlvancH guard oiiglit to get back within twei'jty 
Tuiuutes oi the Ihae he left. Wetherell was not aware 
tlmt people were i ^anifig into the gallery behind him; he 
wa.s not aware that one sat at his elbow until a familiar 
voice spoke dirt'Clly into his ear. 

u Er — Will — held Duncan pretty tight — didn't you? 
Ilo’s a hard one to fool, too. If ever suspected a mite» did 
liCi ? Look out for your watch !” 

Mr. Bixby seized it or it would have fallen. If hia life 
hud depeiided cm it, William Wetherell could not have 
spoken a word to Mr. Bixby then. 

You done well, Will, sure enough*” that gentleman 
continued to whisper. And Alvy’s gal done well, too 
— you understand. I guess she’s the only one that 
ever snarled up A1 Loyejoy so thlit he didn’t know 
where he was at* But it took a fine, delicate touch for 
her job and yours. Will. Godfrey, this is the quickest 
rolLcall I ever seed 1 They’ve got halfway through Truro 
dounty. That fellow can talk fastef than a sideshow 
ticket^seller at a circus.” 






Ttee cterk was, indfled, performing prodigies of pronuncia- 
tion. When he reached Wells County, the last, Mr. Bixby 
80 far lost his habitual mnff froid as to hammer on the rail 
with his fist. 

“If there hain’t a quorum, we’re done for,” he said. 
“ How much time has gone away ? Twenty minutes ! 
Godfrey, some of ’em may break loose and git here in 
five minutes ! ” 

“Break loose?” Wetherell exclaimed involuntarily. 

Mr. Bixby stirewod up his face. 

“You understarul. Aoeidents is" liable to liappen.” 

Mr. Wetherell didn't understand in the least, but just 
theu the clerk reached tlie last name on the roll ; an in- 
stant of absolute silence, save for the June-bugs, followed, 
while the assistant clerk ran over Ins figures deftly and 
handed them to Mr. Sutton, wlio leaned forward to reccivu 
them. 

“One hundred and twelve gentlemen have voted in the 
affinnative and forty-eight in the negative, and the rejmrt 
of the Committee is accept<MJ.” 

“Ten more’ll a quorum I ” ejaculated Mr. Bixby, in a 
voice of thanksgiving, as the turmoil below began again. 
It seemed as though every man in the opposition was on his 
feet and yelling at the chair: some to adjourn; some to 
indefinitely postpone; some demanding roll-calls; others 
swearing at the.se — for a division vote would have opened 
the doors. (Jthers tried to get out, and theii ran down 
the aisles and called fiercely op the SiMjaker to open the 
doors, and threatened him. But the Honorable Heth 
Sutton did not lose his head, and it may be doubteil 
whether he ever appeared to better lulvantage than at that 
moment. He had a voice like one of the Clovelly bolls 
that fed in his own pvstures in the valley, and by sheer 
bellowing he got silence, or something approaching it, — 
the protests dying down to altum; had recognized another 
friend of the bill, and was puttiitg another question. 

“ Mr. Gibbs of Warebam moves that the roles of the 
House be ao far eoapended tka;t this hill he read a second 
and, third time by its mid be pot upon its final pail* 
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sag€ this time. And on ftis .iiibtioii,** l|r^- 

Sutton, above tbe tide of rising Yoice««'*M,hfe jea» ted 
najB are called for* The d&orkLeperi< wiB ^ceep the ^^ors 

Abbey of Ashburton/’ , 

Th^ nimble clerk had bognn on the roE almost 
the Speaker was through, and cheokel off the itame. 
Biiah Bixbv mopped his brow with a blue pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

"'‘My God,” he said, '^what a risk Jethro’s tool 1 they 
can’t git through another roll-call. Jest look at Heth I 
Ain’t he carryin’ it magnificent? Hain’t as ruftleJ as I be. 
Tvc kiiovn^ti him ever seuce he wahn’t no higher’n that 
desk. Never would have b’en in politics if it hadn’t b’en 
for me. Fanny thiiiig. Will — you and I was so excited 
we never thought to look at the clock. Put up your 
watch, Godfrey, what’s this ? ” 

The aoise of many feet was heard behind them. Men 
and women were crowding breathlessly into the gallery. 

"vDidn t take it long to git noised araoimd,” said Mr, 
Bixby. “Say, Will, they’re bound to have got at *em in 
the tliea'tre. Don’t see how they htdd ’em off, c-cussed if 
I do.” 

11)0 seconds ticked into minutes, the air became stifling, 
for now the frout of the gallery was packed. Now, if ever, 
tlic fate of tin? 1>u”o Franchise hung in the balance, and, 
p rhaps, the rah^ of Jethro Bass. And now, as iu the dis- 
tance, came a faint, iuilofiiiable stir, not yet to be identitied 
by WetherelTs ears as a sound, but registered somewhere 
in his brain as a warning note. Bijah Bixby, as sensitives 
as he, straighieued up to listen, and then the whispering 
was hushed. The members btdow raised their heads, 
and some clutched the seats iu front of them and looked 
up at the higli window.s. Only the Speaker sat like a 
wax statue of himself, and glane^ neither to the right nor 
to the left, 

“ Harkness of Truro,” said the clerk. 

“ He’s almost to Wells County ag^n,” wliispered Bijah, 
excitedly. “I didn’t calkte he coull do it. WiE ?” 
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.“Yes?” 

“Will — you hear somethin* ? ” 

A distant shout floated with thie night breeze in at the 
windows ; a man on the floor got to his feet and stood 
straining : a oommotion M^as going on at the back of 
the gallery, and a voice was heard crying out : — 

“ For the love of God, let me through ! ” 

Then Wetlierell turned to sec the crowd at the back 
parting a little, to see a desperate man in a gorgeous white 
necktie fighting his way toward the rail. He wore no hat, 
his collar was wilted, and his normally ashen face had 
turned white. And, strangest of all, clutched tightly in 
his hand was a pink ribbon. 

“It’s Al Lovejov,” said Bijali, laconically. 

Unmindful of tbe awe-stricken stares be got from those 
about him when hi.s identity became known, Mr. Lovejoy 
gained the rail and shoved aside a man who was actually 
making way for him. T./eaning far out, he scanned tlie 
house with inarticulate rage while the roll-call went mo- 
notonously on. Some of tlie members looked up at him 
and laughed ; others began to make frantic sigtts, indica- 
tive of helplessness ; still others telcgupiphed him obvious 
advice about reenforcements which, if anylhiug, increased 
his fury. Mr. Bixby was now fanning himself with the 
blue Imndkcrcliifcf. 

“■ I hear ’em ! ” he said, “ I hear ’em, Will ! ” 

And he did. The unmistakable hum of the voices of 
many men and the sound of feet on stone flagging ^ook 
the silmit night without. The clerk read oif the Ikst 
name m. the roll. 

“ Tomjfidna of Ulster.” 

His assistant lost no time now. A mistake would have 
been fatal, but he was an old hand. Unmindful of the 
rumble on the wooden stairs below, Mr. Sntton took the 
list with an admirable delibemtioo. 

“ One hundred and twelve gentlemen have vote<l in the 
affiimative, forty-eight in Ihe tm^^ve, the rules of the 
House are susftended, wid ” fthe «Seifk haying fcww mu^ 
bled ilie title of the hill) “ tib is i Shall the hill 
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jmssi'? many as ax« oiE. opinion tih6_bi}j|p,4b 

say 4y<?' contrary niin(ie(i i ’* 'I 

Feet were in the House cortldt <* poxvjjindi vo^as tiww 

there, and Bf»iBes th^i miiiit hare teen ytn^ um 

lH;atit/g of (l.cx>r Ahnoft every memlfer w^n #t«nid-* 

iiig, iUjd it seBined as if thev were ail ahoutiug, - - 
sojKil }‘vi -. ‘Hhckery/^ ‘‘open the do'Ora/\ 

Bijdh was siowdy squoearing the blood out;, of Wiiliaiii 
Wetherell’8 arm. • 

Jlie <loorke(‘pers lias the freyr? i*n their I*" Mn 

had to shout, for once. 

Even then tlite Speaker did not flinch. By a seeinfeng 
miracle he got a semblance of order, recognised his man, 
and his great voice rang through the and drowned 
all otiier sounds. 

And on ihis question a roll-call is ordered. Th£ door*- 
keeper rill the doorf^T^ 

Tium, as in reaction, the galh i} trembled with a roar 
fif hiugliter. But Mr, Sutton did not smile. The clerk 
scratched olT the names with lightning rapidity, scarce 
waiting for the answers. Every man’s color was known, 
and it w:is against- the rules to lie present and fail to vote. 
The noise iu the edrridors grew louder, some one dealt a 
snuisLsng kick, on a panel, and Wetherell ventured to ask 
Mr. Bixhy if Im, tliought the doors would hold. 

'^They can Irronk in all theyVe a mind to now/’ he 
chuckled ; tlo) Tnuo Franchise is safe.” 

What do you mean? ” Wethcreil demanded exoitediy. 

If a member hainT present when a question is put, he 
can’t git into a roll-call,” said Bijah. 

The fact Unit tlic day was lost wa?^ evidently brought 
home to those below, for the strife subsided gradually, 
and firutlly ceased altogether. The whispers in the gallery 
died down, the spectaiorn relaxed a little. Lqvejoy alone 
remained tense, though he had seated himself on a bench, 
and the hot anger in which he had ei^e wap now cooidd 
in^o a vindictiveness that set the ha^ lines of his tmm 
evea harder. He still clutched* the libbon. The iwt 
part df that famous roll-call was eond&ted m qtiietty that 
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a stranger entering thfe Hoaee Would have suspected noth- 
ing unusual. It was finished in absolute silence. 

^*One hundred and twelve gentlemen have voted in 
the affirmative, forty-eight in the negative, mid the bill 
passes. The 1 louse will attend to tlie title of the bill/' 
An act to extend the Truro Railroad to Harwich/* 
said the clerk, glibly. 

*^Soeh will be the title of the bill unless otherwise 
ordered by the House/* said Mr. Speaker *Sutli>n. *^The 
doorke^pe.rt’ will open the doors.” 

Soitiabody moved t^> adjourn, the motion was carried, 
and thus ended what has gone down to history as the 
Woodchuck Session. Pandemonium reigned. ()ne hun- 
dred and forty belated mem!s*rs fought their way in at the 
four entrances, and mingled with them were lobbyists of 
all sorts ami conditions, residents and visitors to the 
capita!, men and women to w hom the drama of "‘Umde 
Tom’s Cabin** was as nothing to that of the Ihuro Fran- 
chise Bill. It was a sight to look down up<MK Fierce 
wrangles began in a score places, isolated personal re- 
marks rose sibove the din, but your New Knglander rarely 
comes to blows ; in other spots men witli bnnid smiles 
seized others by the hands and shook them violently, 
while Mr. Speaker Sutton seemed in danger of sufiPoca- 
tion by his friends. His enemies, for the moment, could 
get nowhere n<mr him. On this scene Mr. Bijah Bixby 
gazed with pardonable pleasure. 

"‘Oness there wahi/i a mite of trouble a1x>ut the river 
tovvtiH//_he said, ""I had \nn hi my pocket. Will, lei’s 
amhle to the thea'trc. We ought to git in two 

William Mhdherell went. There is no need to go into 
the psyehoiogy of the matter. It. may have iH-^mi numl> 
mm ; it may have l*een temporary tnsaiiity eaUM'td by tlie 
excitement of the battle ho bad witnessad, for his bmin 
Was in a whirl ; m !M’r. Bixby may have hypnotized him. 
As , they wiid,ke<l through /'the #ikin streets toward the 
Ope.rrfc he listened^' perforce’ to Mr. Bixby’s c^om- 

pimxU upon some,, of the uinumetable details which Jethro 



TH‘E 

had planned and quietlh^tesa^ rii^ ont wliile^«iit ^%in, tfee 
windinv of tlie Tiirone Hoom. "A j^reat Hjpjt on 

Williurn Wethereli, but tc^ iu* . 

J'ei lire’s trusted luratenmii.-^ 

M?. liixby one} bad been ctuumaiiJed to.' notify 5^T.ida'' 
r>f tlieir supporters whose fi<lelity hua B^icmey oould to 
absoiutelj depend^f^ upon to atte.fid the Woodchuck Ses- 
sion ; and, further to guard against surprise, this oitier bad 
not gone out unti! i»he la^t minute (hence Mr. Amos 
Cuthlxu't's coudroit). The so ..us of these raeinbers at the 
tlieatre Vnui he(‘ii filieii bv a^^^>Knuodating townsf>eople 
and visitors. ForestaHiiig a posroble vote on the morrow to 
recall and reconsider, there renauned some sixty member,^ 
whoso kyalty was unquestioti. d,, btit whose reputation for 
discretion was not of the best, So much for thejxirlia- 
numtary side of tht affair, whtch was a revelation of 
peTicralship organization to WHliain Wetherell. By 
th ^ time be had grasped it llu , ;cre (^cne in view of the 
lig'hts nf Foster's Oj^iera House* and they |>eroeived, among ’ 
a sjirinkling u' idlers, a conspicuous and meditative gentle- 
man leaning ngitinsl a piihtr. He Indnnxmsly ta;p. and 
ludicrenslv liiir,, his Inuids were In ironsers pockets, 
iind tlic vskirLs of his Sunday bioadchth coat hung dowm 
behind him awry. l>no long foot c*^'c*ssed over the 

other and rcstfsi on the point of the Um-, and his head was 
tilted to one sltle. He had. on the wli^de, (he appearance 
of a rather mournihl st<jrk. Mr. Bixln vppniached hiiU 
gravely, seized hira by tiie lower shoaldtn. ami tilled him 
d*cvvu until ii was possible to sptrak iuiu his ear. The 
gentleman apparcnlly did nut resent ibis, although he 
seeuied in immimmt danger of being upset. 

How be }uiu Feleg ? Er — you km>w Will?^’, 

No, ' said the gentleman. 

Mr. Bixby seized Mr. Wetherell under the elbow, and 
addressed Iiimself to the storekeeper’s ear. 

** Will, I want you to shake hands with Senator Pel^g. 
Hartington, of Brampton. This is Will Wetherell, Peleg, 
— from Cemiston — you understand/’ 

The senator took one hand from his pocket* 
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« Ho%- be ffmf"- be said. Mr. Bixbj wis oBtce more 
pulling ddVn on his shoulder- 

“ H-haow was it here ? ” He demanded. 

“ Almighty fuuay,” answered Senator Hartington, sadly, 
and wavm at the lobby. “ There wahn’t standin’ room 
in the place.” 

Jethro Bass Republican Club come and packed the 
entrance,” explained Mr. Bixhy wijbh a winli. *• You 
understand, Will? Go on, Peleg.” 

“ Sidewalk ond street, too,” continued Mr. HartingUm, 
slowly. “First come along Ball of Towles, hollerin’ like 
blazes. They crupipled hiin all up and lost him. Next 
come old man Duncan himself. ” 

“ Will kep' Dumysn,” Mr. Bixhy interjected. 

“That was wholly an accident,” texciuimed Mr. Weth- 
erell. angrily. 

“ Will wahn’t born in the country," said lilr. Bixhy. 

IVfr. Hai'tmg'toti Iw-stowed on the storckcejter a mourniul 
look, and continued: — 

“Never seed Duncan sweatin’ before. He didn't seem 
to gra.sp why the boys w'as there.” 

“ Didn’t seem to understand,” put in Mr. Bixhy, sym- 
pathetieally. 

“ ‘ For God’s paka,^ntlemen,‘ Bays he,‘ let me in ! The 
Truro Bill!’ ‘The Trnro Bill hain’t in the thea'tre, Mr. 
Duncan,' ssiys Dan Everett. Cpssed if 1 didn’t come near 
laughin'. ‘ 'riiat’s “Uncle Toni’-s ('lahin,” .Mr. Duncan,’ says 
Dan. ‘You’re a dam fwd,’ says Duncan. I didn’t know 
he was profane. ‘Makd room for Mr. Duikmiu,* .says Dan. 
‘be wants to see the sbmv,’ ‘ Fm a-goin* to see you in 
jail for this, Evenftt,’ sayg Duncan. Th<y let him push 
in about half a r(j<l, ami they swallowed Mm. He was 
makin’ such a noise that tliey had to close the dorsrs of the 
thea'tre — so’s not to disturb the play-actors.” 

“Yon understand,” said Mr.Bixby to Wethoj5e!h Wbere- 
ttptm be |jitve another shake to Mr. Hartington, who had 
relansed milxt a sort of funereal medifeition. 

“Well,” resumed that personage, “ there was seme more 
come, hollerin’ about tbe 'Truro Bill. Not many. Gue^ 
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the/ll all git' 

clothm to*md'rit)w. fimn .LNan*'tai| wanted’ |ptf opt* again-: 
but ’twau’t ex^ictly t-;*uivejoiezi!.- C.iUax|«l w mMo- 
catiii* — seamed to air. Wttie mite he 

‘broke loose,' Ouncaa was/’ - 

Tba Honorable Peleg step^d again, m if he were over- 
eome by the recoliectiorA of Mr* Duncar s plight. 
?er~Peie0“3 
Mr. Hartington staii;ed, 

What’d they do? - - what’d they do 7^^ 

** HowM git noti(^6 to ’era ? ” 

said Mr. Hariiiigton, ^'cussed if that z^aim't 
funny. Leifs see, vvhere was I ? ' After a while they went 
ovei i\>tber side of t!?e ::,lreet, talkiu^ sly, waitin’ for the 
mi to cuid. But goldarped if it ever did end.” 

onee Mr, Bixby didn't seem to understand. 

D'fHdn't end ? ” 

No,” explained Mr. ilartington ; seems they hitched 
a kind of nigger min ^ttrel show right on to it — banjos aitd 
tluriguiuajigs in front of the curtain while they was ehang*- 
in' scenes, and they hitched the second act right on to 
th it. Nobody cotoe out of tlio fchea'tre at all. Funny 
notion, walm't it?” 

^ M« Bixby' *s ffu^e took on a look of extreme cunning.' 
He rraileil broatlly and poked Mr. Wetherell in an ex- 
tremely huhid'^lve. portion of his ribs. On such occasions' 
the nasal /Cpiabiv uf Bijah’s voice seemed to grow. 

You see ” he 

Know that buie mart, Gibba, don’t ye?” inquired 
Mr. Ihirtington. 

Airky Gi!*bs, haiidt, iiP? Runs a livery business daowm 
to llutgerj*{. oil Loveioy’s railroad,” replied Mr. Bixby, 
promptly. I know him. Know old man Gibbs well’s I 
do you. Mean cuss.” 

‘"This Airley’s smart— wahn’t quite smart enough, 
though* His iiright idea come a little mite late. Himted 
up old Christy, got the key to hit law office right Kero in 
the Duncan Blm k, Went up throiilgh the skylight, eluinb 
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fbwB ta tfa« roof of RniidalFs sfeore iioKt door, shitmed up 
the lighttiin’ rcni on Mother side, and stuck hia heiwl plump 
into tne Opery House window/’ 

*‘I want to know ! ejaculated Mr. Bixby. 

Somethin’ terrible pathetic was goin’ on on the stage/’ 
resumed Mr. Hiirtingtoiu ’^Hhe folks did a*t sac him at hrst, 
-—they Wits all cry in' and everythin* was still, but Airley 
wahu*t affected. As quick as he got liis breath he liol* 
iered right out loud’s he could : "The I'ruro Bill’s up in 
the House, boys* We’re skun if you don’t git tiuir quick/ 
Then they tell me the lightniu’ rod give vvitv ; anyhow, he 
i^iBe down on Raudair« gravel roof considerable hard, I 
take it.*’ 

Mr. Hartington. apparently, had an aggravating way of 
falling int(/ niottrnful revery and of forgetting his sul>j<'*et. 
Mr. Bixby was forced to jog him again. 

Yes, they did/’ he said, "" they did. They oonte out 
like the Ihea'tn^ wji^ aiire. There was s<»inc tieiay in gtd- 
tiu’ to the street, but not mucdi — nut much. Ail the lUs 
publican Clulw in the slate couldr/t have held hou then, 
and the profanity they used wahn*t csj>ceially telifyin’/* 
Peleg’s a deuc<m— you understaiid/’ .said Mr. Bixby. 

Peh,‘g, where was A1 Lovejoy ? 

^‘Lfnejny come along wdth the first of Vnii. Must bavo 
hurried some — lliey tell me he wm sett in* way demm in 
front alongsifle of Alvy Hc*|#kins*f4 gal, and when Airley 
, hollered out stie HcreiHjIied and clutched on to Al, and Al 
said somethin’ hc/ hadn’t ought to and tore off one of them 
,jv ;;;,k ,'w->gaws she 'wa5>i% covered witiu He W'as the 
A...."'' s sec. Some of the club was crowdcal inside, 
behind the sinits, staridiif up to see the sbAw. Al was so 
anx-ioijg u> git through he hit 8i Dudley in the mouth — 
injured him some. I guess. Pity, wahii’t it ?’* 

*‘Si Iniir/t in politics, you tindc^rit^nd/’ ®iid Mr* Bixby- 
“ (biliate Si paid to git in there, didn’t he, Peleg? 

' ( ’allate lie did/’ assented .Senator Hartington. 

A long and painful paiJUie, There seemed, 

deed^' notlung more to be' ’said. The eoued of -applause 
floated ^out of tlio Opera House doors, aredi^ Wbiph' the 
remaining loiterers were dlustorad. 
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^*Goin’ ill, bh you. Pel0i0^** 

M.'r. llartinjftoB shook his b^d. '"C 

W ill and me had a uotii^ to s6esc*m«hiM'’ of the show*** 
paid Mr* Bixbj^ tJmcm? 7-*r'dlbgiefeidiiiiy. my liicket**'*' 

*^Welh'* Maii'i H^rtingtoii, refioetively^ guilts 

3^oull find sorue of tlie show left. That hain’t b’en hurt 
much, so far as I can a.:;ccrtain/’ 


The next aftorruioi,*, when 'Mr, Isaac D. Worlhingtoii 
hap|Hmcd to sitting alone in the office of the Truro 
Kailroad at the naiatal, there came a knock at tl^c door, and 
Mr. liijah Bixlc cnierccL Now, iru^redibie as it may seem, 
Mr. Worthington did not kti'ov Mr. Bixb>’- — or rather, did 
not remember him. Mr, Worthington had not had at that 
time much t)f an experience in politics, and he did not 
{possess a vr'ry good liicniory for faces, 

Mr. Bi\hv, who had, as wc know, a contidential and 
wiiiiiino muiiiic.r, s ated himselt* in a eiiair very close to 
Mr. W'»i'llii!’gton - - somewhat to that genticmartH alarm. 
How be you said Bijah, l-Fvc got a little bill 
here,, yon loiJ Tstarid.'’ 

Mr. \\'orthington didn’t understaTid, and he drew his 
chair away from Mr. Bixb^^’s. 

don’t know anything about it, sir,” answered the 
president* of the Truro Railroad, indignantly ; ‘•this is 
neither tlu^ nuuuii. r nor the place to present a bill. 1 don't 
want to SCO It ” 

Mr. Bixln moved las chair up again. “ Cal late 3'^ou 
will want to see this bill, Mr. Wortlangton,’^ he insisted, 
not at all abashed, “Jethro Btvss sent it — you under- 
stand — it's eugromed^'' 

WhereupoTi Mr. Hixby’' drew from his capacious pocket 
a roil, tie<l with white ribbon, and pressed it into Mr. 
Worthington’s Ijands. It was the Truro Franchise Bill. 

It is safe to say that Mr. Worthington understood. 
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CYNTHIA LOVKI) YOfJ 

Thkek certain instroments used by scientists so 
delicate that they have to be wrapf^d in cotton wool and 
kept in dustless places, and so sensitive that the slightest 
shock will derange them. And there are certain souls 
which cannot stand the jars of life — souls created to 
register thoughts and sentiments too fine for those of 
coarser construction. Such was tlie soul of the store- 
keeper of Couiston. Whether or not lie was one of those 
immortalized in the famous Elegy, it is not for m to say. 
A celebrated poet who read the letters to the Guardian 
— at Miss Lucrelia Pcnniman’s request — has declared 
Mr. Wetherell to have been a genius. He wrote those 
letters, as we know, after he had piled his boxes and 
rolled his barrels into place; after ho had added up the 
coluinns in his ledger and recorded, each w^eek, the small 
but ever increasing deficit which he owed to Jethro 
Could he have been removed from the barrels and the 
ledgers, and the debts and the cares and the implications, 
what might we have had from his pen ? That will never 
be known. 

We left him in the lobbj" of the Opera House, but he 
did not go in to see the final act of Uncle Tom's Cabin.” 
He ma<le his way, alone, back to the hotel, slipped in by 
a side entrance, and went directly to his room, where 
Cynthia found him, half an hour later, seated by the open 
window in the dark. 

Aren’t you well, Dad ? ” she asked anxiously* Why 
didn^t you come to see the play ? ” 

^ I — I was detained Cynthia, ” he said. Yes* — 1 am 

well,” 
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do#o beside hint And fe% his imd his 

hands* and ihe evobts oi the efettinjir wldeh oa,h^%^ 
lips k< -^U him reniaiaed UQf^kcnu \ y --V 

“ Ytm ought not to have Idft Gsnaton she saitLl; “iJte 
excitement .'9*100 mnch fpr yon. W.e will go batdc to* 
morrow.” , ' ' 

“ Yes, Cynthia, we will go bank to-ineiroir-’* , 

“ In the morning ?’’ . ■ 4^ i " ? ’ 

“On the early train,” said Wethere^ “and now yottV 
must go to sleep. ” ’ . 

“ I am glad,” said Cynthia, as she kissed him good 
night. “I ha%’o enjoyed it here, and I am gljptefm to 
Uncle Jethro for I ringing us, but — but I like Coniaton 
best.” - V; . 

William Wetherel! 00 old have slept but a few hoars. 
When he awoke the sparrows were twittering outside, the 
fresh <;ool smells of the morning were coming in at his win- 
dows. iind the sunlight was striking across the roofis 
through the greet, trees of the Capitol Park. The re- 
momlTance of a certain incident of the night before crept 
into his mind, and he got up and drew on his clothes and 
thrust his few 1 elongings into the carpet-bag, and knocked 
oil Cynthia's door. She was already dressed, and her eyes 
rested searchingly on his face. 

“ Dad, you aren’t well. I know it,” she said. 

But he denied that be was not. 

Her belongings were in a neat little bundle under her 
arm. But when she went to put them in the bag sh© 
gave an exclamation, knelt down, took everyiihing out 
that lio had packed, and folded each article over again 
with amazing quickness. Then sh© maul© a rapid surrey 
of the room lest she had forgotten anything, closed the 
bag, and they went out and along the corridor. But when 
Wetherell tunied to go down the stairs, she stopped him. 
“Aren’t you going to say goodby to Uncle Jethro ?” I 
“ 1 — I would rather go on and rat in the train, Cynthia,” 
he said. “Jethro will understand.” . > 

Cynthia was worrie^, but she did not care to l^v#'is&lf 
and she led him, protesting, into til|| dining room. He had . 
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a mnkiag fmr that they imght meet Jethra but 

oiaJy H few hig-boued countrymen were scattered about, 
attended by sleepy waitresses. Lest Cynthia might sus* 
pact how his heaci was throbbing, Wetherell tried bravely 
to eat his breakfast, fie did not know that she had gone 
out, while they were waitings and written a note to Jethro, 
explaining that her father was ill, and that they were 
going back to Coniston* After !)reakfast, when they 
went to the desk, the clerk stared at them in astonish- 
ment. 

Going, Mr. Wetherell? lie exelaimed. 
find that I ha%"c to get Intck/' st am me it'd the store- 
keeper. Will you ietl me the jimonni of my bill ? 

"Judge Bass gave me iitstnietions that he would settle 
that.^^ 

^‘It is very kind of Mr. Bass.'” said Metherelh ""but I 
prefer to pj^y it myself/’ 

The man hesitated. 

“The judge wdll he very angry, Mr. Wetlierell/' 

^‘'Kintlly give me the bill.” 

The clerk made it out and handed it over iu silciu^o 
Wethereil had in his {>o(‘ket luoiiey from sew'ral 

contributions to the Gnardiaro and he paid him. Tluui 
they set out for the station. Ijougbi tlu'ir lirket'^ ami i/u> 
ried past the s}>rinkliijg peof)le there. rhe little 
train for Trun) was stamling under the ’-Jmds, the hiss- 
ing steam from the hjeonu^tive rising perpemlieular in the 
still air of the inonung, and soon they wen’! in 

»,.>ne of the straight-backed seats. Tlic ear was almost 
empty, for few people were going up that day, aiul at 
length, after what seemed an eternity of wanting, they 
sfhrted, ajid sooJi were in the etjuiitry more — in that 
wonderful Truro valley with its fruit trees and ii.s elover 
scents; with its sfuirkiing st?»eam that tumbled tlirough 
the passes anti mlrror-ed )'.etw«,?en green ni4*arlow- banks the 
blue and wdute of the sky. How \iuitgA\y they drank iu 
the freshness of it. " " " , , 

They reached Truro village at eleven. Ouisidt) the 
little tavern there, after dinner, the green stage wan 
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dmwn tipi Tom tho driver 'm^aelted lus# 1g wli|p 
over the Morgan leaders and they started^ gwaj|ii^in tto 
mud rots jlnd joltiiig over the g:At stcaiee Ulll cropped 
out of the road. Up they climb‘^d| thrmigh aarrpw ways 
in the forest — trays hedged with alder i^d fehi Ond 
sumach and wild grapie^ adorned with oxeye daisi^ and 
tiger lilies, and the big purple flowers which they 1^ 
and loved so well. Ijiej passed, too, wild hikii 
hung with primeval trees, where the iris and the 
lily grew among thelailen trunks and the water- fowl dallid 
to each other across the blue stretefaos. Arid at lenglfe, 
when the sun was beginning visibly to fall, they came out 
into an open cut on the western side and saw again the 
hmg lino of Coaistori once more against the sky. ^ 

Dad,'' said Cynthia., as she gazed, ‘‘don’t yoU' love; it'' 
better iluiU any other place in tbe world?” 

He did. Ibit he could not answ^or her. 

An iiour laoo, from the hilltops aliove Isaac Worth- 
inglOTfi mills, they saw the teri-aeed steejile of Brampton 
churclp and so<^:! the horses were standing with dit>oping 
heads ajel wmt sides v: front of Mr. Sherman’s tavern in 
Brampton Street ; ami Lem Ifallowell, his honest face 
aglow with joy, was Hfioig (Jvntlda out of tho coach as if 
she were a bundle <)f feathers. 

Upon rny word,” he cried, “this is a little might Slid- 
cieii ; WhaUs ti»e matter wdth the capital, Will? Too 
wicked and ated down tliar to suit ye?” 'By this 

time, 't^’ethercll, totu had reached the gi*ound, and as Lem 
Hallowtdi gazcii into his fare the hiUgUter in his died 
away and gave phn^c iu a look of couceriu ''vDoil’t won- 
der ye come l>ackd' ho said, “yoidre as white as Moses's 
hossd'’ 

“Ha isn’t feeling very well, Lem;” said Cvnihia. 

“ Jest tuek«rc;<l, that's all/’ answei^ed Lem; “ you git him 
jighfc into ilw stage, Cynlhy, I won’t be long. ‘Huryy 
tliem things off, ix>m/’ he called, and himself seize#? <l 
huge crate from the kmk of ihe coa^h and flung it on: his 
shoiildar. He Imd his Oargo on ia.a jiffyyoluoked to Lis 
' horses^ and thsf turned into the fa^^liar ^road to Couistem 
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jiast as thia snn was dipping behind the sontl\ «nd of the 
liBounfc&in. 

“They’ll be surprised some, and disappointed some,” 
said Lem, cheerily; “ they was kind oi pianuiu’ a little cele- 
bration when you come Isack, Will —you and Cynthy. 
Amandy Iliitch was a-jfiroin’ w bake a cake, and the minis- 
ter was ealiatin’ to say some word of welcome. Wuhn’t 
goin’ to be anything grand — je.st homelike. But you was 
right to eonie if you was tuckered. I guess tlyiithy 
fetched you. Rias he kep’ store and done it well, — brisk- 
er’n I over see him, Rias was. Wait till 1 put some of 
them things back, aud make you more comfortable. 
Will.” 

He moved a few parcels and packages from Wetherell's 
feet and glanced at Cynthia as lie did so. 'I'lie Toountain 
cast its ^,ist blue shmlow' over forest and pasture, and 
above the pines the white mist was rising from tloui.slon 
Watci- — iLsing in strange shapes. Lem’s voice seemed to 
Wiiham Wetherell to have given way to a world-wide 
siiepce, in the midst of which he sought vainly for Cyn- 
thia ;>.!:d the .stage driver. Most extraordinary of all, i>ut 
of the silence and tlte void came the cliecker-paned win- 
dows of tiie store at Coniston, then the store itself, with 
the great, oaks bending over it, then the dear familiar 
faces, -- Moses and Amandy, Eph I'rescott limping toward 
them, am! lit tie Rnis Richardsiui in au apron with a scoop 
shoved in his han-i, and many others. They were not 
smiling ai tlie storeket^per’s retiirii — they looked very 
grave. Then somelKidy lifted him tenderly from tlie 
stage atid said:' — 

Don t you worry a mite, Cynthy. Jest tuckered, that’s 
idt." ' ' ' . 

.Ilium Wetherell was “just tuckered.” The great 
Dr. ( ule.s. authority on pulmonary troubles, who came all 
tiuj wav from Boston, f ould give no better verdict than 
tliat. It was Jethro Bass who had Induced Dr. Coles 
to come to CJoinston — mgeli against the great man’s incli- 
nation, and txitite detriment of Ids patients; Jethro who, 6n 
receiving Cvulhta’s note, had left tJto capital on the next 



tnun and had 'odmf ' ho 'Cooiston, anid bad;’ at 
Boston Jl^r the specialist. 

“ I do not know^ why I eamev^ saidibe jfcvisician 

to Dr. Abrahiuu Rowell of Tarllitoo,^** I never sonl know. 
There ie aocnedting about that nia® Jethrr* Bam wuleh 
compels you to do his will. He has a most exteaordinary 
penwmality. Is this storekeeper a great triemi of his ? ” 

“ The only intimate friend he had m the world,” answered 
Dr. Rowell'; “ none of us could ever utidersfaud it.3 And 
as for the girl, Jethru Bass ^prdupe her.” * 

“ If nursing «x)uld cure him. I’d trtist her to do it. She’ll^ 
a nat)iral-borii nurse.” 

The two physicians were talking in low tones .^in the* 
little garden behind the store when Jetliro came out of 
the <k>f>rway. , * 

“ He looks as if he were suffering, too,” said the Boston 
physician, and he walked toward Jethro and laid a hand 
uf>on his shouldets. “ I give him until winter, my friend,” 
sa d !.)r. Oolea. 

Jethm Bass Kit down on the doorstep — >on that same 
millstone where lie had talked with Cynthia many fears 
before — and was silent for a long while. The doctor was' 
used to scenes ot lorrow, but the sight of this man’s suf- 
fering unnerved him, and he turned from it. 

“D'doctor?” said Jethro, at last. 

The doctor turned again. “ Yes ? ” he said. 

“ D-doctor — if Wethereii hadn’t b’en to the capital 
■would he liavc lived — if he hadn't been to the capital ? ” 

“ My friend,” said Dr. Coles, “if Mr. Wethereii had al- 
ways lived in a warm house, and had always been well f«MS, 
and helped over the rough places and shielded from the 
storms, he might have lived — longer. It is a marval to 
me that he has lived so long.” 

And then the doctor went way, back to Boston. Many 
times in his long professional li/e had the veil b^n Rfted 
for him — a little. But as he sat iii the train he said to 
himself that in this yisit to the faaml^ of Goniaton he had 
had the strangest glimpse of all. 

William as Dr. ^krlM had j^idletod. 
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from tbit ilrst aharp attack, and one morning tbay brought 
'tip a reeliaiing chair which belonged to Mr. Sattenee, 
the minister* and set it in the w'iiidow. Theremin the still 
days of the early autnnm, Wethertdl looked down upon the 
garden lie had gro’vvn Ui love, and listened to th.O' nong 
of Coniston Water. Tiiere Cynt liku wl'iO had' scaret*ly 
left his sjde. read to hnn from KfaUs an<i Sholley and 
Tennyson — yet the thought grew on her that he did not 
seem to bfar. Even that wonderful passage of MiJtoiiX 
begin So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed, wliiidi 
he always used id l>eg her to repeat, did not seeni to move 
him now. 

The neighbors came and sat with hinu but he wrndd 
not often speak, ('heery Lein Mallowtdl and Jus wile, 
and tk>iisiu Ephraim, to balk about tin* war, hobbling 
slowly up the stairs — for rhetimutism had been added 
to that trouble of the Wilderness bullet now, and llphraim 
was getting along in }?*ears ; and Itias fUcha.rtlson stole up 
in in'®., carpet slipj.’crs e^'and Moses, after ids cliores were 
done, and Arnandy with her calvt*s and <ie1i< aeies, which 
he left untouehcd — though Aniandy nt‘Ver knew it. Yes, 
and Jv*Uiri> came. Day by dav lie w<nild eurru^ sileidly 
inro the iianu.,, (jTid sit silently for a spai*i\ and go as 
silently out oi it. 'Fite farms were neglected now on 
'!dr''»UKa!nl Acre Hil!. William Wetlunadl woii'id take his 
ban,d. and •^•pouk to b?m, but do no more Orin Uiut. 

1 ieo’e vere times wiieu Cynthia leautsl over him, Us- 
lening as ho li, rcaMuni to know^ whether he slept or were 
awake, D' he weih? sW^plug, he would speak her imme: 
im repviUvA it ofte*n in lin>He days, as tbrnigh the sound 
of it him eouifort ; ami he wcmld fall asleep with 

it on his lipH. holding her irand, uml iddaking, |>«rha|>8, 
of that other Cynthia who had tchtlwl and niiraml and 
sliiel (led him in other days. Then she would steal 
down the stairs to Jethro on the di'ieristep : to* Jethro 
who would sit there for hoiim at a time, to the %%mhder 
•■and awe of his neigh boni, Altli?.tngh they know that ha 
ioved the storekeeper as be loved .no i>thar man, his was 
i- grief that they could not ^ 








Cynthia used to go to 3 ethro in the gard^.' '-jlfor 
brought them very ii<?ar together ; at^ 
loved him before, now he had become Cliancfo ina 
her refuge. The first time Oyntnia saw liiia, when the 
worst of the iltoesH had passed and the stonge and 
i;4^rrifyiiig apathy had come, she had hidden her head on 
bis shoulder and wept there, Jethro kept thni ooat^ 
with toe tear stains on it, to Ms dying day, and rtcver 
wore it again. . ^ 

SometimeH — soraetanes I thiiife if he hatih’^t gone to 
the capital, Cvnthy, this mightn't hev come,’* he said 
to her once, 

But the doctor said that didn’t matter, Uncle 
she ansM^ered, trying to comfort him. She, too, believed - 
that something had happened at the capital, : 

‘‘ N -never spoke to you ahrmt anything there — n-nCver 
spoke to you, Oyutiiia ’’ 

‘‘No, nev^er,’’ 'die said, '*He — he hardly 
alh rnc'le Jethro.'' ^ 

One bright morning after the sun had driven away 
the frost, when ihe sumachs and maples beside Conisttm 
Water were aflaiue with red, Hitis Richardson came steal* 


ing up the stairs an J wlusperoij something to Cynthia, 
Dad,” she said, laying down her book, Mr, 

Me rrill. Will you see him!^” 

William Wetherell gave her a great fright. He started 
up from his jiilhuvs, iind seized her wrist with a strength 
which she had not thought remained in his fingers, 

Mr. Merrill ! ' he cried — - Mr, MeHdll here I” 

“ Yes,” answered Cynthia, agitatedly, ‘‘ he’s downstairs 
— in the store.” 

"‘Ask him to come up,” said Wetherell, sinking liick 
again, “ask him to come up,” y 

Cynthia, as she stood in the passag#, was of minda 
about it% She was thoroughly frightened, and went first 
to the garden to ask Jethro’s auvice* But Jetliro, so 
Milly Skinner said, had gone off an hour befo]^ 
and did not know that Mr. Memil h^i-arriveA, Cylithia 
went back again to her jEather. 
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_ : ?'■”, asked We«i«*eH. 

do y^i think yoil%ught to soe him ? He— ^ho 
might exoit^. you,” 

^ 1 insist upon seeing him, Cynthia.” 

Wiliiam Wetherell had never said {mything like that 
before. JBnt Cynthia obeyed him, and presently led Mr. 
Merrill into the rootn. The kindly little railroad presi- 
dent was very serious now. The wasted fat^e of the store- 
keeper^ enhanced as it was l)y the l>card, gave Mr. Merrill 
such a slKJck^that he could not speak for a few monienis 

— he who rarely lacked for cheering words on any occa- 
sion. A lump rose in his Ihroai as he wcmt over and stood 
by the chair and took the sick man’s hand. 

‘‘'‘I am glad yon came, Mr. Meyrill,” said Weiherell, 
simply, I wantiod to speak to yon. Cynthia, will you 
leave us alone for a few ininntes ? ” 

Cynthia %vent, troubled and perplexed, w^ondering at 
the change in him. He had luid something on Ids miml 

— now she w'as sure of it — something which Mr. Merrill 
might be able to relieve. 

It was Mr. Merrill who spoke first when she \\'aB gone. 
WHS coming up to Brampton,” he said, ‘^arni Tom 
Collins, who drives the Truro coach, told me you were 
^iok. I had not heard of it.” 

Mr. Men ill, too^ had something on his mind, and did 
not quite know how to go on. There was in William 
Wethereil, as he sat in the chair with his eyes fixed on 
his visitor's face, a dignity which Mr. Merrill had not 
seen before — had not thought the man might possess. 

was coming to see you, anyway,’' Mi\ Merrill suiiL 
did yon a wi'ong — though as God judges me, I did 
pot think of it at the time. It was not until Alexander 
JDuncan spoke to m6 Iasi week that I thought of it at all.” 

** Yes,” fuiid Wethereil. 

St e,” continued Mr. Merrill, wiping his brow, 
for he fownd the matter even more difficult than he h^id 
imagined, — it was not until Duncan told me how you 
had a.<^d iA his library that I guessed truth — ; that I 
remem&ered myselt how you had acted. I knew that you 
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wei» not c^ixod up in politics* biit I also k|MWr y<»». 
were an littiiiBate friend of Jethro’s, and I tho|^|lp|p 
YOU had beettlet into the ^ret o^ihe WoodehttSk 
I don’t defend the game If ptditdts H i« played* Mr, 
Wetherell, but all cf usyBho are fri<^ of Jeffero’s are 
generally willing to lend a hand in .awf Httle waiKBaY*^ 
mat is ^oiSg on, and have a wactical ^:6 wWn nre osih, 
li wm Bot until I naw you lotting tfewerbesit^^uncaii 
fcimi the idea occurred to me* It didn’t make ii gx'^Ort 
deal of difference whether Duncan or Lovejoy got to the 
House or not, provided they didn’t learfof the matt^ too 
early, because some of their men haxl'Been bought 
day! It suited Jethro’s sense of humor to play tb^ gMEi# 
that way — and it was very effective* When 1 saw you 
tliere beside Duncan I rememborecl that he had spokeiiiibout 
the Guardian hitters, and the notion occurred to me tb 
liim to show you big library. I have explained to mm 
that you were infooent, I — I hope you havea*l|/'laieeii 
worrying/' 

Williaiij sat very still for a while, gaxiag out 

of the wiin uvv, i ut a new look had come into his eyes. 

Jethro Baks* did not know that you — that you had — 
used me? he anketl at length. 

hio/’ replied Mr. Merrill, thickly, '*no. He didn’t know 
a thing about it — he doesn’t know it now, I believe.” 

A smile came upon W<»the rail’s face, but Mr. Merrill 
could not look ut it. 

You have made me very happy,” said the storakeepei*, 
,trtnnoloii4y» ” I — 1 have no right to be proud — I baw^ 
taken hi^moru^y — ' he has supported my daughter- and v 
myself all these years. But he. had never asked me ‘to ^ 
to do anything, and I liked to think ti»at he never would.” 

Mr. Merrill could not speak. The tears were stream-' 
iiig down his cheeks. 

I want yon to promise me, Mr. Merrill,” ha went on 
presently, ‘‘ I want you to jwoinise me that you wiS never 
speak to Jethro of this, or to my daughter^ Cynthia^” 

Mr. Merrill merely nodded his head ^ Still he 

oottld not speak. " 
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T8i»y fliigfet think it was this that caused my death. 
It vrws lioi. I know very well that I am worn out, and 
that 1 should have gone soon in any case. And I must 
leave Cynthia to him. He loves her as liis own child.”- 

William Wetherell, Iiis faith in Jetliro restored, was 
.facing death as he had never faced life. Mr. Merrill was 
greatly affected. 

“ lITou must not speak of dying, Wetherell,” said he, 
brokenly. “Will you forgive me?” 

“ There is nothing to forgive, now that yon have ex- 
plained matters, Mr. Merrill,” eaid the storekeeper, and 
he smiled again. If my fibre had been a little tougher, 
this thing wtnild never hav'e happened. There is only one 
more request 1 have to make. And that is, to iissnre Mr. 
Duncan, from me, that I did not detain him purposely."' 

I will see him on my way to Boston,” answered Mr. 
-IferrilL--- ■ 

Then Cynthia was called. She was waiting anxiously 
in the passage for the interview to be ended, and when 
she came in one glance at her father’s face told Jier that 
he was happier. She, too, wm happier. 

1 wish you would come every day, Mr. Merrill,” slie 
said, when they descended into the garden after the three, 
had talked awhile. “ It Ls the first time since he fell ill 
that he seems himself.” 

Mr. Merrill’s answer was to take her hand and pat it. 
He sat down on the millstone and drew a deep breath of 
that sparkling air and sighed, for his memory ran back 
to his own innocent boyhood in the New England coun- 
try. He talked to Gynthia until Jethro came. 

have taken a fancy to this girl, Jethro,’^ miid the 
little railroad president, believe I’ll steal her ; a fellow 
can’t ha ve too many of ’em, you know. I’ll tell you one 
won't keep her always shut up hero in Con* 
'Iston. She’s much too good to waste on the'' desert air,” 
JPerhapfe Mr. Merrill, too, hsd been thinking of the Elegy 
iliat morning. ‘‘I don’t mem to run down Coniston — 
ifp one Of the luost beautiful plaoea I ever saw. But seri- 
ously, Jethro, you and Wetherell ought to send hex to 
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geliool iin BoatoE after a whil## 

my gkliv and ahe* ean live ia mt house. Am‘t : 

*♦ I)-4oe ' t know hut #imt you pe. ^leve,” Jfeth^ nkiawer^ 
slowly. "'■ ' ,’ .;:; ' -' ,,1 . ■'' 

'‘‘‘I am right,'' dechfed lyfr.'MeTillIf 
ih this, I know It. Why, ^he"s UK© youar owh daught^l 
You r^iaember what I say. I mean it. ‘*Whattare y6tl 
thinking about, Cynthia ‘rV ^ ..j ; ■ Vv', 

I couldn’t leave Jlswl and tJiicle iathro,’’ sh^ sah#. 
‘‘‘Why, bless your soul, said Mr. Merrill, bring Dad 
along. We’li lind room for him. Aud 1 guess Uncle 
Jethro will get to Boston twice a month if you’re tjiore*’^ 
And Mr. Merrill got into the buggy With Mr- ShbriBaU ! 
and <lrovo away to Brampton, thinking of many things. \ 
‘"S-Sieve’s a good man,” said Jethro. C*co]m<5 
here from Bramf>ton to see your father — did he ? 

Yes/' answered Cynthia, “he is very kind.” She 
was ab(;ni to u*!- Jethro wliat a strange differei<^ this 
visit had mad© in her father’s spirits, bi:t some instinct 
kept her silent obe knew that Jethro }iad never ceased 
to reproach himscdf for inviting Wetherell to the capital, 
and she was sure that sometlung had happened ttore 
which Imd disturbed her father and brought on that fear* 
ful apathy. But the a[)athy was dispelled now, and she 
shrank from giving Jethro pain by mentioning tl^ faet. 

He never knew, indeed, until many years aft^ftward, 
what hifd brought Stephen Merxdll to Contston. Whoii 
Jethro vv(mt up the stairs that afternoon, he found Wllliim 
Wetherell alone, looking out over the .j<lrden with a new 
peace and contentment in his eyes, ^iiethnr drew breath 
when he saw that look, as if a great load had been lifted 
from his heart. " , "‘'y, ■ 

“ F^feelin’ some l>©tter to-dhy. Will ? ” he said. 

U am well amiin, Jethro,” replied the ' stcrelcbe;^t?i,v^ 
pressing Jethro’s hand for the first time in montte* 

“ S-soon be, Will,” said Jethro, “ s^oon be.” . , 
Wetherell, who was not s|)eaking bt the Wolmye of th^s 
bodj^ did not answer. ' .,t ' ' 

« Jethro,” he said presently, ** thereiis a little box lying 
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in '’the top^fiiuy trunk over there in the corner* Wil|^ jou 
/’&t it for ms'? ** _ ® 

' Jethro rose unJ the rawhide' trunk and handed 

,;the liiiie rosewood Imx to his friend. Wetherell took it 
and lifted the }\d reverently, witli tliat aatne siulle on his 
face and far^oif iook tii his twen, au,d drew out a euiall 
da<juerre<.)type in a faded velvet frauic. He ga/ed at the 
pk*t>nra a long nine, ainl then he held it out to Jethro; 
afvi ietliro laoke/j at it. and his hand tremhietl. 

It v.;:iS a ineiure of Oyoithia Ware. And wiiu can say 
V hat emotions it awoke in Jethro’s heart? She wan older 
Ilian the (ynihni he inu! known, and yet stie did not seem 
so, Tieo'c n.O'- the same svvem, vuerinai look in ihe gray 
eyes, and • tJic sarnt' evqni^ite |mn;v in the features. He 

,saw her ao'tn - as if ii \vor>^ y.v-'terda,y — ¥.adkiiig in fhc 

goldcTi green 11:4^1 under the advige ina|>!es, and hiruseif 
standing in tlu'* tannery ih'^or he ^'a^v the lact* utnha; the 
poke bcjira’i on tfic roa<i to iiraninton. uud h^nird. the 
thrush smging in the wui^ds. Ami— if he o/odd only 
blot nut tij :0 "•>eene friUn his hfe ! — reuiemhrn'cd hen a 
transfo’ur'M 'd (‘vnthia, — riunemhered that fae-** in the laru 
teru-ii;hht A'iieai l>t had diung leirk ti'ie htood that Kiuuled 
it : .uni that liuir whic'ii he Inid kissed, weu tlmu, from the 
sloet. Ati, (iod. for tlmt iiricfesl of rnonu. uU who liaci 
been ids I 

So he s til rod ;it the pi<‘ture as it lay in the |»ulm of }»hs 
Imnd, and (\nxo! Onn who had been lier hiisbund. Hat at 
Imiftit f-'e started, rts from a dn'oira, and gave it hack to 
WethrreU, wlio was watching liim. Her name had never 
bet;u n;»/nthan:‘d bciween the two 'men, and ^h© had 
l;>eeu ;Ju: our'* woman in iho world both. 

'' Ii 1'., mhi. Wiiunm Wethcr^dh in siningo 

tlrat ^ ‘-h.,. \ have im*"* IhU two frienda in my life. and that 

she shoii ' h-. bcATi on<m'un:l yon the other. She found 
iiH? desiit’U ,• JA.l me i)ack to life aU'i married me, 

and (rs:'ed, h*- slui died. And after that — you 

ua»‘u,d for 

You — y-:,; think oC tSiat, With ’twa!m.A much 

what 1 did'-'^- im 'nom %km my um else w:ouid hev done/* 
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** Il'jwas werythiiig/’ ^flw#red the #^Tekee||r.. 

‘‘eijML of you came between me ao'd d6itanuc«»'i‘ %^[fi€W 
m fttoeihiiig that I have always m.feiit tp l«ll' 

— 8c»meihi|ig that it may baa coniior^ tar. yoti t© feiwafti^'-' 

Cyuthk loved yon/* .>, , __ _ 

Jethro Basf» did not an*-' wen He got upl'and stood in 
tho window, looking oat. . ;/•. 

When she married Wetherell crntijiued 
told me that there ^ was erne whom she iijftd mv^i^hiseii 
able to drive from her neari, And one summer evemiig^— 
how \v<?n I recHll It! — we were walking upder the tm0 
on the Mali and we met my old employer^ Mr. Judaoi^ 
the jeweller. He ])ut me in mind of the young 
man who had come in to buy a locket, and I naked iier if 
she knew you. Stonge that I should Imve remembered 
your name, wasn't it ? It then that she led me to a 
1)6 nch and coofe«ised that you were the man whom she 
could not forget. I uHcd to hate you then — as much’ an'"' 
was in me to hate. Idiated and ieared you w^hen I fir«i|n 
t*.ame to Coni,stoTK lint now 1 ciui tell you — I can eTcn' 
ho happy in t^hliug you.*' 

Jethro IhisH grc^uiied. He put his hand to his throat an 
tliough im witre sidling. Many, many years ago he bad 
worn the locket there. And now? Now an impulse 
seiw‘d him, and lie yielded to it. He thrust his Ipind in 
his coat and <'!rew out a cowhklo wallet, and frdm the 
wallet the oval lixd.ct itself. Tiicre it was, tarnished with 
age, but with that memorable inscription still legible, 
— '^Cynthy,' from Jethro**; nut Cynthia, but Cmthy. 
How the years fell away as he read it ! He Inuiided^tt in 
silence to tlie storekeeper, and in silence went to the win* 
dow aga-iu. Jethro Hass was a niaa who could find ii0>f; 
outlet for hi.‘^ iygony in speech or tears. , . 

Ytfis, * said Wetherell, thought you would 
kept it. Dear, dear, how well I remember it ! And I 
lemember how I patronized you lylen you came Into the 
shop. I believed I should live tO |)e somethi^Eig in the 
wond, then. Yes, she loved vodt JethiC I ean die 
more easilv now that I have told you — it has been on my 
-mind all these yearn/*. ^ 



WilHjua Wetfaerell'u iijuui. for 
the clasp beti become worn witli time, and there wag a 
picture oi little (Ijuithia within: of little Cynthia, — not so 
iiltle now, — a photo^niph taken in Brampton the year 
before. Wetbereli laid it beside the daguerreotype. 

“SShe look8 like herjie i^aid aloud; “but the cluld Is 
!iil»rc vigorouH, more humau — lesis like a Bpitit. 1 have 
always ihougki of Cynthia Ware as a spirit/’ 

Jeihro turned at the words, and came aud stood looking 
over Wetheivirn shoulder at th«i picturcKS of mothtu'’ atui 
daughter. In tlie rosewood box was a hn)(K‘h and a gold 
ring-^Cynthia Wiire's wediling ring — and two small slips 
of yellow paper. William Wethereil opened one of these, 
disclosinga littio braid of l>rown hair, lie fohled the 
paper agaiii and Liid it in the locked, and handed tliat to 
Jethro. 

‘‘ It is ail 1 l;ave to give you/' he said, “but I kiKnv 
that you will cherish it\ and cherish her, when i am gone. 
She — slie has been a daughter to both of us.” 

Yes/* vsaid Jethro, “ I will,” 

Willian) Wetiierell lived but a ftnv tlays longer, They 
iaid liim to rest at last in the little g^rouml which. Captain 
fimotliy Prescott had hewn oat of the forest with Ids axe, 
where (^,ip^aill Idmothy himself lies under Ids slate liead* 
stone wilii the (fiuiint iettenng of liygojui days. That 
same autumn Jeilin> Bass made a. pilgrimage to Boston, 
and now Cyntlda Ware sleeps there, too, beside her luus- 
band, amid the s(*em-s she loved so well. 
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One <lay, in the November following William Watlierell’s 
death, Jethro Ba«s a^^toiilshed Couistori by moving to tho 
little cottage in the village whit'^h stood beside the disused 
taniiery» and which had been his father’s. It was knoupt 
as the tannery house. His reasons for this step, when at 
length discovered, were generally coniinended : they wef«» 
in faids a disinehioilion to leave a girl of Cynthia’s tender', 
age alone on Tbou-sand Acre IIH! while he journeyed on" 
his affairs about the couiitry. The llev. Mr. Satierleet 
gaunt, red*fact j, but the six feet of him a man and a 
Christian, from his square-toed boots to the bleaching 
yeilov' hair aHuu ,i hi‘^ {.<nijp1es, offered to become- her 
teacher. For by this time Cynthia had exhausted the 
resources of ilie little s^'hool among the lurches. 

Tiic four yern s of her life in the tannery, house which 
are now brieflv to be chromcled were, for her, ftiH of 
ha[q>inass and }>^*ace. Though the young may sorrow, 
they do not often inouni, CynUda missed her father ; 
at times, Main the wirnls kept her wakeful at nigli^ she 
wept for him. But she loved Jelhro Bass and served 
him with a chwotion that fdled his heart witii strange 
ecsUisies — yes, and forebodings. In all hk existence he 
had nevt'r km)\vn a love like this. He may have 
agiued it <mce, back In die bright days of his youth; 
but the dreams of its fuHilmant had lallen far short of the 
exqtiisite touch of the reality in whieh he now spent his 
days at home. In Bummer, when ih^ sat,, in the 'face of 
all the conventions of the village, 'under the bufcy 
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ttCHi before the hbus^^ she wcmld feel Ins eyes upon 
inysterioiia yearning in them would startle 
her. Often during her lessons with Mr. Satterlo© in the 
parlor of tlie piirsoriage she would hear a noise outside 
and perceive Jethro leaning agaiirst the pillar. Both 
Cynthia and Mr, Satfcerlee knew that he wiis there, and 
both, by a kind of tacit agreement, ignored the circiim- 
slanoa. 

Cypthia, h\ this period, undertook Jethro's education, 
too. ' Slie could have induced him to study the making 
of Latin verse by the mere askiiig. During those days 
which he spent at home, and which he had grown to 
value In^yond price, he might have beet) »tH3n neatod on 
the ground with his back to the butuunut tree while 
Cynthia read aloud from t lie welL worn hooks which Imd 
been her father’s Ireiusures, — books that took on marvels 
of meaning from her lipa. Cynthia’s powers of selection 
were not remarkable at tliis fyoriod, and porhapN it was j-ih 
well that Bhe never knew tht*. effect of the varirais works 
upon the hitherto untamed soulof her listener. MilioJi and 
Tennyson and l^>ngfellow awoke iii liiiii by their very imisic 
troubled and half-formed regrets; Carlyle's ‘■"Frederick 
the Great'* set up tumultuous imaginings ; but the 
of JaekstUi’^ (as did the story of Napol'Cuu long, 'egol 
stirred all (hat wiis masterful in Ids blood, Uiilcfcterea 
as he was, Jethro had. a powder which often marks the 
American! <d action — a singular grasp of the application 
of any sentern'e or paragraph to his own life ; and often, 
about^ this lime, he UKik away the breath of a judge or 
a semitor by llinging at them a chunk of Carlyle or 
Parton, 

It wm perhaps m well that Cynthia was jiot a woman 
at t.his time, and dmt she had grown up with him, u« it 
were. His love, indeed, was that of a father for a daugh- 
ter ; but it held within it as a core the revived love of his 
youth for Cynthia, her mother. Tender as were the 
manifestations of this loye^ Cynthia never gummed the 
fires within, for there w^as' in .truth something primeval in- 
thc^ tmmimm his paaiaAmi* Bhe was his now — his 
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alone, io eheriah and sweeten tbe declining of lus 
life, and when bj a chance Jethro looked u]^ ^^ler and 
thought ol tile snitor who wa| come in^tlieafJslness of 
h^r years, he burned with a hm red. whioh it m %iven few 
men to feel. It was well for Jethro that the^^e thoaghia 
came not often. 

isoinetimeH, in the su'mamr aftenioons, they ^ took loiig 
drites throngh the town behind Jeihrt'^^ white ^horse;on^ 
buHineas. Jethroa gal,’’ m Cynthia <Jame"t#>ibe MSe^tiopZ 
ately called, held the icina while Jethro went in to talk tc/ 
the "men folk. One August evening founc! Cynthia thiia 
beskle a pnplar iti frunt of Amos Ciitbbert's fatmhouBe^ 
a poplar uiat shiiiunered green-gold in the late tiltemooh, 
and from ihe Iriggy-seat Cynthia lo<^ka<I down upon., a 
ihonsand purple luPtoi^ and nioiintain pveuks of anothlx 
state, 'The view Hrou.se<! hi ihe girl visions of the many 
wojulers' wliieli life was to hold, and she did not hear the 
sharp \'o*u,je beside her until the woman iiad spoken twhse. 
Jetliro f:ume out in the middle Ujc convergation, nodded 
to Mrs. (Jutlibert: and drovtj td'T. 

^‘:0iich? , Jetbro,*’ aj'-iked Cynthia, presently, what is 

‘Jetlu ‘0 Hirin k the horse with the whip, an uncom- 
mon ■Ei^tion witii him, and' ihe baggy' was Jerked forw’^arcl 
sharply over the boiiidexs, 

Er — b'on talkin’ about mortgagest Cynthy ?’* 
he deuuuxded. 

"‘Mrs. Cut hbort, said that when folks had mortgages 
heldov'cr theu> llfey had to take orders whether' they" likad 
thoiii or not. She sM,iil that Amos had U> do whjyfc you 
t(»ld him because there "'wms a mortgage, 'That isn’t so, 
is it?"' 

Jethro did not apeak, PreBently Cynthia laid he? 
hand over his, 

Miu Cuthtert is % spiteful woman,’’ aiie »aid, *•! know 
the reason why iH^ople ot>ey you — it’s because you’re $o' 
groat. And i)addy used to tell me so/’ 

A tremor shook Jethro's frame and the hand on which 
hers rested, and all the way down *the mowatmti valleys 
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to Otoistoh did ii0t apeak af ain^ Bat Cynthia 

was Used to his sil^pccvS, and respected them# 

To Ephraim Prescott, who, as the days went on, found 
it more and more ditlioult to sew harness on account of 
his rheumatism, Jethro was not cuily a great man but a 
hero. For C^aithia was vaguely troubled at having found 
one discoiiteai* She was wont to entertain Ephraim on 
theVlays when liis hands failed him, when he sat suntung 
himself before his door; and she knew that he was honest# 
*•* b'en talkinHo you, Cynthia ? he eried. Why, 

Jethras the biggest man I know, and the l>est. I don’t 
like to think where some of us would ljia\e b'en if he 
hadn’t given us a lift.” 

he has enemies, Cousin Enh,’' said Cynthia, still 

troubled. 


'“What great man hain't?’* exclaimed the soldier. 
*\le,tliroV eiuMnies haiirt worth thinlcin’ aixmt.” 

The tfiought that Jethro had enemies was very painful 
to Cynthia, and she wanted to know who they were that 
she might show them a proper conttMUjU if she met them. 
Lem lialloneil hrusbed mule the subjixd with las usual 
bluff humi*r, and pim-hcd Iter tiheek and told her not to 
trouble her head ; Amanda Hatch dwelt upon tlm in- 
herent weakness in tine human race, and the View Mr* 
*Sat, terlct'.^ faecfl the tpiestion once, during a history lesson. 
T)u: natjoihs heroes came into inevitable coniparisoa with 
Jethro Was Washington so good a man? and 

would not Jethro liave l»een as great as the Father of his 
Country if he hud had the opporl.uniiies ? 

The answers sf)rcly tried Mr. Saiterlee’s conscience, 
albeit he was not a man of the world. , It set him think- 
ing. Ho. lik(‘d Jethro, this man of rugged poM’or whose 
word had bec'.orne law in the state. ' ita knew hmt that 
eide of him whitth ( -ynthiasaw; and — if the truth be told — * 
as a native of Coniston Mr, Satterlee felt in. the bottom of 
his heart a certain pride in Jetfiro. The minister’s opitiiona 
well represented! the attitude of his time. He bad not 
given thought to the «mb|ect- — for such matters had‘ 
come to be taken for gmn,ted# ^ /politician no# waa a' 
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|K>lifeiokn, his ways and standalds mt fro!^ Aose of 
otJief citizens, tod pot to be judged by witihKM j|e pB^ 

of public life. Mr. Saitorlee in 1 #sioX did hot 

then trace the matter to its sotit c4 *bd not ^fleet tbal 
Jethro Bass himself was ..hriost wholly re«j>ouaihle in that 
State for the condition of politics and poHticitoa* 
ton was proud of Jethro, prouder of fdm t^a eVer sin<^" 
hisiast great victory in theI-fegislature^^%IJto br<''.nght.4lm 
Truro llailroad through to Harwich and settled their'to^i'ish , 
man more fivinij than ever before in the seat of power* 
Every statesman who drv>ve into their little mountain'' 
viila^fc and stopped at the tannery htniBe made theif 'blood 
beat faster. yenat'Ors came., and representative^, and' 
judges, and governors, to gir their orders,’* m. Eiaa^ 
Richardson briefly put it. and Jethro could make or mut 
make them at a woru. Euch was scanned from the store 
where Kuih now t cigned supreme, and from the Irarness shop 
acrosjs the road. Some drove away striving to bite from 
their iip: the t<d)«tale smile which arose in spite of them: 
others tried to look happv, despite the sentence of dootn to 
which tJie / had iisteueci 

Jethro Bass ncs indee<l a great man to make such as 
these c^remble or rejoice. When \m went al>road with 
Cynthia awheel or afoot, some took off their hats — ^ 
an iinheanl-oi' thing in t'oniston. If he .siop|>ed at the 
st'Ore. tl'iey scanned his faCe for the mood he was in before 
venturing their rnnarks ; if he lingered for a moment in 
frtmt of the h«;m:m of Amanda Hatch, the whole 'Village 
was H«j vised of the circumstance before nightfall. 

Two pcrsouugoH worthy of men'tion here visited the 
tannery houso during the^^cars that (>nthia lived with 
Jet.bro. The. H<»norHhle Heth Sutton ilrove over from 
Clovelly aitend^-Hl hy luHpnmo minister, Mi\ Biiah ^Bixby. 
Tht? Honorable llcth did not attempt tooonceai th0''ftmiie 
with which he went a'way, and he stopped at the store tong 
enough to enable Rias to produce certain refreahmente 
from depths unknown to the United StaU*.® Iiiternoi 
Revenue authorities. Mr. Sutton shook haiid» with every- 
body, ineluding Jake Wheeler, We}l;|ie might- He eaii»-» 




fe % pfimte dtm% md drove tonil intentep 

uA purpo^^efe a congressman: 'iJie darlitig wiib'of bit lif| 
milised aftcr'beavcn known how mmy eaumises md eoti- 
Tentions of diaa|‘puuitment, when Jethro tiaci judged it 
expedient for om reosOa or ai'u.ifeher that a north country- 
man should go. By the tiine the pair reached Brampton, 
Ghainberhtiit liixby wm iotrodueing hit chief Congress- 
man ^SatUiin and by this title he whs knrH¥n for many 
years to come. 

Aohther day, when the snow lay in great Inllows oh the 
ground and iiiled the mountain valleys, when the pines 
were riisty from the long winter, two other visitors drove 
to Coniston in a two-horse sleigh. I'he suu was sinning 
brightly, the wind held its bre.atl).and tht‘ noon-day ‘warmth 
was almost like that (d spring. Those who know the moun- 
taincounlry will remember the joj^of manysuchdays. Cyn- 
thia, standing in the sun on the porch, breathing deep of 
the pure air, recognised, as the sleigh drew near, t he some- 
what portly geritlcinan driving, and iLe yomig woman 
beside him regaiiy clad in furs who looked patronizingly 
at the taroicry house as she t<K>k the reii,.m. The young 
woman was Miss (,'assandra Ifopkius, unci the ^.portly 
geulhmiain the Hononible Alva liimHclf, patron of the 
dranta, wJio had ^'-ntered upon his governorship and now 
wished to be senator. 

‘•Jethro Ihiss hoiua?^’ he called mit, 

- M,r. B kfis in liome,” ao8w«*re<l Cynthia. The giri in 
the Kleii^h niiinnurecl soinetiujig, hiughiug a little, and 
Cyiilliia hushed. Mr. Hopkins gave a aomewliat pertrup- 
torv kiioek at the door and was admitted hy Millioent 
Skinner, but Cynthia stood staring at Cassandra in the 
sleigh, some mstiuot wjiniins her ol a coming skirmish. 

“ Do you live here all the j^ar round?” 

“Of course.” said Cynthia.. 

Mi«i Ca.s8andra shrugged as Hiough that were beyond 
her comprehension. 

“I’d die in a place like this,” sW said. “No balls, 
theatres. Dfjean’t ytmc; father take you aroand tiae 
state?” 



, ** My father's <iead»*' mi4 ^ 

Your name's Cynthm i^Ptir? Tmt 

know Bob W^iWMngtoin don't yon ? Ife’r gone to .JHtor-- 
viird now<> but' he wa8> a great friend ioioe at And.ot<^r-»^ 
C^ynthia dido t answer. It woahl not bo fair to ^ 
that she felt a pang^ though it might aoici tii the rorriaiine 
of tiiig oarmlive. But Tier dklike'fo^ the girl ia ti»e' 
Bleigii decidedly increased. How was,,, she, |a' h»u‘ iuim^ 
perience, to kn(»w that the radiant beauty in fait was 
the boys at Pluilips -Andf^ver 'called an stager.'*, ^ 

** So you live witl' Jetbro Bass,” was Miss CxassapdraV' 
next rencii-k. .U't's !*icii enough to take you round the 
stale txnd giv«^ you co/cryu-hing you want.” . 

“ 1 jsjtve eV'.a-y thing 1 want/' replied C/yrtthuu ' 4' 

‘‘1 shouldn’t ctili Irdug here having everytliing I 
wanted,” deelarrtd Uojikius, with a coiitemptuaus. 

glance at ila- i-aum-‘vy hotise* 

I aupp'isc y<m ‘vcmldidt/’ said t''vrblna. 

Miss Itcpkins was ticttlod. St.o was <cu of humor that 
ihiv, !,K»Bidcs Sic^ shared some of her falher’s political 
airshition. 1C he Hr>n.t to Washington, she went too, 
‘‘'•Dtdict you k’M J<d:]iro Hass was rich demanded, 

imprudently. Wliy, tuy fathtu gave twenty thousand 
doHiU’s to be govc.rnor, niul Bass lu'UBt have got 

hiiiC *"»{ it,” 'i 
i u nthia’s even were of that pucidiar gray which, lighted 
by lo \'0 v)r anger, ouc'’ seen, are never forgotten. One 
hand, was on ti'ic dashboard of the cutter, t.iie* other had 
sei:-^.cd the seat. Her voice was stready, a?id the three 
worcls she spoke struck Miss Hopkins with startling effect. 

M iss Ht»]?kiu8's )>rcath was Htemlly taken. away, and for 
once aim found u<^ retort. Let it Im said for her that tliis 
was a nc.w expcrmiKjc \>iih a now creature. A dfimure 
couorry i^irl turn into a wdhlcafc before her very : eyes ! 
.Perhaps it was as well for both that the door house 

opened and the Honorable Alva interrupted their talk^ 
and without so much m a glance Oynthia ,he got 
hurriedly into the sleigh ain'i drove 1iY1,ien Cyt^K^m 

turned, the. points of color still liigh her ohcelm the 
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li^tt atdi 8bliiz« in her eT««h she suf prised Jetibiro gazing 
at filer from the porch, and some sorrow she felt rather than 
teheld stopped the confession On her lips. It would be 
untrorthy of her even to repeat such slander, and the 
color surged again into her face for veiy shame of her 
anger. Casssnidra Hopkins had not been worthy of it, 
Jetluro did not speak, but slipped his hand into hers, 
and thus tliey stood for a long time gazing at the snow 
fields between the pines on the heights of Coniston. 
r The next summer was the first which the painter — 

f ioneer of summer visitors there — spent at Coniston. 
le was an unsuccessful painter, who became, by a process 
which he himself does not tcnlay completely undorstuiul, 
a successful writer of novels. As a character, however, lie 
himself confesses his inadet]tiaoy, and the cliicf interest in 
him for the readers of this narrative is that he fell deeply 
in love with Cyntiiia Wetherell at nineteen. It is fair to 
mention in passing that other young men were in love 
with Cynthia at thi.s time, notably Ehen Hatch — history 
repeating itself. Once, in a rnoineul of madness, Eben 
corifes,sed liLs iovc, the painter never did : and lie has to 
this day a ticiicious memory whicli lias made Cynthia the 
heroine of many of his stories. He boarded with Chester 
Perkins, and he was hilmored by the village as a harm- 
less but amiable lunatic. 

The jiai.nter had never ponceived that a New England 
conscience and a temper ^ no mean proportions could 
dwell logelher in the Ixxty of a wood nymph. When he 
hat! first seen Cynthia among the willows by Coniston 
Wate.r. he had thought her a v’vpod nymph. But she 
scolded him for his impropriety with so unerring a choice 
of word.s that he fell in love with her inbJlect, too. He 
spent much of his time to the neglect of his canvases 
under the butternut tree in front of Jethro’s house trying 
to persuade Cynthia to sit for her p<»trait ; and if Jethro 
himself had not o verheard one of these arguments, the por- 
trait never would have been peJnted. Jethro foeusaed % 
look upon the painter. ; 

“ Er — painfor-man, be you? Paint Oyhthy’s pictu^ ? *' 



^ IK THE tASCmKY 

^ , r ' '■. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

' /'’‘♦'But'' I doB^i wdni to**'be i^-' 

won't lb paintodr' ' ^ -jv li t ■ " 

^ ** H*tow • innoti * fot* a good flct tii^ ? 0^3 ' 

the best — ^ only want the best/’ ^ ,. ,/ ,, 

The painter said a few iLings^ with paj’donfth^*' 
the effect — well, never hiind the effect. His remarks in#4e 
no impression wiuitever upon /ethro* ^ 

♦*Kr — paint the picture — paint the piytnro, i*nd flb^ 
we'll talk about the price. Er — wait a mihnte/'' 

He went into tiie house, and they lieard him lumbering 
up the stairs. Cynthia sat with her back to the artisti 
pretending to read, but presently she tamed to him. 

^*rU never forgive you — never, as long as I live,/ she 
cried, ‘*aud F won’t be painted ! ^ 

“ N-not to please me, Oyiith>"? It was Jethro's voieet 
Her look softened. Slie laid down the }x)ok and went 
up to him on the porch and put her hand on his shoulder. 

‘‘ Do you reatiy wjutt it so Tnneh as all that, Uncle 
Jethro ? ’’ she said. 

“ Callate I do, Oynthy,"' he answered: He held a bun- 
dle covered with i^ewspaper iii his hand, he looked down 
at Oynthia. 

He seated lun)self on the edge of the j*orch and for 
tiie nioinent se^jmed lost in revery. Then he l>egan slowly 
to unwrap the newspaper from the bundle: there were 
five hayors of it, but a I length he disclosed a boiti. of 
cardinal cloth. 

‘‘'Call this to ndnd. Cyuthy ?” 

Yes/’ she answered with a smile. 

'‘H-how’s tins for iIk; dress, Mr. Painter-man?’' said 
Jethro, with a pride that was ili-concealed. 

The painter started up from his seat and took the ma- 
terial in his hands and looked at Cynthia. He belonged 
to a city club where he v/as popular for his knack of de- 
vising costumes, and a visicn of Cynthia as ,the daugjhter 
of a Doge of Venice arose before hi« ej^ea. , Wonder of 
wondei^ the daxightor of a Doge dhioovered in a Haw 
England hill village 1 The paintei* ^peiaed bis tod 
pencil and with a few strokes, gumed by implmtic^ 
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the contv&e then 4ncl there and held it 
Jethro, T^'ho blinked at it in astonishment. But Jethrh 
twai tuapioious of his own sensatiouB. 

— well — (Todfrey — g-gnesa thatll do.'* ' ,Thea/ 
fjame the involuntary: W- wouldn't a** thought you had 
it in you. How about it, Cynthy ? tind he held it up 
for her inspeetion. 

** If you pleased, it’s all I care about. Uncle Jethro/^ 
she answered, and then, her face suddenly tlusbing, You 
must promise me on your honor that tiobody in Conkton 
shall know about it, ‘Mr. PHinter-man/ 

After this she always called him ‘"Mr. Painter-mim^^’ 
— when sla« was pleased with him. 

So the cardinal doth svm come to its usefulness at last. 
It was inevitiibie that Sukey Kittredge, the village seani- 
stress, should be taken into confidence. It was no small 
tiling to take Sukei^ into confidence, for she was the legitb 
mate successor io more ways than one of Spei^y BatesJ'*' 
anti mtudi of Cynthia and the artist's ingenuitywHs apkit 
upon devising h form of oath whidi would hold Sukuy 
sUerit. Sukey, however, got no small consolation from 
the sensC' of the greatness of the trust tsonhded in her, and 
of the uproar slie could make in Cotiiston if she chose. 
The painter, to do him justice, was the real dressmaketi . 
and did everything except cut the cloth and sew it together. 
He sent to ftiemds of his in the city for certain |>a8t^ ' 
Jewels and ornaments, and one day (Jynthia sUxxi in the 
old ta.ri aery sh»a:i — haHtily transfonned into a studio-^ 
before a vanoimiy moved audience. Sukey, having ad* 
juated the last pin, became liysterical over her handiWi^rk, 
Millicent Skhmer stared operj-mouthed, words luiviagf' 
failed her for once, and Jethro thrust lua in IM 


. pockets in a quiet ecstaify of approbation. ■ ^ 

' ‘*A-ahvav8 had a notion that cloth'd B&t you 

-•next time I go Io tl'io state capi^^ 


Cynthy,’’ said he, ar • 
i you come along — 

^ I guess it woiSd, 

two poKtiiml trips of tm saiali import* 


you come along — g-guom it’B aurpri's^eiti aome.’^ . 

" i, Unefe Jethro,^’ said Uynthi%iaiigh- 








1 |(|%i iBWmit a tIHie ], 

1 ^ «Sea% b^ the faUff 

Iig evwyitn^ of the btt 

^Bt^y^ter id^l^ jein^ aod illed pea^s anl^t 
fH|n*iiiii^Bi^'~^ beam, am ^ oeatre 0atfA ‘ 
irhicb the old white hot«e had toiled in tiiBee goae hy,^pie|^ 
«li the pil«d-«,p, disused maohineiT of fox^ten daM. 
Aiid never was Yenetuut lady were une^nx^Krtia^ 
enTxramaent than Cjnthia, * « . 

Wa^ ^portmit was^^'iof the head and shoulders aT0»%''aixi,| 
when he Imd given it the last toucli, tlte painter knew tlia;^; 
for &ce in his life, he had done a good thing. Never b<^ 
fpre, perhaps, had the fire of such inspiration been given 
>i|Sin. Jethro, who expressed himself in terms (for him^ 
lof great enthusiasm, was for going to Boston immediately.^ 

: t# pnt'cluise a frame commoiisurate with the importance of 
such a work of art. but the artist had his own views on 
iballlsubject and sent to New York for this also. 

The day after the completion of the picture a rugged 
foure in rawhide boots and coonskin cap approached 
Cheater Perkins’s house, knocked at the door, and inquired 
for the “ Painter -man.” It was Jethro. "The “Painter- 
man ” forthwith wont out into the rain behind the shed, 
wliere a somewhat curious colloquy took place. 

(i “G-guess I’m willin’ to pay you full as much as it’s 
worth,” said Jethro, producing a cowhide wallet. “Er-r- 
yrhat figure do yrm allow it comes to with the frame?” : ! 
The artist was past taking offence, since Jelbro had 
iijg ago become for him an engrossing study. 

“ I will send you the bill for the frame, Mr. Bass,” be 
Skid, “the picture belongs to Cynthia.” 

/>f Earn your livin’ by paintin’, don’t you >»— earn jqor 
•:j^n’?” 

painter smiled a little bitterly. 

No,” he said, “ if I did, I shouldn’t be — ^ alive. Ifo. 
mss, liave you ever done anything the pleasure of dniag- 
tWi^h w^ pay ehbugh, and to spare ? ” ■ ' 

Jothrb' looked at him, and somefching^ery like admura- 
!^a <»me into the fooe that was nom *’ ' ' 



m 

Bte up 1^^ wallet a Htfcid awkwarflly, wad held out 

hm more awkwardly. > 

** You be? more of a fooler TOan I thought for/* he said, 
sad etrode off through the drks&le toward Couistoxi, The 

? aiuter walked slowl}^ to the kitchen, where Chester 
'erkins and his wife were sitting down to supper. 

Jethro got a mortgage on you, too?’’ asked Chester. 
The artist had his reward, for when the picture was 
hung at length in the little parlor of the tannery house 
it becatne a source of pride to Coniston second only to 
Jethro himself. 



^HAPT^B II. 

CHIB:F1.T OONOTBNDWS HAaiOKAl, gaScb 

Timb passes, an/l the ennnes of the Traro BailrcMd 
are now pii 65 /i.g in and out oi the yards of Worthingtcm’i 
mi'la in /Brampton, and a fine layer of dust covers the o^^ 
green/ stage which 'h*# worn the road for so many yean 
ovpjr Truro Gap. If you are ever in Bndapton, you cm 
■^till see the stage, if yon Caro to go into the btuilc of what 
was once Jim Sanborn’s livery stable, now owned by Mr. 
Sherman of the Brampton House. 

Cunveutions'and eleotious had ooi^.and gone, and the 
Honorable Heth Sutton hod depaJt^ triumphantly to 
Waslangton, cheered by his neighmrs in' plovelly. Cham- 
berlain Bixby was left in change there, ‘^storeme. Who 
could be more desirable as U member of Congress than 
Mr. Sutton, who had so aWy served his party (and 
Jethro) by holding the House againstT the insurgents in 
the matter of the Truro BiB? hlr. Sutton was, morimver, 
a gentleman, an owner of oaBJe and land, a man el sub- . 
stance whom lesser men wcre< propd wl mentom Rfl d 
friend — a very hill-Rajidi: With swcic In railroads and 
other enterprises, who owed fdha^giunoe and paid toBiuto 
alone to the Great Man of Coniston, 

Mr. Sutton was one who would ttiidce' hiinseU f elt evm 
in the capital of the United States — felt and hiBoru, 
And he |tad not been long in the Ha]& of Congress be^re 
he made a speech which rang under the very wme (d^^e 
Capital. So said the Brampton and Harwich papoxa, «.t 
least, though rivals and detractors of lir. Sutton d«diaed 
that they could find no matter in it sK^ioh related to tilt . 
subject of a bill, but that is neither b^ nor toexe.. The \ 



t - 

d:»tiia#1l»eeia « leagtfcy firift»ute to <iie Md 

MtdoJn^^lo^ state* and ended by a d^^twsn that the 
iriw m Coo groi i a at no man’s bid^g, but as the 
jK^nti bl iSie comm<^ people of his distri-Ct. ^ 

tJndajX the lamp of the VATie in tt«. tannery 

honse, "Cynthia arrived at the very se’ •'» 

a^ of ninOteenV was readying the papers to Jethro litna 
up(^ Mr. Sutton’s spewth. There were f^ ocd^hs 
of it, but Jbthcro seemed to tssbe defight in shpetj^ word; 
and portions of the noblest parts oj' it, indeed, bel^ Cyn- 
thia .over agahi. Sometimes, iir the privacy of bm 
home, Jethro vfikb ‘known to cbneUe, antr Cynthia s 
emprise he chuckled more thwa usimi that evening'. 

“tJnele Jethro," she eaid at length, when she hau’ laid 
the papm down, “I thought that you sent Mr. Sutton' to 
Congress.” 

Jethro leaned forward. 

** What put that intb your head, C^thy ? ” be asked. 

Oh," answered the girl, " everylsody says so, — Mooes 
Hatch, Hiss, and Cousin EpK. Dtdsi’t jon? ” 

; • Jethro looked at her, as t^jj^t/Wtrongely. . 

■ ‘ ^You’re too young to , Jtebw about such 

thiufs, Cynthy,” be ypuhff.” 

“But you make all the judges and soDators and con- 
gxeesmen in the state, 1 do. Why,” exclaimed 

C^jmthia, indignantly, .“whjT 'dwBS Mr, Sutton say the 
elected him wbeh hd bbres evwyihinff to you? ” 
arose abruptlyiiBd floaig » fi«pe o* wood into the 
stove, *«€ then he sto^ Writh las Wk to her. Her in- 
stinet toM her tliat hf Wto^tolferia!g,4ho she could not 

fathom the cause, aisi^«i9H» rose esriftiy and drew lam 
down into the chair btoide her. 

“What is it?” she Add amd^usty. “Have you gsj* 
rheumatism, too, like Cousin Kjkt - wW men se«a to 
Mrm iheumatism.7 •*. 

Ho, Cynthy, ithmn’t rhemsMldsBi,** ha toam^ to an^ 
r: wimmen folks hadaHi to-miz an u Doiitios. 


men folks hsdhrH! wA^tortoiz ap « poiitios. 
'ltey.;,-.'tliw dcm*tsmde3wteafd:'%|&’^0Jh^^ : r 

“ But^ I shaB.bmdeMlWHl.tksait^^ f ^ 



oh'ieflt 

' ' ’ 1 : 

■:§am BOW iha* — xnem ha,r9 fan, 1 

jKft yoiir daughter, am I not?” r ^ 

** HtBf yea,” he aaatnreted hoatwy^ iMim <aa her 

ll f ij i?- , . 'y _ • -'i'. z 

And I know aocHW thlm most jromtsn now.’^^eonfctnapd 
CyntMa, triumphantly. “ L’m grii% mMie aueh a help.tb 
y^n iKioaurr eoon. Tea a lot of hiatcny, a^ I 
."Ibmw 'a«i^»ol;the €<MUilifai<»oiii by' healc. - X kno# why" 
oi^ TSoMt^ Fi%seoit If^ght in ^ ReYolhtioa — ^it was 
to get ™Nf kings, wa«B*t it, and to let the people hare a 
chance ? The jieople can always be frasted to do* what is 
right, can’t theyi Uncle Jethro? ” * 

Jethro was silent, hot Cynthia did not seeih to notice 
that. After a s|>aes she spoke again ; — i 

** I’ve been thinking it all out about yon. Uncle Jrihro.” 

“ A-aboot roe ? ” 

“Yes, 1 know why you are able to send men to Congress 
and make jadges <>f them. It’s because the peo|Je haTe 
chosen you to do all that for them — yem ttre so great and 
good.” 

Jethro did net answer. - 

Although tlie month wae Marcb^ it wao-ono of those 
wonderful still nights that aoroetiiues come in the monnS 
tain-ooontry when the waid is silent in, the notches aH|A 
the stars seem to burn nearer to the earth. Ctiq^P 
awoke and lay staring for an instant at the red pl^R 
which hang over the mack and ragged ridge, and then she 
arose quickly ami knocked at the door across the passage. 

“Are you ill, Uncle Jethro?” 

“No,” he answered, “nos, C^FWfhy. Go to bed. Er — 
J was Just thinkin’ — thinkin’, that’s all, Cynthy.” 

Though all his life he had eaten sjmringly, Cynthia 
noticed that he scarcely touched hi» breakmst the next 
morning, and two %Mn» later he went unexpectedly the 
state capital.. Tlrit day, too, Conwtem was clothed in 
clouds, and hy afternoon a wild March snowstorm wns 
sweeping down the face of ttie mooiitain, piling against 
doorway* and blocking die roada Through the storm 
Cynthia fought her why to the hame(|R shop, for Ephndm 



' takra tO' 

rtteemaiisou. 

Mach of that spriti^ Ephxaim was all but helpless, and 
GmtMa spent many <&;y8 nuiainff him and reading to him. 
Meanwhile the harness industry languished. Cynthia and 
Ephraim knew, and Coniston guessed, that Jethro was tak- 
ing care of Epbrnim, and strong as was his affeotion for 
Jethro the old soldier found depsudenoe hard to beat- He 
aerer spoke of it to Cynthii^ but he used to He and dr^m 
through the spring daj^ of what he might have done if the 
war had not cnppled him. For Ephraim Prescott, like his 
grandfather, w^ a man of action — a keen, intelligent 
American whose energy, under other circumstances, might 
have gone toward the making of the We.st. Ephraim, 
furthermore, had certain principles which some in Conis- 
ton called cranks ; for instance, he would never apply for 
a pension, though he could easily have obtained one. 
Tm-ough all his troubles, he held grimly to the i<leal which 
meant more to him than ease .and comfort, — that he had 
served his country for the love of it. 

With the warm weather he was able to be about again, 
jsmd occasionally to mend a harness, but Doctor Kowell 
shook his head -when Jethro stppped his buggy in the rcmd 
one day to inquire' about Ephraim. Whereupon Jethro 
wimt on to the harness shop.; .^he inspiration, by the way, 
had come from Cynthia. 

“ Er — Ephraim, how'd yon like to be postmaster f 
H-lmven't any objecli^m to that kind of a job, her 
you ? *’ ' ■ * ' - , 

“"Why no,” said Ephraim: ‘‘'^e haint agoin' to hev a 
post-office at Coniedon: — ~ air we ? ” 

“ Hffiow’d you iite to- be postmaster vt* Bramptom ? ” 
demanded Jethro, abruptly. ‘ 

. Ephraim dropped the trace he ww flmring. 

Postmaster at Brampton! he erdk^ed. 

“ H'^how’d you like it?” said Jethro aj^in. 

*♦ Well,” mud Ephraim, “ / haio’t got any objections.” 

Jethro started out of the simp, bnt psmtied again at the 
door. 


his Ibed, bound hand flod foot by 







‘*W-won’k g»y nothirf abotrt it, w® ’;p|fe 
inquired. ,;,•< y-' 

“ Not till I gH it,” answered Eph’i^im. * Xn* aoiwwe aS 
three yeai's were suddenly lifted |rcaii hi* shoni4ei'M, aitd 
for an instant Ephraim wanted to dance rmtil he Ireiaeia- 
bered the rheomatiam and the Wilderness leg. Suddenly 
a thought struck him, and he hobbled tc the door and tNiUed 
out aft»r Jethro’s retreating %ttro. Jethro |»tu*iMjd. ’'^v » 
■“W«i'?”hesaid,“:veU?’^ 

“ Want’s the pay ? ” said Ephraim, in a whisper* , 

Jethro named the sum instimtly, also in i wniapbr. I • 

“ You don’t teii me ! ” said Ephraim,euid sank stupefied 
into the chair in front of the shop, where lately l|e Slid 
spent so much of his time. ’{; 

Jethro chuckled twice on his way home : he chuckled 
twice again to Cynthia’s delight at supper, and after sup- 
per hesent Milliccnt Skinner to find Jake Wheeler. Jal^ 
as usual, was kicking iiis heels in front of the store, talk- y 
ing to Itias and others about the coming Fourth of July 
celebration at Brampton. Brampton, as we know, was 
famous for its Fourth of July celebrations. Not neglecting 
to let it. be known that J ethro had sent for him, Jake hurried 
oif through the sii turner twilight to the tannery house, 
bowed oeremenicusly to Oynthiii under the butternut tree, 
and discit veiled Jethro behind the shed. It was usually 
•letbro’s custom to allow the other man to begin the eon*, 
versation, no matter how trivial the subject — a iBetho4 
which had commended itself to Mr. Bixby and Other 
minor politicians who copied him. And usually tbeetheu' 
man played directly into Jethro’s bands. Jake Wheeler , 
'ilways did, and now, to cover the awkwardness of the 
silence, he began on the Brampton celebrarion. 

“ They tell me Heth Sutton’s a-goin’ to make the ad* 
dress — seems prouder than ever sence he Wept to Con- 
gress. I guess 3 ^a’ll tell him what tio say when the tia^ 
comes, Jewiro.” - , 

“ Er --- goin’ to Ciovelly after wool ^his w^k, ; Jakb t * 

I kin go to-morrow,” said Jake, scenting anafiEaiir. 

« goin’ -tO' OloVelly after wo<d week, ■ Judi^'f . 



€om»jm 

Jffite ivAeotod. H« saw it iiw «iq>«dieilt 
eirand should not smell of hMte»|: 

I was mm’ to see Gutter oa Fndayt” ha Unswaied* 
“Br— if you should happen to meet Heth— ■’ 

*^ ¥esi” interrupted Jake. 

“ If dbace you should happen to meet Heth, or Bije ” 
(Jethro* knew that Jake never went to Clovelly without a 
confemtoa with one or the other of these peii(|>iili|es, if 
.,qnly to be able to talk about it afterward at iwiase), 
‘ er — wh»t would youaay to ’em ? ” 

“ Why*” said Jake, scratching his head for the answer, 
“ I*d tell him you was at Coniston. ” 

“Think we’ll have rain, Jake?” inquired Jethro, 
blandly. 

Jake wended his way l>ack to the store, filled with 
renewed admiration for the great man. Jethro had given 
him no instructions whatever, could deny before a jury if 
need te that he had sent him (Jake) to (Jlovelly to tell 
Heth Sutton to come to Coniston for instructions on the 
occasion of bis Biumpton speech. And Jake was filled 
with a mysterious iiQ|X)>rtauce when he took his seat mice 
more in the conclave. 

Jake Wheeler, although in many respects a fool, was 
^e of the most efficient pack of political hounds that the 
state hris ever known, fty sis o’ck>ck on Friday morn- 
ing he was descending a brook valley on tire Clov^y side 
of the wouatain, and by seven was driving between the 
forest and river meadows of tko Ibjab’s domain, and had 
come in sight of the big white house with its somewhat 
pretentious ljay-wi»dowT» and GoAic doorway; it might 
be dabbed the palsee of these parts. The wide civ^ 
flowed below it, and the pastutee so wcmdroualy green ht 
the morning sun were dotted With fat oettle end she^. 
Jake was content to borrow a <mt of tchacoo from the 
t^rperintendent ami wander eimlesHy arohiid the farm 
imtil Mr, Sutton’s family prayera and were 

aoeemplislied- W« shall n^ osiawTea with the 

meeange or the aonnewbait maimar in ududh.it 

was ddivered. Jake had maasMy ^ppea.ln ly aac Mton t, 



fctoFLT 

bot tke lif^Qdd ooidijr 

•aid be diw’t knoiv nrhether be iia» 
or not — hadn’t deeidedf dbin’t poo 
get to (Jontutixm <a sot — 'bit offi^ 
now. In ihort, be set J «tko to thia^inj 
'orsdked u|» tbe westexti beigbts of Con tea a WMiv ** ' 

S uxjp^y* He had, laldt be sure - 

fairly otk Ihn 8oe*it, ai^ Le ipa« ooByii|fte4v 
that a ^ar uf great ir agnitude waa' in the air# ted bi^ 
Jake Whe(^^kn\ wae probably the first in all the i^te to 
discover it ! His blood leaped at the thou^t* 

The hilHUjab s (le fiance, boiled down, could ouly|piMSte 
one thing, — that Komobody witli.sufiicient power and moMey 
was about to loo^k horns with Jettiro jUkss. Not foi^ a 
moment did Jake fit heve that, for all bis pomp and tSr- 
cumstance, the lh>ii*>rable Heth Sutton was a big enoagb 
mm to do this. Jake jmid to the Honoribie^tteth all tne / 
outward respect {.Iiat Ists high position demanded, bixfc^ be 
knew the mmi through and Ihrouglu He thought of 
Honorable Hetli’s reform speech in Congress, and laugb^ 
loudly in the echoing %roo<As. No, Mr. Sutton wasnot the 
man to lead a tight. But to whom bad he promised bis 
allegiance? This question puzzled Mr. Wheeler all the 
way home, and may it be said finally for mmr dayiplbteef v 
after. He did into Coniston in the dusk, big with inif 
pending events, which he eould not fathom* As to giving 
Jethro the earclcBs answer of the hill-Rajah, that wia 
another matter- ...I ^ '■ 

The* Fourth of July camkat last, nor was any eontxadyh^ 
tion madtt in the Bramptoa papers that tlie speech the 
Uonorabie Hetli Sutton had been cancelled* Instead^ 
yertisements appeared in tbe 5ram/j«fo«r Vlarion 
ing the fact in large letters. When Cynt]^ read 
this advertisement to Jetliro, he chuckled agaiii« Th t e y 
were under the butternut tree, for the eveiiinga 
now. 

Win you take me to Brampton, tlndle Jetibro 
ahe, letting fall the paper im her 
“ W«wbo's to^ in the hay ? ” said Jethro, 




olR W I'cflarth of jJulyf** exdEidtiiod Cynthia, 

M nrliy, \liafs — sacrilege ! You’dt ^tiiuefa better eome and 
bear Mr. Sutton’s speodi — it wiU do you good/" 

Cynthia eoiiJd see that Jethro was intensely amused, 
for his eyes had a way of snapping on such oeeasions when 
he was alone with tier. She was puxzled and slightly 
offended, because, to tell the truth, Jetliro had a|X>iled her. 

Vory well, she said, “ 111 go with the* Pain tor- 

man/' 

Jethro came and stood over her, his expression the 
least bit wistful. 

*« yr — * Cynithy/' ha said presently, “ hain’t fond of that 
Painter-man, be you ? ’’ 

** Why, yes,” mud Cynthia, ‘‘ ai'ea't you? ” 

‘‘He*s fond of yoii,’^ said Jethro, ‘‘ sli-shouldn^t be sur- 
prist^d if he was in love with you/" 

Cynthia^ looked up at him, the corners of her mouth 
twitching, and then she laughed. TJte H,ev. Mr. Satterlee, 
writing his Sunday sermon in his study, heard her and 
laid down his pen to listen. 

“Uncle Jethro,'’ said Cynthia, “sometimes 1 forget 
that you’re a great, wim^ man, and I think that you are just 
a silly old goose/’ 

Jethro wiped his face with his blue coitau Uandker- 
cMef- 

“ Then you haiirt a-goin’ to marry the l^aiuter-nmn ? ” 
he said. 

“ !'io not going to m^rry anybody,” <!ried Cynthia, cott- 
triteiy ; “ Fm going to live with you and take care of you 
ail rn-y life/’ 

Oii the morning of t he Fourth, Cynthia drove to Bramp- 
ton with the Painter-man, and when he 'pisreeived that 
she was dreaming, he ceased to worry ^aer with fais' talk* 
fie liked her dreaming, and stole ma/iv glanoes a| her 
face of ivhich she knew nothing at all* Through tlab cool 
and fragrant woods, past the miU-potid stained blue and 
whit© by the sky, and clover fields and lva|'side 

flowers ^nodding m the mornbigaSr — ^Cynihia'^saW ' these 
things in the memojy of another journey to Braaalplon* 



On that Fornix her laMinr had l^«n 
and JBphratai and Moaesand Antanida Hi 
dren. And how well ehei leealied, toot»ti 
carious crowd before the great il^use w 
in^Q had just built. 

There are weeks and months, pnrhiuM. 


' , < '■“fW; ' - 


araidst.^liMl 

uahf,,^W-o(rthc 


'here are weeks and months^ perhaps, wheir we 
ik of people, when our lives sure ftau and 


thiuk of people, when our lives ftaU and ri^roui^WQd 
then perch^uo^ a memory will hrum^ji^^ 
u8 ~so vividly that yearn for tc^i; l^ere rose t>o» 
fore Cyuthia now the vision of a boy as herstodd dm ^ 
Gothic porch of the house, and how he had eptPe do^ 


to the wondering country people with his smile and 
merry greeting, and h >w he had caj<4ed her into lingexSt^ 
in front of the meeting-house. Had •he 
With just a suspicion of a twinge, Cynthia 
that Janet Duncan ^he had seen at the capital, 
she had been told was the heiress of the state. WlMP 


be had graduated from Harvard, Bob would, of epursse^ 


marry iier. That w as in the nature of thin^. jt 

To some the great event that day in BiWmpI^ wtov 
to be the speech of the Honorable Heth SuttoA |n the^ 
meeting-house at eleven ; others (and this party was quite 
as ruimerous) had looked forward to the base-ball game 
between Brampton and Harwich in the afternoon* The 
painter wouid have preferred to walk up meetiiig-house 
liill with C)mthia, and from the cool heights look dpwn 
upon the amphitheatre in whicli the town w^ builj^ 
But Cynthia wm interested in history, and they went to 
the meeting-house accordingly, where she listened for im ' 
hour and a half to the patriotic eloquence of the represeiS* 
tative. The paintcu* was glad to see and hear so grest.'i 
man in the hoar of his glory, though so much as a frag- 
Inent of the oration does not now remain in his memory* 


In size, ih figure, in expression, in the sonorous toni^ 
his voice, Mr, Sutton was everything that a congressmaa 
shoald . be* ^ The people,” said Isad^ D. Worthiiigtoii 
in presenting him, “ should indeed be proud of sudh^ an 
uhU mA highm^ We shall haya 

cause to recall that ivora high-mindi^ 


CCailSTON 

lioase, foe the giii seemed gmuunelj' lered W s^ wm 
knew h» — too mooh lcrv«d, her eon^pKniQU 
certeiB 8pick-snd-S|HUi yomtg men ol Brampton. 
they ate the lunch Cynthia had broi^ht, far from the 
erowd, under title trees by Conkton Water. It WM she 
who nropamd goin|f to the base-ball ^me, and the painter 
stiflea ft sigh am U lMniesced. Their way bnm^fht them 
down Brampton Simt, past a bouse with great, iron dogs 
on the Ipm, so imposing and cityfied tliat he bung Inick 
and ftsiced who lived there. 

Mr. WiKthmgton,” answwed Cynthia, imiking to move 
on impatiently. 

Her escort did not think much of the hoase, but it 
interested him as the type which Mr. Worthington had 
bailt. On that same Gothic porch, sublimely unconscioas 
of the covert stares and subdued comments of the pas- 
sers-by, the first citizen himself and the Honorable 
Heth Sutton might be seen. Mr. Worthington, who^ 
hawklike look had become more pronooneed, sat upright, 
whihs the Honorable Heth, hia legs crossed, fill^ every 
nook and ewanj of an bm-chair, and an occasional fra- 
grant wliiff from his cigar dc«ted out to those on the tar 
si^walk. Althoiigh tm pedestrian.H were but twenW 
feet away, what Mr. Worthington said never reaeheu 
them ; but the Honorable Heth on public days oarried his 
voice of the Forum around with hhn. 

“ Come on,” said pynihia, iu one of those stsvtling IBtle 
tempera she was subiect to; •* don't stand tlMaft an 
idiot.” 

Then the voice of Mr. Sutton boomed toward them. 

“As I undentsnd, Worthington,” they beard him say, 
“ you want me to appomt young Whe^oeic for the Bramp- 
ton post-office.” He stu c h» tbamb into hia vest pocket 
mad recroased his legs. '* I guess it ean bejwtaiMfW.’* i 

-J^h en the pastor at last overtook Cynlmia the j«w«d' 
lettn he had so often longed to eatch ^|M«i a canvas wems 
ii heir ^es. He fell back, wcmdeflng bow he oonld so 
l^ett^y have offended, wfami die pa| her hand on bw sleeve. 



(Serasi^T 


' y® 

ofice ? ^ she ‘ j ^ *5 •< 

« iPh® Bramp*iii t ** hf* |ppe«^*;il>si|d- • 

«T«^’%sid4 

to Cooslli iS^phlwMt who w^^ste^e withwt it,% 
yoa heoir toi ««y he wo«M gite it to iic. wTWB- 
0ok ^ 

J^re was a oew CWthio. o-finW i||tb eitMvN^oM sum 
qmo^oii toeMties m which he koetp^c^lhi^ 4|(»>'#Et^ 
Understand, however, hoc cnucerh for ]^hraihi I^ai|(M>l!ht' 
for he knew that she loved the soldier. She ftaraod^^cwit 
the punter now witlit a g^httre whioh he totok toWtoMl 
tiiat his profession deban^ him from soeli thad soh^oati^ 
and she led the way to the fmr-grouads. Them JjMI 
meekly bonght tickets, and they fcmnd themo^Tto haittk^ 
along in the eager crowd toward the stand. 

The girl was still imaocountaldy angry over tlfeit my*- 
teriuos aSFarr of t lx* poetofiSoe, and eat with fliisiied cheatcs 
staring out on the green held, past Urn line of buggies ai^ 
oarryalis on the farther side to the sotx^m ahonMer of 
Ooniaton towering above them aU. The paintei\ already 
l)eginniT^ io love his Mew England folk, listmted to the 
homely c liatter ab^mt him, nutil suddenly a cheer i^artii^ 
in one conasr ran like a flash of gunpowder arottud 
held, and eighteen young men trotted across the turf. 
zUthough he wvs not a devotee of sport, Im n<diioe4 that * 
nine of these, as tb«v took their places on the hanoh, ware 
blue, — Harwich (lhampions. Severn only of those 
scattering over toe field wore white ; two yoang gistidO' 
men, one al second base and the other beMnd the hid^mr, 
wore gray uniforms with crimson stockings, and rwinjiiwe 
piping on the caps, and a enmson H emhri^idered cm 
breast a sight that made the painter’s heairt) beat a litidm 
feister, the honored livery of hk own eoUege. 

** What are those two Ihnrrard men doing hemt** ite^ 
asked. , ’ 


Cymthia, who was leaning lorwmrdy«tarted, and liiMMi' 
to him a face whi/ch showed him ^t hk yrrtiwfmd 
been teeamaghas. Ilk repsKted it ' 




” *<' 0W' ^ bnmed bri0k»r^ like 

An Indian, is Bob Worthington.” 

“ He’s a good type,” the artist remarked. 

“ You’re right, Mister, there hain’t a finer young feller 
anywhere,” ehimed in Mr. Dodd, a portly person wito a 
tuft of yellow beard on his chin, Mr. Dodd kept the hard- 
ware store in Brampton. 

“ And who,” the jminter, “ is the bullet-headed 

little fellow, with freckles and short red hair, behind the 
hst?” 

“ I don’t know,” said Cynthia, indifferently. 

“Wlty,” exclaimed Mr. Dodd, with just a tiAce of awe 
in his voice, “that’s Somens Duncan, son of Millionnaire 
Duncan down to the capital. 1 guess,” he added, “ I guess 
them two will be the richest men in the state some day. 
Dummn come up from Harvard with Bob.” 

In a few minutes the game w'as in full swing, Brampton 
against Harwich, the old rivalry in another form. Every 
advantage on either side awoke tljuudering cheers from the 
partisans; beribboned young women sprang to their feet 
and waved the Harwich blue at a home run, and were on 
the verge of tears when the Brampton pitcher struck out 
their best batsman. But beyond the facts that the tide 
was turning in Brampton’s favor; that young Mr. Worth- 
ington stopped a ball flying at a phenomenal speed and 
batted another at a still more phenomenal speed which 
was not stopped ; Uiat his name and Duncan’s were miiwled 
generously in the cheering, the painter reraemb^ed little of 
fhegarae. The exhibition of human passions which the 
sight of it drew from an undemonstrative mce i the shout, 
ing, the comments wrung from hardy spirits off their guard, 
the joy and the sorrow, — such things interested him more. » 
High above the turmoil Coniston, as through the ages, 
looked dowir upon the scene impassive. 

He wuts aroused from these reflections by an inci- 
dent. Some one had leaped over the railing tvhioh aepa- 
jrated the stand from tbs field and stood before Oyntnia, 
— a tanned and smiling yoiMi^ inilBji ip gray and crimson. ' 
His holiest eyes were, adighl,,wltb’' kn ■.kwyktt.ioa tbek WM 



‘‘Hello, Cynthia,” he cried, Fve been Icoliing' Mr ffiu 
all day- I thought you might t>e here. Whore weyre 

“ Where did you look ? ” answered ciomposedI|r^ 

withdrawing her hand. - f / ‘ 

“ Everywhere,” sidd I Job, “ up and doip^ the etraafe 
tlirough the hotel. I asked Lem Hallowell, and he #dii’| 
know where you were. I only got here last nlgfit my* 
self.” 

“ I was in the meeting-house,” said Cynthia. 

“ The meetingdiouse ! ” he echoed. “ You don’t mean fel» 
tell me that you listened to that silly speech of Sutton’s ? ** 
This remark, delivered in all earnestness, was the signal 
for ^jproaritms laughter from Mr. Dodd and others sitting 
ae.*rr by. attending earnestly to the conversation. 

. Cyntiiia bit her ]*p. 

“Yes, I did/' she said: “but I’m sorry now.” 

“1 sliouhl tliJTik you would l)e,” said Bob; “Sutton’s 
a sii]\\ puiii[>ous o J fool. 1 had sit through dinner 
mth iuin, I believe 1 could represent the district better 
m,yself.” 

“ By gosh I ” exploded Mr. Dodd, “ I believe you 
could! ” 

Hut Bob paid no aticutiou to him. He was looking at^ 
Cynthia, , ^ 

“ Cynthia, you’ve grown up since I saw you/^ he 0ld» 
How’s Uncle Jethro ? ” ^ » 

“ He’s well — thanks,” said Cynthm, and now she was 
striving to put down a sniilo. 

“Still running the state?” said Bob. “You tell him 
I think he ouglit to muzzle Sutton. What did he js^d 
him down to Washington for?” • • 

“I don’t know,” said Cynthia. ! ^ 

“ What are you going to do after the game?” Bob de* 
markded* 


unmistakable to the painter — peli^psf to C; 
for a glow that might have been of %na<^«|fcO 
and yet was like the color of the mountpuii^ Si 
swered in hei cheek. Mr. ^orini%i >a ^ 

eired tm girTs as itlay it 


laricrc browm hand and seir* 




ingf horns, M ooume/’ mid Oyntibiia. 

m 

Vom ©ome to the house for supper and «tay for 
ibo&reworkB ? he begged pleadingly. ** We’d be mighty 
l^bd to have yoUr friend, too.” 

Ornihia introduced her escort. 

very good of you, Bob,” she said, with that New 
England demureness which at limes became her so well, 
but we couldn’t possibly do it. And then I ‘don’t like 
Mr. Sutton.” 

“0h, hang him! ” exclaimed Bob. He took a step 
nearer to her. “ Won’t you stay this once ? 1 have to 
go West in the morning.” 

“I think you are very lucky,” said Cynthia. 

Bob scanned her face searchingly, and his own fell. 

*♦ Lucky I ” he cried, I think it’s the worst thing that 
ever happened to me. My father’s so hard^-headed when 
he gets his mind set — he’s making rae do it. He wants 
me to see the railroads ami the country, so I’ve got to 
go with the Duncaiis. I wanted to stay — ” He checked 
himself, I think it’s a blamed nuisance.” 
do I,” said a voice behind him. 

It was not the first time, that Mr, Somers Duncan had 
spoken, but Bob either liad not kim or pretended not 
to. Mr. Duncan’s freckled. smiled at them from the 
top of the railing, his eyes were oii Cynthia’s face, and he 
had been listening eagerly, Mr. .Duncan’s chief charac- 
teristic, beyond his freckles^ Was his eagerness — a quality 
probably amounting to keenness. 

‘VHello,” said Bob, turning impatiently, ‘*I might have 
known you couldn’t keep away. You’re the cause of all 
my troubles — you and your fathers private car,” 

Somers became apologetic. 

^ It isn’t my fault,” he said ; I’m sure I hate going 
as much as you do. It’s spoiled my summer, too.” 

Then he coughed and looked af Cynthia. 

•^‘Well,” said Bob, ^‘I suppose I’ll have to introduce 
you. This,” he added, dragging Im friend over the rail- 
ing, “is Mr. Somers Duncan.” ® 




CHIEFLY CONCEkerorG T»]^P^'i£ONAL jg^AMB 

“Tm awfully glad to meet you, Wethei^ll,” aaid 
Somers,' fervently ; teU- you Ibo tie 

was just making up rarug, ,, ;>' .f/Wy, ,■ ; ^ 

‘^Tarm?'^^ repeated Cyntlda,,fn%a Mr;.; 

Duncan lion ndeiging. ^ ' '"■ IV '* ' t\' 

Why,, yes/' be st^imuiered* ^‘Worthy saidi||l;iiat you 
were up fjere, hut J thought ha: was c-ruzy the way ha 
talked —I didn’t t}uak-»— ;/ ;/ * • • , ',,{. 

Think what ? ” in(|iiir43d Cynthia, but |Le flitsHBd a little*. 

Oh, rot, Homers Bob, blushing furiously under 

iiis tau : ^'^you ought never to go near a woman — youVe 
the darndest fool with ’e«n 1 ever saw/' 

This time even the painter laughed outright, and. yet 
he WHS a little sorrowTul, too, because ho c:>tiM not be 
'even as thes+* ye^ths. But Oyuthia sat ^iierene,. the eter- ^ 
nal feminine of if :^he ages, find it is no wnmler that Bob 
Worthington wij|^baty,ed ^ he looked at ]ier> Ho lapsed 
into an awkwardness quite as bad as that of hisdrieiid* 

hope you eujqyed ine gante/’ he said at last, with a 
formal ii v Uiut was not at all characteristic. 

Oynthia did not se;em to think it worth while to answer . 
this, so the piinit'.r tried to help him out 

‘^That was a fu e stop 3 ^aumade, Mr. Worthington,” he 
said; w'asn’t it, Cynthifi ? 

Every bod}^ seemed to think so,” answered Cynthia, 
cruelly; if I were fi jn|in and had hands like that” 

(Bob thrust them in hik^ockefk), 1 believe I could stop a 
ball, too.” ; , 

Somers lauglu?di uproariously* ‘ / 

^‘Good-by,” said Bob, with;; uneasy abruptness, **Fv0 
got to go into ti^feld now. When can I see you?” 

Whan you gK back from the West — perhaps,” said 
Cynthia. 

“ Oh/’ cried Bob (th^yiwere calling him), ‘‘ 1 must see 
you, to-night I ” He vaulted over the railing and turned. 
‘‘Ill come back here right after the game,” he said; 

’^“ there’s only one more inning.” 

“ Wellcome back right after the gaihie,” repeated Mr* 
Dunean. 



i^t mi8 lode Mt. Duncan 

sinned diasfuUj daoonsoioua,'^ and stalks oiSt ahmptly 
to second base. 

The artist sat pensive for a few moments, wondering 
at the ways of women, his sympathies unaccountably en- 
listed in bdraif of Mr. l^||Enru^gton. 

“ Weren't you a littl^^^|p&4 bn him ? ” he said. 

For amwer CynthiS got to her feet. 

“ I think we might to be gfoing home,” she said. 

“ Going home 1 ; he ejaculated in amazement. 

'** I promised Unde Jethro I’d be there for supper,” and 
she led the way out of the grand stand. 

So thw droyobank to Cbniston through the level even- 
ing %h^ «|d-y ben they came to Ephraim Frescott’s har- 
ness diop me old soldier wayed at thew'^eerily from 
under the big flag which he iiad hung out iu honor of 
the day. The flag was silk,ij||p|i bmideritaUy Ephraink's 
most valued possession. Thep^bey drew up before the 
tannery house, and Cyntb^l^|ped out of tlie buggy and 
held out her hand to the paiiaMf with a smile. 

“It was very gowl «>f you tfllUce me,” she said. 

Jethro Bass, rugged, uncoutli^itn rawhide boots and 
swallowtail and coopskin.csftiHne down from the porch 
to welcome her, arid sh.e.i^ iPferl him with an eagerness 
that started the psinte!* to wondering afresh over the con- 
trasts of life. What, he asked bM Fate in store 

for Cynthia Wctherell? 



GHAPTER Itr i 

■f 

Giii' 

“ H-hatb a gusipd timef Gynthy ? ” B«d Jethro, lodl< 
ing down into l^§r; face. Lore had wrdiight changes id 
Jethro, inigh^er changes than hfrausppct^’tod th® girl 
did not know how zealous were th® Bentrfe of that love, 
how watch fhl they were, «Ctid ho\r they tola him often and 
iigain whether her heatC Ido, smiling- 
It was very y,” said Cyntfiia- 
“ I’-painter-man gay ?,”,inquaed Jethro- 
pyiifcida’s eyes were oh |^jprauge line of the sunset ever 
ConiKtdu, but she laughfed a little, indulgently. 

“Cynthj’’? ” ■ '*■ 

“Yes.” , 

“ Er— that Painter-man hain’t snch. a l»d fellow — 
w-why didn’t you juik-biia in ho supper?^” , > 

“I’ll give you three guesses,’’ said Cyhthia, bat slm did 
not wait for theroc ‘ It was because I wanted to be alone 
with you. Mill v’s gone out, hasn’t shp ? ” 

‘* (» -gone a-co?irtin’,” said Jethro. ■ ; 

She smiled, and went into the house to see whithw 
Milly bad done her daty before she left... It'vltas character* 
iatio of Cynthia not' to have mentioned the snbject which 
was agitating Imr mind until they were seated on opposite 
sides of the basswood table. ^ , , 

“ Uncle J^it|ird,i’ she said, »*l thfl%ht yott told Idt, 
Sutton to i0ve^^ :^ Eph the Bramptoh post^olBoa? 
Do you.tra^ Mr. Sutton?” die demanded abmptiT, 
why? ’’said Jethro. ‘‘M'hy?” 

“Because I don’t,” she answered ydth oonvietiot)} “I 
think he’s a big fraud. He must liive doemvod ytnr^ 
' *46 



coinffitm 




T Chi4 V •; >a; i^;n\ 

Althoui^fe -* Om.>, iv.v^ r; ii0^Hj 

in spite i-m- ’Ik %|^:4. -un 

long habit" ■'■ ' -.hi ;5av<'...tt|_ri^^-;:. ^-Ui 

but Cyntln.i./'' _ -'V '/■;^' 

** Yes^'J r«*|>li':'i.‘5 i;nr;i:?>i 

but not to *n if”- wh'^ r*.- 




‘‘ifi ’^4, *’ ^ <1- n^'' tb 


dUl^, 


ington's poT;’, .n*; J hj a-is-^ii Mr, L.tj" 

would give ^'■", Jirat- if-i? j'-n 

I don’t x:>vto vh iA il-avl ^be 

added quick’ r r j.^ijs 'Jl^^in?.; W‘^" ',-1 

Jethro did .lioi Wswer."’^ _‘ ■'•'/'/' ' ' 

*"Yon*U make hhtt g‘k»?^ 
won’t you, riiele Jetiih *• '* 

Yes/' 'Hiiid *fetlii;o, v .*ry «imp|>, I \ |’'fc:|^t: di- 
lated awhile, and mri. said sruh:€U'!%'5yi \V-W'>^ ;/%,•* -'^ 
about it — will you, C'/iithy ?'*' 

‘" You know 1 won't/' she answ*vv.’'. ** 

Let it n«.d be rhouglit bj any ^dWi- i5 that 
given i'wr to reveirv and late jeoui’s^. even on 
of Julv. By ten c/clock the li^glits were oir- ?>u!v 

iiery bous'!, but C'ynthia w-as- nut.. asleep, b 
wimiov,- vvatdviiig .llu-i shy moon peephig o 

ridge, and ste yin%n thinking, to 1% eki^fet, of db,y iip.ioh 
could happen in one short day and bow httic i^A. h'*!;g 






niojiih. . She wan aj oused . by the" sK>unt*l who«/ li 


soft beat of a horse's hwfe oji tfao dirl'TOad: 
stifled lah^ter, and suddeiny she..^ningrtij^^.e^Mnd tin- 
gling. H#owb name came floating 
clarkneas. - . 

The uext:' thing that happened wiil'bte 
ip Coi[iij;to% ' A Umtetivc chot'^l of t||5p‘'fi‘o^ife''g3®%.^. and 
ibeti lb# irti^ffeJed village was lidteiiii|g v tistjfht 

■'lo' tho t-oibes of Uw yorng men. t nr»t 

went jap to Harvarti - — luadmbly 

identaty of -thewreanaders, m if that werf’ 'ii^c^-^saiy T' Con* 
never hay^^ listened t/>gran<^ vpr ;*a*was entertained 





th* Tea>^«ring?el^||^ »o«% ■ _ 

; the'ohorch «IkioT cortlii fi»»e it, < 

the \qife5ette ika$ BWBWtt the Bsiili'rtoti eelphratioiw 
‘ her own view* o» the 

aI**'*,-.:. ■ '4^' ■■'■•■ 

o^er songe remotnbeire ?iB 

t^el.e would nd^^pbftyse £uoh a thj^. 


-Jl®’ ' 

iighty,nah| 


|!!ere ali 
3^ei4».-4,. 
■hiany fatewi 


ly Cie vv-aaianotihtir 901^4- the other three. 



be saiSlepocli-sn^'inp, 



WtooBy about love, it fiippaiuiy, 

"'“■- ^“'ied to taa.t one, which had. 

wefit away, jind the 
OH Water took uji ths refrain. 
:e was uhila^, — it might alruoat 
Jethro dM not 8pei.«k of it until 
thw the sparkling heights of Thousand A\cre 

Jiillv the jnejtl. mo ningv Eren then hik'did not look at 
Cynthia. . * ' ^ 

*:* Kno-V who tlwit was la-st ijig^t, Cjnthy ? " he inquired, 
aa wong]^ the riittuir- were Casual one. 

I hkHeve. ’ wtid C’yilMti'd. toiroieallv, “I believe ir was 
a boy li.niK d souDPTfiilihinafin^und liob Worthington.” 

“ ilr — Bob WflsftiTO'grd^^,”* repeated Jethro, but Kiid 
u'^liiug «)ore. - 

Of ^ttjfie Oohisi^ aht^t'^esentljr Brampton, knew that 
Bob Wtiii^ungt'.iii hH(||tr1'ei|a||cd Cyntliia< — and Coniston 
and dtiaim)ton talkoaV it i^Mtewortby that. (Vith the 
joc^ibirv^eptious o^’^^briutTf*!^ Lem HalloTyBll) they 
did not tali' to,. the. ,giP herself.^*! he '^iutojf had long 
ago dMa^fyated i^gtlaa . was au mdiyid^BL She 
bad g<^p in^. be*;:, aa a mere chlM she had 

shr>d^£F«^the^p^>(|QdSpity of boi; i|gth^4 she had a 
natii|p||®p||;qde'i^,h<>ok^^ — jwjuality rey^jpaeed in the' 
coii^^ui% } as a raftter sick and 

l^ly f pirbaps the <wjM^Sng achieve- 
oe^hro Ba^ .»£ vSf-WM Vithrtjite 
'''Oi 'eourse I'haTa..Md(i|i'|^.byiaakiiqg}AHr 
a^fikri^hh, althotig^ I am meoety ^ what people 

thought of her. ^niston demded at^.4l|||^tiiat «lra was to 
nuury the heir to the Brampton 



; came. The statd^en 

door of th«t tannery ho^^ aa ^auatii o» ^ 
iuirked by astute oWrYe«.and 'dii3c© Whmj^ 
tein statesBiifii did ^f-odi^”iwbo'J[ad bdjn' m 
of coming formerly.' In shqrt, tawey'hojir"'’* ‘ 

to observe such matt^ felt disll 

kind. .‘The organs ofche peojae . — , 
guarded in tbeir statements. • /-Wbai 

f ake and a fevf in high ^ 

m^nitude was impending. ’ 

. There were#iiee men to the State -2- aad'f«rFai^ only 
>ra th# first tlmt all former p^liti- 
a^bompsuispa. to this pne to cpjne. 


771^ r'- 

War of; no mpan 


tores — who 
oal combats wol 




wars had 'al 
t length they Wi, 
iven to flie tail 6 



^XATi^i jrr otoer ptatea, and 
'htl^^fut i||Wt had 

bg-safferihg’%on»Hlutipn ? 


1 history in the Unil^ States liad to be written 


trora an entirely now tod unfo: 
omuspecting people had changed 
TMs wa.s to lie a war of e.K^r 
tSb^'toher. No quarter would 
every we{q)!in hitherto known to 
Of the three men wh 
Imppen if one side orS 
Alexander Duncaa^j^an' 
tto® third was Jet 


l-Sask,' 


aadpfint, end tlib 
* 

^n«f ,8ide or 
i^wkeil, atfd 
Idi be used, 
iktt would 
ae WHS 
^aod 



j Jethro would never have hahh. c®f 
the state iitid he not forepoen the 
irifeds, tired of paving tribute, would tuii 
minate the boss. The really a8toto^ _^_ 
iIetoro’.s foresight (known to few only) "^asl 
ceived clearly that the time would eoiue when 1 
And otoer i^regatione df capital vmld extormipi 
boss, or at least subserviato mm. This alone, the writer 
. toMa|» gives hup ijpme right togreatnan. And detoto 



Bass 

in 

woiila zuiMand tc^^opi wi 



''ill* 

'jM'- 
Bl€ lijS'fo' 

Jethro knew:, when Jake l^lieeieifejillSl'^ 
mei>dage bank from ClQyeuj*,j;h*t tJfe wht hajikbegnriv rfid:; 
tliat Ijsaac D. yKte 0||tgt.6n, Vommandox of the railibi^ 
forces' iu the his pstwu, the hfll-Ri^i^' 

By getting •.thr(H]^|d|MP^|nPII'' the ^Traro had tnaa#nk 
sad mudd^Jn It was' now a oonneetui# 

iink ; first dtizen of Bramptcm, i 

man of no small .iinportiii^e^'io ^he state. This fact wai 
not iMt upon JeU^, perceived clearly cn<‘U]^ 
Eghtfor ch^lidstj^^ iU-* -jc... — 5.^ 4.».„ 

lature 


Seated, p|d 
sit- in t'a‘^;^^’e 
reflected,, 
strugfile, 
wou^ d . 
}|fomptdiv4|^^ 
wouldjje lO at 
' of . fee Adiminfi 
Jethro thought 


coming in the next Legxiii- 

./jt'/ .' "4' 

od'^^thousand Acre Hill, tbai 
ution, smiled as liA 

of stret;^||^iit, this mi^ki 
L«(rhat the ^M*j|ipectiug 
6r) ., the, postmaster * 
ntfton^ first move in 
casKtie for'his faction 

fee vi^ from ' Thousand Acre 'HiB, 



eRpeciaIl})j,4n Si^sptemHr, do be or.c of the sublimest efftlthi 
of the Creftor, . It was “ ^wtember, first,.apf the P«in^ 
tnoaths in. Cool.^tonruot 'tsb red-purpld of thli 
coast, but tlie hluc-pturple of the mountains, the ooloi? ci£ 
the blocm on the Concoi 5 d.,^ra^. %jHis eyes, sweeping the 
mouuta^ fsem the rioh^^O t^ granite ramp of the 
northern button ooi'MM jteatlM^beaten little fann* 
house in ybl|dti|k.e>.bad years, and rested,, 

lovingly on .feh" .^diardi- , where golden early applp 
slione am(d% ilu$j^Ye.s. But Jethro was not lookiog id 
tbft aoples. , c 

“ Gynt^,” & called out abruptly, “ h»how’d you Im 
to go to Iwashington ? ” . 

“W^n^n,!” exclaimed Cynthia. “Whiih?’* 
“N-uow — td-morrow.” Then h« added uiminly, 
“C-can’t you get ready?** 



OOSISIJOK* 


laugHed. 

Wiiy, ril go to-night, XJmU Jethro^’^ she aMwfereci, 

** Well,” he said admiringly, ** joyi hain^ erne of them 
elntterm* females. We can get. «6me finery for you in 
Kew York, Cynthy. l?-dofi% want them town 

ladies to put yon to shame* they njCiild,” 

he 8\dded hastily — “ not that 

Cynthia climbed up besi^in%;;®Btlbc haystack.; 

. ‘‘Dneie Jethm,” »he 

a senator or a judge, 1 I 

He looked at her uneasiljl^j^^ raomefnts when 

he could not for the life oi lyrn make OTt her driftr^" 

^ N-no,” he assenied, ‘‘of coarse 'n<5ii'Cyxi. thy 
“Why is it that I don't 
“I oallate,” answered' 

eaiiate it’s .because you'ro k 

“And don’t yon think.” a4:;*^UTthi^ 
ought to know what b€*e<»rnes 

Jethto reflected, and then on 

ingly. ' 

“G-gaes8 you’re right,' ^ Mways 

■had some success in dresfiSn’ Itfitl kind of 
set me up.” ’ *■/- / 1^' 

On such occasions ho spoke of hie ^ wife simply. 

He had been genuinely fond her, tto 

more than an epi^^•>de in liiKsltfc. - Cynthia smiled to her- 
self as they walked thresh orci^d to the |)laee where 
the hoi*s 0 was tied, rembp^f^h This 

feeling, on the drive f^^wagd, '«^,^wept.h|raLy; by sh^sr 
eisiiou at the prosfitecwSQ^he fcrip^3^tfor<P';ti^r. ;She hid 
often dreamed of the gjea^%ppfrld l)e}t%d ConivSton, and no 
one, not even Jethrc^flkM^neascd the l(|ngings to see it 
which had at times i:>esei her. Often slfe had arop|>ed her 
book to summon up a picture of \^ltat a greasl^ 
like, to reconstruct the Boston of her early «9iildW>d. 
She remembered the Mall, where she used to with 
; fitthar, and the row of houses wher^^tlie riwdwelk 
which had seemed like 'paiaeos. ' Indeetlrwhen ,she're«MJ 
palaces, these ho ussf trnmm to her 'ixdiidi' 'JkDid now 



bIw waB^to behold « faismse eiren gi^teir 

the ho^ie where the Praeident hiizHielf dwelt* 

was Jethro going to Was^^Bgt^ * i ^ * 

A* if in answer to the question, hg drotfe mreel^ to 
harness shcq) ini^ad of to- the tannery house. 
greeted them from within with a cheery hi<iU ind hobbted 
out and stobd between the wheels of the buggy. 

“That bridle bust again. ?”4Miinquire<i. • 

* “ hr — Ephraim,” said Jethro, “ how long imoe yiai li?Wi 
away from Conir-ton — ^ bow long?” vj 

Ephraim relic jted. 

“ I went tu Harwich with Moses before that bad,, jp^l I 
hod in March,” he answered. * “ > 

Cynthia smiled from pure happiness, for she began tti 
see tlio drift of things notjpr,. _ 

“H-how long sinco you’ve b’cn in foreign parts?” said 
Jethro. * 


“’Wijcty-five,” answered Ephraim, with astonidung 
proiMfn^. 

“Er— *.like to gp, tO Washington with U8 to>monow< 


like to go ' 


m?” 


Ephraim gaspedj ifeven as Cynthia had. 

“ Wasliinxon ! ^^aculated. 

“Cynthy and I watthiskin’ of takin’ a little trip,” said 
Jethro, %most apologlitically, “and we kind of thought 
wa’d like to baVo you witli us. Didn’t we, Cynthy ? Br— 
we might-see General Grant,” he added meaningly. 

Eplimim wow a Uew Englander, and not an adept hi 
expretssing his^emotioDs. Botlr Cynthia and Je&m felt 
that he would nave liked to have^id something appropriate 
if he hud known how. W^hah^lm^itually said was : 

“ What time to-morrow ? ” •? 

“O>caliate,to take the nine t^ock from Brampton,” 
said Jethro. 


“ I*il report for duty at seven,” said Ephraiiti, tuid it 
was then he squeezed the hand that he found in< h^ lie 
watched them calmly enough until they had dfesppmuted 
in the .ham behind the tannery house, and tneo hia 
thoti^ghts heomhe tio|oj|^ Eumonl had been rife that 




CONISTON 


mmmev. prophecies of changes tp.boiiie^ and the resigna- 
tiou of the old man who hati so long l>6en postmaster at 
Brampton was freely diBctissed — or rather the matter of 
his sneeessor. As the months mssed^ Ephraim had heard 
David Wheeloek mentioned with more and more assurance 
for the place. He had bad many nights when sleep failed 
him, but it was characteristic of the old soldiei; tliat he 
had never once broached the subject since Jef||ro had 
spoken to him two months before. Ephraim had even 
looked up the law to see if he was eligible, and found that 
he was^ since Couistoii had no post-office, eukI was within 
the limits of delivery of the Bi'umptou office. 

The next morning Coniston was tmated to a genuine 
surprise. After loading up at the store, l.eiu llallowi;!!, 
instead of heading for Brampton, drove to the iannary 
house, left his horses standing as be ran in, and presently 
emerged with a little cowhide trunk that boro the letter 
W. • Following the trunk came a radiant. Cya|hia,, follow- 
ing C 3 Uithia, .I’ctliro Bass in u stove-pi car- 
pet-bag, and hobbling after Jethro. 
with another carpet-bag. Jt was remarked lni7z of 

'query that" foliowcii the stage's Ephraim 

wore the blue suit and the army h ^ Cbrd arOund it 

which lie kept for occasions. tkmiPloa longhd to follow 
them, in spirit at least, but even 'did not 

know" their destination. *'V, 

Fortunately we can follow them. ,4*:, Brampton station 
they got int*» t.lie little train that had j^fe-come over l^ro 
Pass, anil 8teame<h wdih many stops, down -Jibe valley of 
Ckmiston Water until it stretched out xnim a wiilo range 
of slumirieritig green guarded by blue hiik veiled 

in tlic mcu'niug .liaztu dimin biistling Harwich, a wait 
of half an hour until the express from the. pfWth , conn try 
came thundering through the 'Gap ; then a jour- 

ney down ^ the broad river dimi runs be||reen 
the hills, dinner in a huge amidst a pkasantVbtm 

of excitemeat and the riuc^g of many betls. Then into 
another train, through citier 

until they came, at mgElfali^' itself. 



\ Cynthia vdUl alwjays real^lMNr 

fil»t -view of N«W Yorft h#, an^. •lillj^bMT4 wbf: 

fessed that he, too, ha4 felt ^|thei^e b|d 1^, 

toyr>d lights of tic city «ft$r ths tong , das|r 
the hills with hi.i r^imwat. all the flags £ni4'famini^ 
it had held in '61, Ephipaa thought that city hruetlernw^ 
wsu* itself^ And ( ynihia thought so, too, as sha^, 
to Jethro’s arm between the. earriagw^aud'th® clinging 
hireet-cars, and iookod ujmn the riches and poverty aronua 
her. There entered her soul that night a sensft'll^ that 
which is the worst cruelty of all — the cruelty of selfish' 
ness. Every roan going his own pace, seeking to gratify 
his own aims and desires, nnconscious and heedl^ at* 
the want with which he mbs elbows. Her natural iniagi' 
nation enhanced by her life among the hills, the gurl 
peopled the place in the street lights with all kinds 
strange evil-doers of whose sins she knew nothiugv— 
iidvemnicrs," bhurlatans, alert cormorants, who preyed 
upon the ont^ary. She shrank clbser to Ephraim f ream 
a perfumed %dy who sat next .to her in the car, and WM 
tbanklul wheh at last they found themselves in the corrh 
dor of the A^tbc HousI Standing before the desk: 

' Hotel elerks, especlatlv city ones, are supernatural per- 
sons. This one knew Jethro, greeted him deferentially 
as Judge Bass^ and dipped the pen in the ink and hanidea 
it to him that he might register. By half-past niiMi 
Cynthia was dc^kstning of Lem Hallowell and Obiiisttmi 
and Jjem was itriviHg a yellow street-oar full of 
people down theyoad to Brampton. ,. 

There wereifyw guests in the great dining room whan 
they breakfasted at seven the next motaiing. How York, 
in the sntdl^t. had taken on a more lUindly expressimi, 
and those who were neat by smiled at tlmm and seemed 
full of good-will. Peracna, smiled at fhst day 

as they walked the streets orMood speillxmnd before the 
shop windows, and some whd^^ felt a himp css In 
their throats at the m«B»a)lriiil they ji^oosedl of 
days: .^e three air' od': blga 

with them into 'that 
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CHAPTER IV 


“JinjGE BASS AND PARTIT 

, C?»THIA was deprived, too, of that thrilling firit view 
of the capital from the train which she had pictured, for 
night Juui fall en when they reached Washington likewise. 
As the train slowed down, siie leaned a little out of the 
window and looked at the shabby liouses and shabljj" 
streets revealed by the flickering lights in the iarap-jxwts. 
Finally they came to a shabby staiion, were seized upon 
by a grinning darby hackinan, who would not take no 
for an answer, and were rattled away to the hotel. 
Although he had been to Washington but once in his 
life before, as a Lincoln elector, .fetliro was giceted as an 
old acquaintance by this clerk also. 

“Glad to see you. Judge,” said he. genudly. “Train 
late? You’ve come purty nigh missin’ supper,” 

A familiar of great men, the clerk was not offended 
when he got no response to his welcome. Cynthia abd 
Ephraim, intent on getting rid of some of the dust \)f 
their Journey, followed the colored hall-boy up the staii‘ 8 . 
Jethro stood poring over the register, when a distin- 
guished-looking elderly gentlemau with a heavy gray 
beard and eyes full of shrew'dness and huinor paustMl at 
the desk to ask a question. « 

“ Er — Senator?” 

The senator (for such he was, Although he did not 
represent Jethrp’s state) turned hud stared, and then 
held out his hand with unmistakable warmth. 

“Jethro Bass,” he exclaimed, “ upon nay word! What 
are you doing in Washington ? ” .4,4 

r Jethro took the hand, hut he did -lot answer the 
queetion. 


see 



“ Br — Senator — when oan I aee itlia jPteaideat?** , * 
“ Why,” annwered the senator, somew^t taken ahaf^ -»» 
“why, to-night, if yon like. I’m going to the ‘ipute 
Hooee in a few mmutes and I thinkT ean, arran^ it.^- 
“ T-to-morrow afternoon — t-to-morrovf afternoon ? ” 
The senator eoel his eye oi'er the swallow-tail coat and 
stove-pipe Itat tilted back, and laughed. 

“ Thunder ! ’* he exclaimed, “ vua haven't changed a. bit. 
I’m beginning to look like ahold man ; but that inilk-aod- 
oraokers diet seems to keep, you young, Jethro. I’U fix it 
for to-morrow afternoon.” 

“ W-wliat time — two?” 

“ Well, I’ll fix it tor two to-morrow afternoon. 1 never 
could understand yoiu^ethro ; you don’t do things like 
other men. Do I smea gun[>owder ? What’s up now — > 
what do you want to see Grant about ? ” 

Jethro cast his eye aroimd the corridor, where a few 
men were taking their ease after supper, and looked at 
the senatoir mysteriously. 

“Any plaio where we can talk? ” he demanded. 

“Wo can gd inti» the writing room and shut the door,” 
answered the senator, more amused than ever. 

When (.'jDthia t i.me' downstairs, Jethro wsis standbe^ 
with the gentleman in the corridor leading td the diniim 
room, and she heard the gentleman say as be took his 
departure : — 

“ I haven’t forgotten what you did for us in ’70, Je^ihro. 
I’ll go rigid along and see to it now.” 

Cynthia liked the gentleman’s looks, and rightly kun- 
mised that he was one of the big men of the nation. mxe> Wnn 
ab<jut to ask Jethro his name when Ephraim came limping 
along and put the matter out of her mind, and the three* 
went into the almost empty dining room. There they 
were served with elaborate attention by a darky wuitmr 
who had, in some mysterious way, learned Jethro’s ' eawm, 
and title. Cynthia refiected ^rith pride that Jethko, too, 
was one of the nation’s great men, vfho could got -isay- 
thing he wanted simply by ooming the mimtid and 
,imkin.g for it.. ' 



■ wm very much excited on findmjr himeelf .in 

tlio sight of the place reviving in Me miastd 
a score of forgotten incidents o/ tin* wai v After eop- 
pel? found seats in a comer oi ilie r irri-ioil. whm^ 
of people were Blattered ^afeout, I-' uioh&g and 
It did not occur to Jetftro or, Oyiitiiiai ’or 
even i|lv Ephraim, that iliCBe people \wor© "all of’ the 
zaale-jfi^, aad im the other Inind the guests of the hotel 
» were apparently once in a while to seo a lady fmm 
' " 'UiB seated there. At any rate, Cynihia but'' 
, girl, and her two curnpaniona, however mutual 

t'h^.ir. Appearance, were clciU'l}- moat respectable. ‘ Jethro, 
hands in his {lockets and bLb hat tiltwh sat oiA the 
iiSsSall of his back rapt in uioditEtinn ; Oyntliia, her head 
liwwhirl, lookoA arouinl Jnr wdtfi^parkling eyes; while 
^Jgphraim was smoking a i igar he had saved for just such 
'aieAtal occasion. lie difl aoi see thp^ stout man with the 
button and corded }u»^ until he was atmost on to]i of him. 

‘"E])h Prescott, I believe !’’ cxclanned tlu>'*#<nit one. 

** How be you, Oonirade ? ’’ 

Heedless of his rheumatism, h/phnum s|frang tr» his feet 
md dropped the cigar, wliioli the stout one picked up with 
1E|P 

Well,’’ said Ephraim, in a voice that shook with un- 
irouteA emotion, ‘vyou kin skin me if it ain’t Ammy 
Bcfird ! His eye travelled around Amasa’s lignre. 

** Wouldn’t a-knowed you, I swan, I wouldn’t. Why, when 
I seen you last, Aioasy. your stomach was bavin’ all it 
coidd do to git hold of your backbone.'’ 

Cynthia laughed outright, and <jven Jethro sat up and 
smiled. 

‘‘When it?” said Amasa, still clinging on to 
Ejihraira’s hand imd incidentally to the cigar, which 
Ephraim ha«l forgotten; ^Beaver Creek, walm’t it?'’ 

“ July 10, 180S,” said Ephraim, mstantly . 

C*tmiually they reached a sitting position, the cigar was 
reii^ored to its rightful owner, and Mr. Beard was intro- 
distod, With sohie oercmouyii to Cynthia and Jethro. From 
Beaver Creek &ey began to fight the over again, 



wSjyixjiS 

'and {orwasrd, xnndl} fep OjnatiilWs 
hei' ftliiietttion wsm |iat;nM}t«d .by <ih» 

basd wind inatr^ente- As diti inwcii^ 1l|a«^<ite5 
■way tsorner and tunilig 

ndsoli^onsly at J«thro».for site knew hia pecull^idpf 
heart* One ef theae was a tnoisi Ttiolent J eu?s 
bat the best music. He had often gia^n her thm I 

laughingly, toi not going to meeting in Coniatoik. ^owf^ 
hi Had come by his love for good music, CyntMar^y*? •, 
knew — he certainly had hot heard much of it. 

’^iddenlv a great volume of sound filled the* ooiti^r, 
and the band burst forth into what many supposed ||» 
“The Watch on-the Khlne.” Some people were pdluallir 
delighted ; the veterans, once recovered from their SIW*** 
prise, sliouted their reminiscences above the music, und»*'* 
mayed ; Jethro held oil to himself until the refrain, when 
he began to squinn, and as soon as the tone ■was done 
and the s’ealteriug applause had died down, he reached 
over and grabbed Mr. Amasa Beard by t}»e khee. Mr. ' 
Heard did riot imioediately respond, being at thkt moment y, 
behind log%vorks facing a rebel charge ; he felt vagu?^: ? 
that some one w.is ^lying to distract his attention, aim 
in some lobe of his brain was registered the fact that thafc, 
particular knee had gout in it. Jethro increased the 
pressure, and then Mr. Board abandoned his logwcrlfci 
and swung around with a snort of pain. 

“ H-iiow much do they git for that noise — h'how mnch 
do they git ?” 

Mr. Beard tenderly lifted the hand from his knbe imd 
stared at Jethro with his mouth open, like a man aroused 
from a bad dream. 

“Who? What noise?” he demanded. 


“ The Dutchmen,” stiid Jethro. “ H-how much do they 
git for that noise ? ” 

“Oh! ” Mr. Beard glanced at the band and to 

laugh. He thought Jqthro a queer customer, no doubt, 
but he was a friend ©^‘Ooinrade Prescott’s. “ By gum 1 ** 
said: Mr. Beard* “ 1 thowht for a minute a 
shot had tdok niy .leg o£^ Well, sir, 1 guow that band 
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^fro dfdlan. Th^^jOciiiw bora e^wry 
gTBaiiiig wnce Vre been at fee hqllfe* 

/f?T-fcwo ^]Usrs? 1» th*t tb© i^t»? Er — you wy two 
ip^UKrais tlmr {ffioe?** 

' ^ ^ Ibexeabouts,” aaswored Mr. Beard, uneasily. Veteran 
as be was, Jethro’s appearaotce and eamefitness were a littJe 

“ You say two doUsra is their price ? ” 

V “Thereabouts,” shouted Mr. Beard, seating himself on 
the edge of his cduur. 

But Jethro paid no attention to him. He rose, unfold- 
ing by degrees his six foot two, and strode diagonally 
across the corridor toward the band leader. Clonversa- 
tion was hushed at the sight of his figure, a titter ran 
around the wails, but Jethro was oblivious to tliese things. 
He drew a great calfskin wallet from an inside pocket of 
his coat, and the band leader, a florid German, laid down 
his instrument and made an olaborato bow. Jethro waited 
until the man had become upright and then held. out a 
two-dollar bill. 

“ Is that about right for the performance? ” he said — 
“ is that about right ? ?’ 

“ Ja, mein Herr,” ssid the man, nodvling vociferously. 

“I want to pay what’s right — J want to pay what’s 
right,” said Jethro. 

“ I thank you very much, sir,” said the leader, finding 
his English, “you haJ pay for all.” 

“ P-paid for everything — everything to-night ? ” de- 
manded Jethro. 

The leader spread ont his hands. 

“You hat {my for one whole eyening," said be, and 
bowed again. 

“ Then take it, take it,” saM Jethro, pushing the hill 
into the man’s palm; “ but don’t you come back tonight — 
dcq.’t you come back to-night.” 

Yhe amased leader isrtarm tit Jet|iro- — siud words Islkd 
h^ There was something about this mma. tliat compelltd 
Mbi to nheyv Md he galhesed up his fotiowars anid led 
' sihHi^, eat <d Bte - hotel. ..JUuau of thu^brt^. and 



appla^ ari|& 

heard 'them''''ilot;'^4ii^|# way ba#k 

again, 

You did a good |o|j>* my aaid Mr. Bea|pd> l»; 

ptovingly. ** I’m goio^ to take Kph dollt 

street to see some of the boys. Won’t you eomev too^- 

Mr. Beard doubtless aeoepted it as one of the 
eocentrioities that Jethro did not respond to him;, Iw 
without more ado he dt parted arm in arm with Ephraim. 
Jethro was looking at Cynthia, who was staring toward 
the desk at the other end of the corridt^r, her face flushed, 
and her fingers closed over’ the arms of her chair. It never 
occurred to Jethro that she might have been embarrassed. 

u W“What’a the matter, Cyntny ? ” he asked, sinking into 
the chair beside her. 

Her breath caught sharply, but she tried to smile at bun. 
He did not discover what was the matter until long after- 
w'ard. when he recalled that eveuing to mind. Jethro 
was’a man used to haiel corridors, used to sitting in an 
attitude ti at led the uiieuspecting to believe he was half 
asleep; but no person of note could come or go whom he 
did not remember. Ijfe h<ul seen the distinguished party 
arrive at the desk, preceded by pa. host of bell-boys with 
shawls and luggage. On the other band, some of the 
distinguished party had watched the proceeding of pay- 
ing on the baud wills no little amosement. Miss Janet 
Duncan had giggled audibly, her mother had smiled, while 
lun* father and Mr. Worthington had pi’ctended to be 
deeply occupied with the hotel register. Soniers was not 
there. Bob Worthington laughed heartily with the rest 
until his eye, travelling down the line of JethiVs progress, 
fell on Cynthia, and now he was striding across, the floor 
toward them. And even in the horrible eoafitiioii of 
that moment Cynthia had a vagrant thought that his 
clothes had an enviable cut and became him remarkably. 

** Well, of all things, to find you here 1 ” he cri€Ki; ** this 
is the luck that ever happened. I am glad to see you. 
I was jMieg to steal away to Brampton for a couple of opgisi 
bafor^^e term and i meant t#lo^ youi^ th^. 
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Aiid Mr. Bass,” said Bob, turiiittg to Jethro, “ rm glad 
to see you too.” 

Jethro looked at the young man and smiled and held 
oot his hand. It was evident that Bob was blii^aily qq- 
aware that hostilities between powers of no mean magnitude 
were almat to begin; that the generals themselves were on 
toe ground, and that he was holding treasonable jnirley 
With tbe enemy. The situation af^mled to Jethro, espe* 
etally ashe glanced at the backs of the two gentlemen facing 
tbe desk. These backs seemed to him full of expression. 

“ Th-thank you. Bob, th-tbank you,” he answered. 

“1 like the way you fixed that band,” said Bob; “I 
haven't laughed as much for a year. You hate music, 
don’t you? I hope you’ll forgive that awful noise wo 
made outside of your house last July, Mr. Bass.” 

“You- — you make ifhat noise, Bob, von — you make 
that?” « * ■ 

“ Well,” said Bob, “ I'm afraid I did most of it. There 
was another fellow that hel|>ed some and played the^uitar. 
It was pretty bad,” he add^, with a side glance at Cyn- 
thia, “but it was meankldr a complinjcat.” 

“Oh,” said she, “ikjlias meant for a complimenW was 
it?” 

“ Of course,” he answered, gladof the opportunity to turn 
his attention entirely to her. “ I was for sitoping away 
right after supper, but m)r father hiMided us off.” . 

“ supping away ? ” tepWkted Cyntl^. 

■ “Yon see, he had a kind of a reception and fireworks 
afterward. We didn't get away till after nine, and then 
I tlioughfc Fd have a lecture when I got hoaje.’’ 

^ Did you ? ” asked Cynthia. ’ 

“ No,” said Bob, “he didn't know where I'd been.” 

Cynthia felt the blood rush to her temples, but by habit 
and instinct she knew when to restrai^a heroeif. 

“ Would it have made ^y differenoe to l^m where you 
had been she aSked ca^inljf enougli. - . 

Bob had a presentiment that he was on dangerous grooadi 
Thb new and self-ppi|l$i»ad Cratbia was tut eni^raa .to 
' him certainly a •' 



' ; >'li 7 fal^r hare theiOghtl; vini» u, ^ 1^' 

seibOiiiwng,” iie .aiifi veered, fidsMftg. ’ Bob'‘d»d Tijg,, # 
liejt ;}ie kiww that hie father 1|bul<i havtr fi W 

had heard he had gone to Oeidstoii; he fdlt, in ae^id} 

of his back, that his father -was aqgry no#, and Sensed 
tihe reason. . , . 

She regarded him grav^ely as he spok^', and then ||i» . 
tiyee left his face and became fixed upon an object at 
far end of -die corridor. Bob tamed in time to see Janet -i 
Duncan swing on her heel and follow her mother up the ' 
etairt. He struggled to find -words to tide over -what he 
felt was an awkward momeht. , i , 

“We’ve had a fine trip,” be said, “though I shonld 
much rather have stayed at home. The West is a -won- 
derful country, with its canons and mountains and great 
stretches of plain. My father m ate jas in Chicago, and vrti"^ 
carao here. I flon’t hnow wh^t^tecause Washington’s 
dead at this time of the year. I suppose it must M o» ; 
account of politics ” Looking at Jethi-o with a sadden 
inspiration, “ I i^idn’t thought of that.” 

Jethro had Ix trayed no intere^ in the conversation. 
He wap seated, .is i.oual, on the sm^ of his back. But he 
saw a young luan of short stature, with a freckled face 
and close-cropped, curly red hair, come into the corridor 
by another entrance ; be Isaac D. Worthington draw 
hime>8ide and speak to him, and he ^aw the young man 
coming towards them. 

“ How do you do, Miss ;^^therell ? ” oried the young 
man joyously, while still ten feet away, “I’m awfully glad 
-tu see you, upon my word, I am. How long are you 
going to be in Washington ?” 

“ I don’t know, Mr. Duncan,” answerod Cynthia. ' 

“ Did Worthy know you were here ?” demanded klr, , 
Duncan, suspiciously. - , ‘ , 

“ Ife did when he saw me,” said Cynthia, smiling. 

“ Kot -till then ?” asked Mr. Duncatt. “Say, Worthy, 
your father wants to see you right away. I’m going to 
in Washington a day or two — will yc«p go wukir^ 
me to-morrow mormbg. Miss Wetherel|? ” 


‘aul'v*'; COMSTON.. 

SWe going walking with me/' eaid Bob^ ia tibe 
best tempers. 

“Then I’ll go along/’ said Mr, Dnac&n, promptly. 

Bt this time Cynthia got np and wras lioMing out her 
haba to Bob Worthington. “I’m not going walking 
with either of you,” she said; “I have another engage- 
ment. And I thioA I’ll have to say good night, because 
I’m very tired." , 

“ When can I see you ? ’’ Both the young men asked 
qnestion at once. 

“ Oh,' you’ll have plenty of chances," she answered, and 
was gone. 

The young men lov>ked at each other soinewhat blankly, 
and then down at Jethro, who did riot seem to know that 
they were there, and then they made their way toward the 
desk. But Isaac D. Worthington and his friends had 
disappeared. ^ 

A few miniites later the distinguished-looking senator 
with w'hom Jethro had been in conversation before 
Supper entered the hotel. He seenitHl pi-eoc'cnpicd, and 
heedless of the salutations he received ; but when he 
caught sight of Jethro he crowed the wirridor rapidly and 
sat down beside him. Jethro did not mo ve. The corridor 
was deserted now, save for the two. 

“ Bass,” began the senator, “iwhat’s the row up in yonr 
state?” 

“ H-haven’l heard of any ®6^/' said Jethro. 

“What did yon ribme^to "Washington for?” demanded 
the senator, somewhat i^rply . * • 

M Er — vacation,” said' Jetario, “ vacation — to show iay 
gal, Cynthy, the capital.” ^ 

“ Now see here, Bass,” said the senator, “ I don’t forg^ 
whpt Imppened in '70. I don't object to wading tlirougli a 
swarpi of bees to got a little honey for^^- iriench but I 
.think I’m entitled to know why he wants it.” 

“ ©-got the honey ? ” i^ked Jethro. 

The senator took off his hat and wiped his brow, and 
then fee stide a look at Jethro, with apparently kakren 
/results. ■ ' ■ " ■ ■ 




nia, «»peci¥l»- wjjlw -mm I 
jPWUB i%ht np to tbo iuuuile. Wfifti's ittHi 
about • two-ftw-aK^ntpostroast^topf ” > ^ 

« H-haveu’t heard of any tarQt^Ie,’^««iU 
“Well, there U troahde,” mid. the senn 
ijeiice at last. “ Whed I told' Gxeot yo»T wSSe hefe 
neniiotad that httie Bnmpton matter to hint, — it di^*l 
•sem much to me, — the beee began to fly pretty thick*.|! 
ean tell you. I sa\r right away thim apnMoo% had beek ' 
stirring ’em up. It ^ks to me, Jethtb,** said the aeoatiMr 
frayely, “it looks to me as if jtm had aon^ltiul^'Ot' a. 
rebdlion on your hands.” 

“ W-wh«t’d Grant say?” Jethro inquired. . 

“ Well, he didn’t say a great deal — he isn’t snodh of * 
talker, you know, but what he did say was to the pointi'^ 
It seems that your man, Preseott, doam’t come £rom 
Brampton, in the first place, fod Grant says that while he. 
likes soldiers, he hasn’t iny um for kind that want to 
lie down and make the government support ’em. I’ll tell 
you what I found out. Wmrthington and Duncan wired 
the President .this morning, and they’ve gone up to the 
White House now. They’ve got a lot of rsmroad interests 
back of them, and thUy’ye tt^en your friend Sutton into 
'camp ; but I managed to |^t President to promise not to 

do anything ontal he saw^^u^to-morrow afternoon at two.” 

Jethro sat silent so jotl^ that the senator began;<to thi^ 
he wasn’t going tu,a^Wer him at all.. In his opinion, he 
had told Jethro sonje very grave facts. - > 

“ W-when are you going to:.|M>e President agahi ? 
S8|d Jethro, at last. ' 

To-morrow moruiag,” answered the senator; “he 
ymnts me to walk over with him to see the postmaster* 
general, who is sick in bed.” . 

“ What timcdo you leave the White JSbtise ? ^ 

“ At sdeven,*^saia the senator, very ^nch pnzHed. 

“ Er-r Grant ever pay any attentidtt(td In old sttldjuM* 
OU: the street ? ” . 

The senator glanced at Jethro, and b^^twhiiiih^'oanie into , 
his eye. " 
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' “ Sotokimes he has* been known to,” he ai^ibml. 

' “You — you ever pay any attention to an old soldier 
on the street ” v 

Then the senator’s eyes began to snap. 

“Sometimes I bave been known to.” 

- “ Er — suppcwe an old soldier was in front of the White 
House at eleven o'clock — an old soldier with a gal — 
suppose ? ” 

The senator saw the point, and took no pains to restrain 
his admiration.' 

“ J^ro,” he said, slapping him on the shoulder, “ I’lii 
willing to bet a few thousand dollars you’ll run your state 
for a while yet.” 



ijHAPTER ¥ 

OOITSSIK tiphEAIM’S OdMEAlTl 

“ Heaed you say you was gom’ for a walk tiua ncMMrBi 
ing, (/ynthy,”. Jetbro remarked, as they «at at breakfaat 
the next morning. 

“ Why, of course,” answered Cynthia, “ Cousin Efht 
and I arc going out to see Washington, and he is to sntpr 
me the places tiiat he remembers.” She looked at 
Jethro appealingly. “ Aren’t you coruing with us ? ’’-she 
asked. ^ ^ 

“ M-rneet you at eleven, Cynthy,” he said. 

‘•Eleven 1” exclaimed Cynthia in dismay, “that's al- 
most dinner-time,” 

“ M-meet you in front of the Whit© House at eleven,” 
said Jethro, “i»iumb in front of it, unde! a tree.” 

By half-past seveil,' Cynthia and Ephraim with his green 
umbrella were in the street, but it would be useless to 
burden these pages with a description of all the sight* 
tiiey saw, and with the things that Ephraim said aboQt 
tlieim, and int identally about the war.. After New Tork, 
much of Washington would then have seemed small and 
ragged to any one who lacked ideals and a national 
but Whisbington was to Cynthia os Athena to a Greek. 
To her the uiarbk Capitol shining on its hill was a sacr^ 
temple, and great shaft that struck upward throti^ 
the sunlight-, tiio’-igl, yet unfinished, a fitting OMunopiil 
to him who bad led the barefoot foldiers of doksttiet 
through ridicule to victory. They looked up inaay k»- 
stitutipns and intmuments, they ^en had tiiiie^to go ^ 
the Ftvy Yard, and they say^ the contamphttaon o£ 
the WMto Honie the hiiit. iCls White Uouae, wki<^ 
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the finest and most graceful mafiuon in 
all the world, in its simplicity and dimity, a fitti^ dwell* 
ing.for the chosen of the nation. Under the little tree 
wliich Jethro had mentioned, Ephraim stood bareheaded 
before the walls Avhich had sheltered Lincoln, w'hich w'ere 
now the home of tiie greatest of his captain^ Grant : and 
wondrous emotions played upon the girl’s spirit, too, as she 

? ;a»ed. They foigot the present in the past and the 
uture^ an|i tiuBgr dM not see the two gentlemen who had 
left the j^fb’co some minutes before and were now coming 
towsjrd wmn along the aidewalki 

The two gentlemen, however, idowed their steps invol- 
untarily at a sight which was uncommon, even in Wash- 
ii^on. The girl^s arm was in the soldier’s, and her face, 
which even in' repose had a true nobility, now was alight 
with an inspiration that is seen but seldom in a lifetime. 
In marble, could it have been wrought by a great sculp- 
tor, men would have dreepied before it of high thin^ 

The two, indeed, might have wood for a groU|>, the girl 
as the spirit, the ifian as the body wbich had Euiked eJid 
suffered all for it, and stiH neM it fast. For the honest 
faoe of the soldier, refieofead tibat spirit as truly as a 
mirror. 

Ephraim was aroused from Ids Smughts by Cynthia 
nndging his arm. He started, mt on his hat, and stimd 
very hard at a mem smoking a cigar who was shmding 
b«^te him. Then be stiSe^d and raised his hand in an 
invafeptsry salute. The man smiled. He etas not WKty 
tall, he had a closely tnmmed light beard that was gtow- 
ing.a little gray, Im wore a soft hst sdsmthing Uhe 
jKpluraiia’s, a black tie on a wMte pleated id|iirt, and his 
eyeglasses were pinned to his vest. Hif; ej^ were sU 
IdJmneas. 5' 

^How do you do. Comrade ? ” he sai^ holding out h&i 

*^wneral,” said Efduwim, *^Mr. Presidmit,” he added, 
.•eonmcbug himself, “ how be you %** He>idult^ the greeQ 
smhB^a, and thooh the faaiid tiinidiy hut warmly. 

** &«n9rat wiDl de,’* said liriUi a smiling 
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glm/x ta}l senator beside him, ** I like to he Cldled 
0«ier9t.^ ■ \ : 

•“ YooVe growed some older. General,” said Ephraim, 
scanning his face with a simple reverence and affection, 
** but you baiu’t changed so much os Td a thought since I 
saw you whittlin' unaer a tree beside the Lacy house in 
the Wilderness.” 

“ My duty has chai^d some,” answered the President, 
<|itite as tnnmiy. He added with a touch of sadness, I 
liked those days best, Comrade.” 

“ Well, I guess I ” exclaimed Ephraim, “ you’re general 
over everything now, but you’re not a mite bigger man 
to me than you was.” 

The President took the compliment as it was meant. 

“ I found it easier to run an army than 1 do to run a 
country,” he said, 

Ephraim’s bine eyes flamed with indication. 

“I don’t'take no stock in the bull-dogs and the gold 
barn^ts at Long Branch and — and all them lies the 
dratted newspapeA print about you,” — Ephraim hammered 
his umbrella on the {mvemeut as an expression of his feel- 
ings, — “and what’s more, the people don’t.” 

The President glanced at the senator again, and laughed 
a little, quietly • 

“Thank you. Comrade,” he said. 

“You're a plain, common man,” continued Ephraim, 

e ying the highest compliment known to rur^ New Eng- 
rd ; “the people think a sight of you, or tbeV wouldn’t 
hev chose you twice. General.” .. 

“So you were in the Wilderness?"” Said the President, 
adroitly chmiging the subject. 

“Yes, General. I was pressed into orderly duty the 
first day — that’s when I saw you whittlin’ under the tree, 
and you didn’t seem to have »o more consam than if it 
had been a . coTn|jany drill. Had a cigar then, too. Butf 
tile second da}. May the dth, i was tirith the teghuent. 
rU never forget that day,” said Ephraim, warming to 
tl^ ' suhjeet, “ when we was fightin’ Ewell up and down 
the Orange Turnpike Road, hitlBxaudrseek with the 
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odtrs^ 

I i|f#Kb^ Yoii MOMW&er 


in i|(#K^jpis. Yott MSMai^r 

iMi<l4ed, hu ba^eeli t^Sl^ * 1^ 
|0oie«i« ttiottgh t!je scene were comjpg 

“NflfWr ween anoh woods," said Ep^aira? * werfab jqwK: 
and nine and oedars and young gtuflf aprutgin’ np until^^ 
oonlan’t see-, the IeQ#h of a company, and the'Rfcbs Juo^ 
in’ and hoUerin’ ar^d and shoutio* every whidb wajr. 
After a while a lot of them saplings was mowed off elea£ 
by the bullets, and then the woodw caught a4l'S» a»)|d thaf 
was heliy’ ' , ' 

“ tv ore you wounded ? ” asked the Presid^t, qidekly^^ 

“ I wa? nnrt some, in the hip,” answered Ej^raim. , . 

“ Some ! ” exclaimed Cynthia, “ why, yop^va wt&m 
lame evey since.” She knew the story by heart, but the 
recital of it never failed to stir her blood. “’Ybey ear* 
ried him out just as he ws« going to be burned Up, in a 
blanket bung from rifles, and he was in the bo^itu tiiiiie 
months, and had to jome home for a while.” 

“ Gyntb^,” said Ephrmm in gentle reproof, “I ‘esUate 
the General don’t want to hear that,” 


Cynthia flushed, but the President looked a( h(v witih 
an added interest. ' ' 

” My dei^ young lady,” he said, **tliat seeaui to ue th4‘ 
vital part of the story. If I rememW rightly,” hO added,^^. 
turning again to Ephraim, *Hhe Fifth Col^ 

Omnge turnpike. What brigade were yon in ?" '* 

”The third brigade of tlm First Division,” Bl)i9W#ed 
Ephraim. 

“GrifflnV’ said the President. “Ylwre were sevffl^l 
Splendid New England regiments in that bcigadt. 1 aetti 
them with Griffin to help Sheridan at Five Jrerks.” 

" I was tliar, too,” cried Ephraim. 

« What ! " said the President, •• irilh the lime to I ” 
“Well, (toeralf I went 

I conldn.’t stiy away the % 

didn't top as^ tlam as I tb nou# I W 

any whem elae^^and £ X#cl raitod to muk Imli I * 
exnWUned Ephraim. 1*1 eall'tbat i&H fio 



mimros 

yestwdaj* I raomlxir ikm Ibi' horm yelled tiiey 
told us we w?^ goiii* to Sfaezidaii. We got started aiioat 
dajrligbt^ Mfcd it took us till lour o*olock iu tke afternoon 
^ git isffei^ jpoeitiou. l^lie woods was Just comiu’ a little 
greei^ wd tiie white dogwoods was bloomjm* around, 
Slieridan, he gaHopcd up to the line with that black horse 
of his^n and hollered out^ ‘ Conm on^ l^ys, go in at a eleau 
jump or you won’t ketch one of Fou know how 

mm^ eTen Teterans like that Fifth Corps, sometimes hev 
to be pu$imd into a fight. There was a man from a Maine 
regiment got shot in the head fust thing, ^Fm killed/ 
said he, * Oh, no, you’re not,' says Sheridan, ‘ pick up your 
gim and go for ’em.’ But he was killed. Well, we went 
for ’em through all the swamps and briers and everything, 
and Sheridan, tlmr in front, had got the battle-flag and 
waarushin’ round with it swearin’ and prayin’ audslioutiij’, 
and the first thing we knowed he’d jumpt*d his horse clean 
oyer their logwor^ and landed right on top of the John* 
nies.” 

^ Yes,” said the President, that was Sheridan, sure 
enough.” 

**Mr, President,” said the senator, who at cx»d by won- 
deringly while Oeiientl Grant had lost hiiuself in this con- 
yeimtion, do yon realize what time it is '/ ” 

** Yes, yes,” said the President, wo must go on. What 
was your rank, CJornrade ? ” 

Se rgeant, General . ” 

1 ho|Mj you have got a good pension for tfmt hip,” said 
the president, kindly. It may be well to add that he 
was not always m ineautioua," but this soldier ^bore^ tlio 
u.mni;5Ukabl6 of . simplidity and sinowly cm liis, 

face. 

Ephraim hesitated. 

txerm ircmld ask for “a penaioti* ^Geuerah^ -Atid 
<?ylithif,' - 

,, I ” eaelaimed i3ai& , President in tml aatonlih- 

“are youso riok as alt tku^V' «ad he gSaoed . 
the gneu ujubrella. 

** Wellf GemuX," Sphtehil, WtoemfcertaSiy, **I 




coxrs^v 

sumstVibb^ tiie |K»iba of 
ma w4»t tih«y var-1 

•*€(o<id LarAr* Mid ike 

adi. “What do you do now, f** w"^ * «, 

“ I oallate to make haruoee^** answetid EjdtnuiB. ^ 

“ Only ho iMB’t BHlko it any ioomi cn ac||atti»t #1 
rhauma£i»tn,Mr. lhreiddenC’Oyhlld«|iiitin. ' ' L 

“ I think you might eidl me Geneieil, teo,” he mhSy '«p||> 
the graoe that many aucple peaflh loendi iii!i|tteiit in mtft*. 
“ And may I ask your name, young lady ? ” 

“ Cynthia W etherell — General,"’ ahe said nmiliag* ^ 

“ That sounds mure natural,” Mut the PlMideed, Mid 
then to Ephraim, “Your daughter ? ” 

“ I couldn't think more of her if she rras,” answeied 
Ej-ihraim ; “ Cynthy’a pulled me through some tight ime^* 
Her mother was ray cousin. General. My name’s Pree- 
cott — Fphraim Prescott.” 

“ F phnuiTi Prescott 1 ” ejaculated the I’resident, sharpy, 
taking his cigar irftm liis mouth, “ Ephraim Prescott 1 ” 

“ Prescott — that’s right — Prescott, General,” repeated 
Ephraim, ftorely puzzled by those manifestations of amaao- 
ment. » 

*• What did you come to Washington for?’’ asked tiie 
Pi evident. 


“ Well, General, 1 kind of hate to tell you — I didn’t 
intend to mention that. I guess I won’t say notin' 
about it,” he added, “ m e’ve had such a sociable tame. Pm 
always b’on a little mite ashamed of it. General, over since 
'twas first inentioned.” 

“ Good Lord ! ” said the President again, and then he 
looked at Cynthia. “What is it, &tiS8 Cynthia?” he 
asked. ^ 

It was now Cynthia's turn to be a little atmfased. 

“Uncle Jethro — that is, Mr. Bass” (the Prailddent 
nodded), “ went to .Cousin £ph when he couldn’k yalfw 
harness any more and said he’d giirf him the Smmgtm 
poat-effiee.” ^ ' 

PreiMent’s ^ea taet ^ aenaHms, aB4 
men laughed. Cynthia bit Imr % ipt aeeing gliil 



Ibi^ miHb in her remark, while Bphmm looked tiiiooai> 
foctable and mopped the perspiration from his brow. 

“Heaai^ he'd give it to him, did he?” said the Pieii* 
dent* f^'Ie Mr. Bass your uncle?” ’ 

“Oh, no. General,” replied Cynthia, “he's really n<l 
relation. He’t done everything for me, and I live 
him sinoe my father died. He was going to meet 
here,” she contmued, looking around hurricSiy, “ I’m sure 
I nan't think what’s kept him.” , . 

“ Mr^ vPresident, we are half an hour late already,” said 
the senator, hurriedly. 

“ Well, well,” said the President, “ I suppose I must go. 
Good-by, Miss (%-nthia,” said he, taking the girl’s hand 
warmly. “Good-by, Comrade. If ever you want to see 
General Grant, just send in your name. Good-by.” 

The President lifted his hat politely tt> Cynthia and 
passed. He said something to the senator which they did 
not hear, and the senator laughed heartily. Ephraim and 
Cynthia watched them until they were out of sight. 

“ Godfrey 1 ” exclaimed Ephraim, “ they told me he 
was hard to talk to. Why, Cyntby, he’s as simple as 
a child.” 

“ I’ve always thought that all great men must be simple,” 
said Cynthia; “ Uncle Jethro is?’ 

“To think that the President of the United States stood 
talkin’ to us on the sidewalk for half an hour,” said 
Eplxraim, clutching Cynthia’s arm. “ Cynthy, I’m glad we 
didn’t press that post-office matter — it was worth more 
to me than all the post-offices in the Union to have that 
talk with General Grant.” 

Thyey iodted some time longer under the tree, happy in 
tl^e afterglow of this wonderful experience. Presently a 
-ciwk at^ck twelve. " 

“Why, it’s dinner-time; Cynthy,” said Ephraim. “I 
gtiieai Jethro liaint’ a-comin’ — must hev b’en delayed by 
some of them politiciipns.” 

“It’s the first time T ever knew him to miss an 
poiiitment,” aaid Cyttl^a^ as they walked back to? lie 
hotel. 



covm 




»ot m the corridor, 

dining room and looked eagerly frjpm growjp> » 

Jethro was not there, either, |p«ue'^oj&^. 

laughing above the chatter of tiie and drfew bacit: 

Ihto title eomdor. She had raied the Duin^s af|d tj$e 
Ipi^orthm making merry by themselvee fit a iorwr 
W}e, ar^a it waa Soniers^a laugh that she heard. Bob, 
sitting next to Mias Duncan, was much amuf ed about aomfe 
thing. Suddenly Cynthia’s exaltation over the iaohlteitl,/ 
of the morning geomed to leave her, and Bob Worthtog- ^i 
ton’s words which she had pondered over in the ^ight-: 
fame back to her v ith renewed force. He did not find it 
necessary to steal away to see Miss Duncan^ Why shotil4; 
he have ‘‘ stolen away ” to see her ? W as il because she 
wag a country girl, and poor ? That was true ; but on the^^ 
other band, did she nut live in the sunlight, as it were, of 
Uncle Jethro’s greatness, and was it not an honor to come 
to his house ana see any one ? And why had Mr. Worth- 
ington turned his back on Jethro, and sent for Bob when 
he was talking to them ? Cynthia could not understand 
these things, and her pride was sorely wounded by them* 

‘^Perhaps Jethro’s in his room,” suggested Ephraim. 

And indeed they found him there seated on the bed, 
poring over some newspapers, and both in a breath de- 
laauded where he had been. Ephraim did not wait for an 


answer. 


"" We seen General Grant, Jethro,” he cried; while we 
was waitin’ for you under the tree he come up and stood 
talkin’ to us half an hour. Full half an hour, wahn’t it, 
Cyn^?” 

Gp, yes,” answered Cynthia, forgetting her own griev- 
ance at the recollection; only it didn’t seem .nearly that 
long.” 

“ Wrwmt to know ! ” exclaimed Jethro, in astonishtueint, 
putting down his paj)er. H-how did it ha^en ? ” 

‘‘Come right up and spoke to us,” said Ephraim, in a 
tone he might have used to describe a miracle, ‘* Jest as if 
he was common folk. Never had a 
ydth anybody. Why, there was times i»^en I clean forgot 




i ot ibid bc^ won't 

^ we wit ba^ tt ComBtori.” 

Aim i^E^lli^itt, fw < 4 ^ »il]^ct, began to recoo&t broia 
begii^ti^fbe mar^Ebus affair, occataonaliy appeal-V 
iBg to 1^1#^ for oonfimation. Jtlow he had lired oreif . 
t^aia' l^iMeTnosa and Five Forks: how the Cktnerai 
had chatted since he had seen him whittaiug under a tree; 
Imw ihe Oenerai had asked about his Musiou. 

, , I)-didn’t mention the post-oifice, did you, Ephraim ? ” 
Why, ho,” replied Ephraim, “ I didn’t like to exactly, 

' You seei we was havin’ such a good time I didn't want to 


1^%^ but Gynthy^ — ” 

i, *f Xi&ld tiie|||pesident idiout it, Uncle Jetlm>; Itddhini 
idek/Cou^ Eph had been, and that you were going to 
give him the postwastership because lie couldn't work any 
tSnoro with his hands.” 

’ : Yae training of a lifetime had schooled Jethro not to 
Sitojay surprise. 

**K-kind of mixin' up in polities, hain’t you, Oynthy ? 
P- President say -he’d give you tlie postmastership, Eph ? ” 
be asked. 

“lie didn't say nothin’ about it, Jethro,” answered 
Ephraim slow iy ; “ I callate he has other, views for the place, 
and iie was too kind to come right out with ’em and spoil 
our nioniin’. You see, Jetliro, 1 wahh’t only a sergeant, 
and Brampton’s gatin’ to be a big town.” 

“But, sorely,’' cried Cynthia, who could scarcely wait 
for Idra to tinisk, “ surely you're going to give Cousin Eph 
the ])ost-office, aren’t you. Uncle Jethr©? All you have 
to do is to toll the President that yoti vfwit it fc^him. 
Why, I bad an idea that we came down fdr that.” Jp 
“ Nowy Cynthy,” i^Araim |wt in. deprocatirgly. 

“Who else would get the post-office?’’ asked Cynthwn 
“Surelygiba’re not gtnng to let .Mr, Sutton' hpiwi' # for 
Dave wTOelackl” , ■ / 

“Er— - Cynthy,” said Jethro, slyiy^ “ W-what’d you say 
to me ow» about interim'' wilA. irainen** iixin’s ? ” 
Cynthia aayl|^.,tlia point. peiecelved also that the 
UMoea of politi# were not to ha uadmatoo^ by a fouiig 



fi^carma, ot^even faj w ^ sold^ktr. 
J«iiura>’ft IkndB «ad biia^lci 

We F'J#’* »*iy Aidfter vppIMt.lirffi 
y(hen th^/xe^ea the 

that t^e pi^y in the twcaeir had 




dbcov#!, that tihe pfurty in'the comer had ■■ 

In afternoon there ■*«««! mapy ai^ro m- 

viewe^y H|t they were hack .in . the hotel 
four, hNH^kip^ Ephmim’a WilderiiesB teg had, 
end uraB<%"' Jethro (thorc,h ^e ln^ not mehuoned 
to them) had. gone to”liie White ' Hionsc. - J; 

It was during slaitk honre that our friend the seif^ 
tor, whose jJjMlfP^est in the matter, of the Brampton 
officse .n«ittir(|limed for the presesnt oertaia%rav«.prdW(e«i8|i| 
of the .ikdhc^istration in which b« was involved* hiJrtii^ 
into the Willard Hotel, looking for Jethro Baas. 
found *iiim without raiieh trouble in his usual attitttjdny. 
occupying one of the ch?ure in tlie corridor. jw, "■ 

exclaimed the aenator, ■^hh ^a toucit of enjUfeav 
neaiw^ifl not often betriy. “diii'ijtpu aed^Urant? How 
about ^our old He’S on€|dt the tnost deligbt^l 

chanvctera 1 alter met Simple as i child,” and he laughed 
at the recolleCTioii. “That wasfa masterstroke of ytmrs, 
Bass, putting him under thiW<ar«> wir.li that- pretty «t 1. 
I doubt if you ever did anythSm lietter in your life. Did 
to<7 telteyou al||nt it? ” , « ' . ■ " 

“ '/es,” Haid®thr(^>“ tfiify told rae ibbut it.” 

“And hoWj(^ut Grant? ' What did he say'fco you ?” 

“ W-well, JE-: went up there attd sent in my tMurd. 
D-didn’t have W-yteit a great while, as I w'a^ pretty ejariy, 
and moil he conic in, smokin’ a black «ig?ir, head wnt for- 
Mt^tW a little. D-didn't ask im to sit dowii, and what 
talkin’ we did we did standin'. D-didn’t ask roc what he 


could for me, what 1 wanted, or anything teutiust 
stood tteite' and I stood there. F-fuet time lipiay lire I 
didn’t khbw hofy''ii^: 'uttmmeace or what to eay; looked — 
looked-at me — di^’t take his eye off me. After a lidiiie 
I got started, s(idi^ow:i told him I was ^ere to tok him 
to appoint EphA^ i^reecott to tihe Biiplp^ poat^dhea 
— t-told him all 'alKmt Bphraiia fromlila ttea ha was 



C{»nBTO^ 


In ilie cradle — was so hard put tlbit I could 
.remember. T-told him how Ephraim shook butteimuta 
off ray father’s tree — for all I know. T-told hiBS all about 
Ephraim’s war record — leastways all I coufd call to mind 
— .an^ by Grodfrey! "before 1 got tlirough, I wished I’d 
listened to more of it. T-told him about Ephrail^’s Wil- 
derness bullets — t>-told him about Plphraira’s fheuhi^tism, 

— how it bothered liim when he went to bed and Ipoen he 

got up again.” • ' " 

Jf Jethi'O had glanced at hi.s companion, l>e Would have 
seen the senator was shaking with silent oopvulsive 
laughtei'. • 

All the tiiie I talked to him I didn*b seeia tauscle 
move in his face,” Jethro continued, “ so'^l dUrted in 
a^ain, and hy looked — looked — looked • ait me. 

W-wouldn’t wink — don't think lie ^iinked "once while I 
was ii: that room. ^ I watched him as close as I CoUld^^d 
I watered to sec if ^ muscle mo^ed or if 1 was 
impre^ion. All he wpold do was to stand iJiere aid llfel: 

— look — look. ;K-k%)Mme there and never 

opened his irioiitli at 'all. Hardest-mkn io.l^lk to I ever 
met — never see a maif' ^beforo^ biit'Wixat I .o-pald get him 
to/ say somethin', if it vvivs 'dnly''’'a enm word. I got tired 
of it after a while, made up my mind that | had found one 
matx I couldn’t move. Then what botyted me was to 

f et out of that room. If I’d a had a®||ihle I believe 
’d"a read it to him. T didn’t know vvhSt to aay, but I 
did say this after a while t “ ' 

* W-^weii, Mr. President, I gueaa^Ptl kept 
4i|ough.r”-'g-guess youTe a pi^tty''busy^iip|Mti. ‘ M.|^o{.>e 
youli give Mr. Prescott that postmastership. Er — er — 
good-bv.^ * 

Wait^ sir,’ he saM. 

‘ Yes.’ I 8ai(i 'I’ll wait.’ ' - ‘/r- ' >• 

Th night you was goln’ to giyj||||t]^Jthat postmaster- 
sMp, M;:. Bass,’ he said.^ ' 

At liii.s point the senator eordd%ot control his mirthf 
and the empty ibonidor echoed;^ 

By thunder!' what did 



' 'cousiir ' ooMii^ir' 


‘ Mr. Preadei^ I 


Er~-I 

8 while %0'.' ; '■ ,: 

“ ‘ Anil when did you change h>ipd f 


“ Then he lattghea a little ; — hot iiiacii^ but & latohed 
8 Btt^. , *' ' . ■ , . ■■■’'' / 

“ ‘ t\ understand that yodr old soldier Hws within t|i.C i 
limits iwe delivery of ttjie Brampton ofBte,’ sniAhe. 
“‘TMit’s oarrect, Mr. FrosidenC aaidjd. * 

“■ ‘ 1^11.’ Ueid he, * T will apF’”*^ postmastei:^ at 
Brampton, Mr. Bass.’*' ' 

When saul L , 

“Then hWlaughed a little more. 

“‘I’ll toir.e the app’intment .sent to your hotel thisafter- 
noottr 9a|CT he. - 

“‘TiieiiA s*^d to him: ‘'J'his has oomc out full better 
than I ifexpcicted, Mr. FrisKient. Fiii much obliged to 
you " He didn’t .--ay noiiiin’ more, so I come out.’^ 

“ ©rani didn t say fcuything about Woithing^n or 
Pan^^0iii, did he ? ” asked the senator, curiously, as he rose 
to go. " # « . 

“G-gUf 's Fv t i<nd you all he said,” answered dethro ; 

“ ’twuhn’t grft!f.u deald’ 


The seuillor h§id out hi i haod. 

“Bass,’’ iiti safw, laiigliing, “1 believe you came prikty 
nc -ir meeting your inatcli. But if Grant's the bard ^t man 
in the TJniort^ get arn thiinr out of, Fvc a notion 'who’s 
til'* .sci:and..’^g^nd with this parting shot the senator took 
his 'll pm tnr^,ciii.o]ding to himself as he went. 

A.s bts. been said, iKiro were but few visitors in Wash- 
•ingh’n at thi.a time, and the hotel' l oi ridor wuis all but 
eiiipty. Presently a 8n)>>tiintial-lookiHg gentleman uaiine 
briskly in from, the street. iiod«"Ung affably to the colored 
porters and bell-boys, who greeted him by name. He 
worp a flowing Prince Albert coat, which served to dignify 
8 growing portline^ jand las coal-blacfc^ whiskers glistened 
in the light. A'yibli^' which appeared to come teOJU no- 
whm« in J»rticUlef;A!TOUght the gentleman, up landing. 
■'/ "“Howw you, Hdth?'” ' d;'"''- 

may not b^ thi^ Mr. Sutton’s hani trembled, hut the 



Yi8mpitioa8,"8nd for the iastiuit, if the ^th be he 
was itot equal to lookbig.ai'ouod. 

“ l^ce waahingttB^, Heth — like. Washington ? ” 

Tien Mr. Sutton turned. Ilia preaence-of mind, and‘ 
that other presence of whkh he waa so proudf aqemed for 
the SQoment to have deserted him. ^ 

' “S^tick prettj close to business, HojK cctoii^dtwn 
here out 0 seasitm time. S-stick pretty iniiie to bwiness, 
don’t yoiii since the peo^e sent you to (longreiaj? ” 

Mr. Sqtton might have" offered another man a cigar or 
a drink, but (as is well known) Jethro was proof against 


tobacco or stimulants. 

“Well,” said the Honorable Heth, catohlng^is breath 
and mikiag |i dive, “J am surprised to 
•whidi was pnAably true. _ ■ ""'f"'' '' 

“Th-thought yon might be,” siud Jethro. “Er — glad 
to see me, Heth — to see nm ?” |k. • 

As has lieen recorded, it is peculiarly difficult tor|i^to 
people wlio are not to l»e deceived. ' 

“ Why, cei'tainly I am,” answered the Honorable lleth, 
swaliovvjng hard, “certainly! am, Jeti^o. I mejint tohave 
got to (Ji-ijiiston ibis summir, lapt I vfa% so busy — ” 

“Peoples’ ImsincHs, 1 mndertt^ud. *Er — hear you’ve} 
gone in for high-inindefP poiiti|)i, Heth — ^r-read a high- 
minded Bfjetth of yours — twtfth^b-rui^^d apeeches. 
Always thm.ght you was a hign-minded Heth.” . 

“ How (lid you like those speeches, asked Mr, 

Sutton, striving as best he might to epihe dmVf of 

dignitjn ' 

“ Tlntbougbt tlicy yras high-tnind<id,’’ said Jethro. 

Then there was a sUesace, for Mr. ^ttfcton qonW think 
of nothing more to say. And be yearned to dapart i|ith 
a great yearning, but something held b^ tihere. • 

“Heth,” said Jethro, after a whi||,#yptt was always 
very frvndly and oMigiog. Yon’m d^s a great many 
fcKWW'i'lw me in your hfe,* , ' ,■ ' ' 

“Fve always tried to be neightoriy, Jeth)p||P said Mr» 
Sutton, buthm voiee sounded a&t^luuiky,eT(in to btoi||e^; 





£r — «*|i yo* iBoacaiber, Hetifc** »'''*^' ' .• ' 

Mr. Sutt6n was i^-big with bqealidiig.il^^ 
fight t^e sttm^ of his o^ar. He did nrat aaooeed tli». 
time. He paUed himself together with a supreme dfom 
•* 1 tiiiok wi^ye both bees hintoaUy helpful, Jethm^** he 
aaitd. 

“Well,** aiiit'/etlmH irtsflectivdy, **I don't keKW »» 
eonld have put If a» well ae thaf — there’s somethin* i&* 
beii^ an orator.” . ' ^ 

TH«r« was anotlunr silenoe, a mueh longer oae. 
Honorable Heth threw his butt Hway, and l^hted aaK^htitf^ 
cigar. Soddei^JI^ as if by magic, his aplomb ret«iD»d». 

f ml in a daeti'gtli^derstandii^ he perceived thasitiiatioEb'' 
le saw himself onoe more as the succfwsfnl connvseraan, 
the trusted friend of tlie raOroad interests, and he saw 
Jletbro as a discredited boss. lie did not stop to refiect 
that’JTetbn) did not a^^t like a disrjFedited boss, as a beeper 
man might have done. But if the Honinnihle Heth had 
been a neeneir idso, he would not have been at that time 
a cc-ngressman. Mr. SuitpD acessed himself of having 
been stupid in not grasping at once that the taMee were 
turned, and that now he was the one to di^>eiise the gifts. 

** K-kind of fortunate you stopped to i^ieak to mOt 
Heth. N-noW) I come to think of it, 1 hev a little havew t<i 
ask of you.”_^_^ 

“ Ah I ” exelaimed Mr. Button, blowing out the saoelEe ; . 
“of coarse ahvtlung I can doj Jethro — anytMog he 

WMMKHJ.’* " ■ * 


“ W-wouldn’t aide a high-minded man to do aovtitiiig 
he hadn’t ought to,” said Jethro ; “tlMft laet is, Fd like to 

f it Eph Pre.HCOtt appointed at the Bramptmi postHO^SIee. 
'ou can fix that, Heth — can’t you — jon ean me that?’* 
Mr. Sutton stuck his tiiumb into his vest pok^et ind 
cleared his throat. ’ , 

“ I can’I^U you how sorry 1 am not to ohl^ 
Jethro, hofl’ve 8rrangii^.to give tbat^p(»rtM^I|o»e *6 





“Why, ye*," said Mr. Sniton, Mtaroely belkPriag hia 
eats. Could it be posmble that he was osiitg thk. 
Itotromaingly kind tone to Jethro Bass ? 

“Well, that’s too had," said Jethro; “g-got it all fixed, 
hevyou?” , ■ • , 

“rractically,” answered Mr. Sutton, grandly indeed, 
I may go as far as to say that it is as oertei^ as if I ha^ 
the a|q>aijltmcnt here in my pocket. |*m sorry not to 
ol^e you, Jethro ; but these are matters which a member' 
of Congress must look after pretty closely.” He held out 
his hand, but Jethro did not appear to see it, — he bad his 
in his pocket®, “I’ve an important engagement,” said 
the Honorable Heth, consulting a iarg©||^M watch. “Are 
you going to be in WasWngton long 

“G-guess I’ve about got through, HeMfS-g-guess I’ve 
about got through,” said Jethro. 

“ Well, if you have time, and there’s my other little 
thing, I’m in Room 29,” said Mr. Suttop, as be put his 
foot on the stairw’ay. 

“T-told Worthin^on you got that app’intraent for 
Wheelock — t-told Wortningtou ? ” Jethro called out 
after him. 

Mr. Sutton turned and waved his cigar and smiled in 
acknowledgment of this parting bit of satire. He felt 
that he could afford to smile. A few minutes later he 


was ensconced on the sofa of a private sitting room 
reviewing the incident, with much gusto, for the benefit 
of Mr. Isaac D. Worthington and Mr. Alexander Duncan. 
Both of these gentlemen laughed heartily, for the Honor- 
able Heth Sutton knew the art of telling a ptory well, at 
least, and was oftcm to be eeea with a group around him 
in the lobbies of Congress. 



^feAPTER VI 

M»;' m -A .CO»8iTnECr|^ 

Abo0t five o'olocl^ tbai sflAmoda Eplir^M wat ' 

in his shirt-sleeves bjf the winfiow erf hie room, and . 

yrm reading aloud to him an article (about the;^ vm, erf 
course) from Washington paper, which his f rieW, r. 
Beard, hatV^ij^ iiiin. ^ere was a knock at the doorvai# , 
Cyntlxia it to discover a colored hall-boy wth?** 

roll in. his Trand. ' 

“•Mistah Eph tun Prescott?” he sjud. 

“ Yea," answered Ephraim, “ that’s me.” 

Cynthia shut the door and gave him the roll, bat Bphxidnii 
took it as though he were afraid of its contents. 

“ Guess it’s some o£ them war records from Amasy,’* he 
said. * 

“ Oh, Cousin Eph,” exclaimed Cynthia, excitedly^ ** why 
don't you open It? If you^don't, I will.” 

“ Guess you’d better, Cynthy,” and he held it cKit to 
her with a trembling baud. 

Cynthia did open it, and drew out a large doomnmtl 
with seals and printing and signatures. 

“ Cousin Kpb,” she cried, bolding it under his noise^ 
“ Cousin Eph, you’re postmaster of Bramptoil 1 ” 

Ephraim looked at the paper, but his eye« awaaniiwd hi 
could only make out a dancing, bronzb seal. > ■ 

“ 1 want to know I ” he exclaimed, “ Fet43|i’ ;!';]{ 

But Cynthia had already flown on that errai^ GuiiiS 
ously enough, she ran into Jethro in the hall immediately 
outside of ^|>hraim’s door. Ephraim got to his feet; it 
was very difhcult for him to realize that his irmibiiM wwba 
■ended, wat he vfaa to earn his livii^ at last. Ha looked, 
at Jetl^^aBfi%iB eyes filled with tt^ra. 

'IM 
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“I I (»n't tliank ^oa tu I’d ottgkt" to, Jetltro,” Its 

said, “itlastVays, notrnoW’ 

“rU,,tfeaak,hita fpMou, Cousin Eph,” said Cynthia. 
And & did. ’ -K’ 

“ D^don’t thank me,'* tq||l Jethro, “ I didn’t have much 
to do with it, tke President.” 

Ephraim ijlSIOpNae J^^dent, in one of the most 
remarkable Iroefl^^roia a Eterary point of view, ever 
received at the White House. For the art of literature 
largely coaj^sts in belief in what one is writing, and 
Ephraim’s iettor had this quality of sincerity, and mo. lack 
of vividness as well. He spent most of the evening in 
composing it. 

Cynthia, too, had received a letter that day — a letter 
whitdi she liad read several times, now with a smile, and 
again with a piu.kor of the forehead which was meant for 
a frown. “ Dear Cyntlaa,” it said. “ Where do you keep 
yourself? 1 am sure you would not be so cruel if yi.»u 
knew that 1 was aching to see you.” Aching ! Cyntliia 
repeated the word, and remembered the glimjwe she liad 
liJtd of him in the dining room with Miss Janet Duncan. 
“Whenever 1 have been free” (Cyntlua repeated tliis 
also, somewhat ironically, although she conoe<ied it the 
merit of frankness), “ Whenever I have been free, I liave 
haunted the corridors for a sight of you. Think of me 
as haunting U e hotel desk for an answtw to thisi telling 
me when I can see you— .and where. P.S. I shall !:» 
around all evening. ” And it was signed, “Your fiieild 
and playmate, R. Worthington.” 

It is a fact — not generally known — that Cjmthia did 
answer the letter — twice. But she sent neitlmr answer. 
Kven at that age she was given to r^ectiou, and much 
as she may have approved of tiae spirit of the letter, she 
Itkedi the tone of it less. Cynthia did not know a great 
deal of the world, it is true, but she f«it ins^etavely that 
something was wrong when Bob resorted tb each means 
of eommunieation. And she was poaliivdy reUeved, or 
that (due was, when she weid down to supper ai^ 
discovered that the tdMe mtieft oo«iier was mnpty. 



•■'•ME. 

;i After Slipper had Ills ietti^. to 

ITethro wished to eat io the cor^d^ Bat 6v 
learsed that the corridor was tM .pls^ |&r i||||irl, 

(die explained to dethro that & fhl3, tihtt 

parlor If he #anted her^ aai tha|ij^,4^ goi^^f tiawe lo 
read. That parlor Cysthia 

With.ltF high windows laet taittoip'"' 

and marble-topped lablea. *th fi*' rflt rd'itl|pr 1 pin 'If. n n drt 
a light, on a Sofa in one ^iTier, and eat,, with the book ort , 
licr lap, watching the pec^iie who eanui and went. Sho- 
Iiad that delicious sensation which cofioes to the young Wti^ 
they first travel — the sensation of being a part of ttW;. 
grmt world ; and she wished that she knew these 
and which were the great, and which the little ooa%| 
Some of them looked at her intently, she thoogiit lop 
intently, and at such times she pretended to read- Ifflill 
was aroused by hearing some one saying; — 

“ Isn't this Miss Wetherell? ” 

Cynthia looked up and caught her breath, fo* the 
young laily who lutd spoken was none other than |iis8 
Janet Bnaean herself. Seen thus startlingly at dose 
range. Miss Duncan was not at ail like what Cyntiiia h»d 
expected - — but then most people arc not. Jan^ l>ancaa 
was, in lsct» pne of* those strange persons who do not 
reailK! the j^ture which their names summon up. She 
•was^WBUpEmbtedly good-looking; her hair, of « nwife 
golden tM than her hater’s, was really wonderful; her 
neok tvus slender ; aodi^jhad. a strange, 'dreamy lace th|tt ■ 
fascinated Cynthia, whh had never seen anything like ifc 
She put down her Iwok on the sofa and gut up, not 
without a little trein!)!- at this unexpected enoounier. 

“ Yes, I’rn Cynthia Wetherell,” she replied. 

To add to her omban-assmont. Miss 'Duncan ^eize^ both 
her h^ds impuhsively and gased into her face. • 

“ You’re really very beautiful, ” she said. “ Do you kmoyr 
it?" . ,, ' -■ 

Cynthia’s only answer to this was a blush. She won- 
dered if all city girls were like Jliss Dhnoan- 
‘*1 was determined to come up speak to yon the 




‘ ilE. 

&mi., ohanoi I .ipiit*'^' Jm# .continued# ■'■ Fve biten 
up stories ».lK>'®|^’y0iiy^’ , ■'• " ’" m 'f ,' y, 

Stories r* exclaimed Cynthfe* dlrawing %w» her 
hands. , i ■ . ' ^ 

Romances,” salk;- Mii|s " Bemoan ~;|^Teai^ -l^pmsScfe^t'' 
Sometimes 1 think ‘Inb, gr^ing to be ,| ‘'noYolifl; bec^tbife ' 
Fm always weaTing, stories about plople thpi-I/' 
people who iutewst met,| n^ean. Andiyfu iopk^a® i|i'yoki.’ 
mi gilt be the faerpine of a r:onderful rdfnance.” ,;^ 

Cynthia’s breath w&M liow qluite taken away, 
bh,” she said, I had never thought that I Idoked like 
that.” 

But you do,” said Miss Duncan ; vou’ve got idl sorts 
of po.ssi!)ili,ties in your face — you look as if you i^ght , 
liavc lived for ages/' 

Ah old as tbut ? ” exolaimed Cynthia, realiv startled. 
Per'^uips I dor’l ex}'^ress myself very well,” said the 
i^aniily j ** 1 wish you could see wdiat Fv© written 
about yon alreaiU . I can doit so much better with .pen 
and ink. Fve si ^rted quite a romance already.” 

What is it?” asked Cynthia, not without: interest. 

^sSit df^wu on ihe son? and Fll tell you,” mud Missi 
Duncan; Fve done it all from your face, too IVe made 
you a very poor giri brought up by peasants, only yon are 
rt;:/Iy <rf agreat family, although nobody knows it. A. rich 
duke »e«« you cnie 'Jay when he Is hunting and falls,, 
in love with you. an<iyoa.^’bave to stand adot of suffering 
and petwcution because of' it, and say nothing; 1 btdieve' 
you coaid do thaC” added JaneC looking critic^ly at 
Cynthia'’8 face. 

** I suppose I could if I had to,” mud Cynthia, **hut I 
shotddr/t like it.” 

Oh, it would do you good,” said Janet ; ‘‘ it would 
ennoble your character. Not that it needs it,” she added 
hastily. ‘^And I could wTite another story about 
quaint old man who paid the musicians to go away»,ifciid 
who made us all laugh so much.” 

^ Cynthia’s eye kindled, 

■* ' Basslsn’t a quaint old-'man»”|phe said; 
greatest man in the state.” 



comsfoar 

pAixomge Imd been of an tmeonsoiooe 
kind* She knew that she had offended, but dki not qnite 

..imikahow. ,x 

so sorry/^ she criedr^ I didn^t mean to hurt yon. 
You Hire with him, don’t you — Coniston ? ’’ 

Yea,” replied Cynthia, not knowing whether to langh 
or cry. 

Fra Jiteard about Coniaton. It must be quite a ro- 
mance in itself, to live all the year round in such a beauti- 
ful place and to make your own clothes. Yours become 
you very, well,” said Miss JDuncan, although I don’t 
know why. They’re not at all in style, and yet they 
give you quite an air of distinction. I wish I could live 
in Goniston for a year, anyway, and write a book about 
you.* My brother and Bob Worthington went out there 
one night and serenaded you, didn’t they 
^*Ycs,” said Cyntliia, that i>eciiliar hash coming into 
her eyes again, **and I think it was very foolish of them.” 

x>o you ? ” exclaimed Miss Duncan, in surprise; I wish 
fioraebody would serenade, me. I think it was the most 
rouiautic thing Bob over did* He's wild about you, and 
m i» Somers — they li^.ve both told me so in coiihdonce.” 
Cynthia’s face was. naturally burning now. 

If it were truot” «he said, ^ they wouldn’t have told 
you about it*” 

suppo^ that’s so,” said Miss Duncan, thoughtfully, 
‘^only you're very clever to Imre ##en it. Now that I 
know you,.! think you a more raWr person than 
ever. You don’t soem at fidJ like a country girh and j cmi 
‘ dmvt talk' like one.” " 

Cyiitliia hiiighed outright. ' She could not help liking 
Jtmct Duncan, flesh and blood, not, being prooi 

against, Miieh comfimeiits* 

i suppose it's liecause luy father was mi edtieated man,” 
|.klie said ; he taught me to read and speak when 1 was 
yyoui^^” 

: ** Why^ j on are just like a person out of a ncral I Who 
was your father? ” . ' 

kept the -store at Conistou” answered Cymtib'ia, 



smiling ft liiitft sftdly. Sim veoldcl- jltt4re,}i|E;ftil tlkftt* 
Willtftm Wetbereljt '.vonld have benn ft gpeil^ 
bftd had hcnlth, hat she l£<wnii 
oonfidemcac, 4!«psciitlly ftrhen: th% nmm ^ tite 

aurni^. ; ■ - - ■■ *, • ’■ 'i-., ' 

** Well,” mdd Juuet, stontly, « I think thuit Js more likft;; 
ft story than ever. Do you know,” she .oonl^Daed, “ I ‘ 
you fmoe at the state eapltal ontside of tar groni^s Im 
d«fy B<d» rMi after ySb. , "Hiftt was wMen I* vras fit lovii 
with him- ' We had iftli coom hack from Europe tlsMaCftm^ 
I thought he was the mast wonderful person i had ftwsr 
seen.” /.j 

If Cynthia had felt any mnotion from this dreelosuB^ I^ 
did not betray it. Janet, uioroover, was not lem^iii^ior ik.! 

“ What made you change your mind? ” asked 
bitihg her lip. . > 

“ Oh, Bo5)> hasn’t the temperament,” said Janet, jmaKng 
use of a wor<i that she had just dis»>veped ; “ he’s too IMjael*:., 
ti'.at — !<e never docs or says the things you want -hiia 1S^ 
He’s just Ixjen i ni. West jvith ns on a trip, and he was 
always lo<,king oi locomotives and brakes and gj^es 
bridges and all Rueh iirejsiome thingR. I shoiud like*ito 
m^rry a poet,” said Miaa Dunmix, dreamily ; 1 know thejr 

want me to many Bob, and Mr. VVortbingtoia waiitp 

Fm sure of that. Bat he w^dn’t at all suit me***' 

if Cynthia had been abte'to'exereise fm eq'Eal 
of speech, she nught haye^been impelled to inquire w&k 
jomig Mr. Woittofton's views wt'^re in the matffejr.^' 

It w^ she eoiiild think of nothing approprialie 
and Just then four pwjojple entered the. remm Md (Mlioia 
towardb them. Two of these were Janetta mother and 
father, and tJie other two were Mr; WonhingtoBi, the 
elder, and the Honorable Heth Snttnn. Mrg. D^oasn, 
whom Janet did riot at hU resemble^ was a 
naturally commanded att^eiition. She bad strong 
and a very decided, though not disagreesblB, mvpxmd^ 

I ooul^’t imagine what had b^K^oms.of pin, 
iaid, csoming forward and tlirowing ner lacs^sllgl^ 
** Whom liave yon found — m school filexid ? ” ■ 



5* No, Mumma,'' »aid Janot ^ this is CyotMa Wotherall/" 
« Gh/’ uaid Mrs, Duncan, looking very hard at Cynthia 
in a near-sighted way, and not knowing in the least who 
she ms; *"you haven't seen Senator and Mrs* Meade, have 
you, Janet ? They were to be here at eight o’clock/' 
‘♦No/’ said Janet, turning again to Cynthia and scarcely 
hearing the question, 

Janet hasn’t seen them, Dudley/* said Mrs* Duncan, 
going up to Mr. Worthington, who was pulling his chop 
whiskers ihy the door. Janet has discovered such a 
beautifui creature,” she went on, in a voice which she did 
not take the trouble to lower. ‘‘Do look at her, Alex- 
ander, And you, Mr* Sutton — who are such a bureau 
of useful information, do tell me who she is. Perhaps 
she comes from your paH of the country — her name’s 
Wctherell/' 

Wetherell ? Why, of course I know her/' said Mr. 
Sutton, who was greatly pleased because Mrs, Duncan liad 
likened him to an almanac : greatly pleased this evening 
in every respect, and even the diamond in his bosom seemea 
16 glow with a brighter fire. He could afford to be gener- 
ouli to-night, and he turned to Mr. Worthington and 
laughed knowingly. “She’s the ward of our friend 
Jcthr(^/’ he explained. 

Wltat is fthe ? ” iieipaniM Mrs. Duncan, who knew 
and cared nothing about politics; “ai^^untry girl, I sup- 
pose/’ ^ 

“ Yes, ’' I’eplied Mr. Sutton, “ a coiinterjf from a little 
village not far from Clovelly. A good pri, I Indieve, in 
spite of the atmosphere in which she lias oeen raised/’ 
“It’s really Wonderful, Mr. Sutton, v'how .you seem to 
know every one in ymir 'district, including' the women .aiid 
childmn,” said the lady; “but I suppose you wouldn’t be 
where you are if you didn^t.” 

The Honorable Heth cleared hm throat. 

/“Wet'hercdl,” M,r. Duncan w|wi saying, .^taring at Cyn- 
,;tMa through his Kpectaclos, w'where^have 1 heard tWt 

:: 

He must suddenly have rsmember^od, and reealied also 
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tluife he aii^ hie ftlly WortMngtoa had ob <sM>o<nto 
eid^ia in the WoodobuQk Seseioo, for he' sat. down 
bffliide the <l(Kri and remained therePfor awhile. - IPci*; Mr. ' 
Bnnoan had ?hever believed Mr. MerrUTs ei^la^iaoo 
conceiving poor William Wethereir scondnct. > 

“ Pretty, ain’t she ?” said Mr. Sutton to Mr, Worthr; 

“Guess she’s more dangerous fhan'iiletliro, nosV 
that we’ve clipped his wings a little.” Tte congressman 
had heard of Bob’s infatnudion. 

Isaac D. Wortliington, however, was in a good honidr 
this evening, and wasv moved by a certain curiosity to 
inspect the girl. Though what he had seen and hc^d 
of his son’s conduct with her had annoyed him, he did hot 
regard it seriously. 

“Aren’t you going to speak to your constituent, Mr. 
Sutton ? ” said Mrs. Duncan, who was bored because her 
friends had not arrived; “a congressman ought to keep on 
the right side of the pretty girls, you know.” 

It hadn't occurred to the Honorable Heth to speak to 
bis constituent. The ways of Mrs. Duncan sometimes 
puzzled hii!i, and he couhl not see why that lady and her 
daugliter seemed lake more tlian a passing interest dn 
the girl. But if they could afford to notice her, certainly 
he could, so he went forward graciously and held out hia 
hand to Cynthia, inl^rrupting Miss Duncan in the middle 
of a discourse upon her diary. d 

“ Hov? do ydd ■ tlj^tiita ? ” said Mr. Sutton. Had 
he been in he would have said, “ How be you ? " 

Cynthia han^ but did not rise, somewhat to 

Mr. Sutton’s simowncer A certain respect was due to a 
member of Coji^Mp and the llajah of Clovelly. ■ 

“ Howdu3’ii|tno.Mr. Sutton'*” said C-yntlna, very coa!ll|’, 
“I like her, remarked Mrs. DuneW to Mr. Worth- 
ington. ' 

“This is a splendid trip for you, eh, Cyntl^?" Mr. 
SntUV: i^rsistea, with a prataeworthy detormuBfj|tinu to ho 
pleaii^i ' 

“Il has tamed out to be soi M^. .^ttoto’' itopibd Cyn- 
thia. This was not predself thimnawM Mr. Sptton 




casmTOijs 


ezpeof»i» liati ter teU the truth, he diciu^ ]bicrw 
to make of it. 

“A groat treat to »ee Waahingtoii and Hfir Yorkf 
isn’t it?" said Mr. Sutton, kin<Hy, “a great treat for .» 
Coniston girl, I suppose you came through New, York 
and saw the sights ? " . 

“^Is there another way to get to Washington?” asked 
Cytuthia. 

Mrs. Duncan nudged Mr. Worthington and drew a 
little nearer« t^ile Mr. Sutton began to wish he had not 
been lured into the conversation. -.Cynthia had been very 
polite, but there was soraething in the quiet manner in 
which the girl’s eyes were fixed upon him that made him 
vaguely uneasy. He could not back out with dignity, and 
he felt himself on the verge of becoming voluble. Mr. 
Sutton prided himself on never being voluble. 

.“ Why, no,” he answered, “we have to go to New York 
%Sjpit anywhere in these days.” There was a slight pause. 

Jethro taking you and, Mr. Prescott on a little 
jdeasure trip ? ” He iiad not meant to mention Jethro’s 
name, hut he found himself, to his surprise, a little at a loss 


few a subjec t. ■ ' 

“ Well, partly a plecusOre trip. It’s always s?jjM»sure 
for Uncle Jethro to do' ti^gs for others,” said G^thia, 
quietly, “although people do, not alwaipa appreciate what 
he doaa forth^.” '''■i'. 

, The Hononmle Jlcth eough(sd!r* jfte very un- 

iTTdf-1td**Hr-HifW|ii. .1111“^*’' wiw astounding 
'young |iieaaoit koow, whom hsdH|^t|wught so innoont ? 

“ I didn’t dlM|||^ h(!S;,,was iatj^WWhtil I ran across him 
in the Corridor '^gBS eve^in^. Should Igkve liked to have 
wdredaoed him to soibw of i&e Wasfilhgton folks -r-somd 
the big men, are hare,” Mr. 

Sutton ran notice the little points 

*' I ■ 

treat fmr'!l|||||.''ti|h' . 

to - 



“Ho’* wr 
“i&ppy r 




.Bphrai^’^ slw^ ^ 

rhettma^m. ’ “ ■■ 
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itnui4 Mr, Sv 

i alwftfV Efc«d%^r 
Cyatbia 4kd not 
Sutton suspected strongly tl^a^ 

tbtsrefoi'c bo repeated it. ; . \ ^ 

** I always liked Jb^hnum. I 'trant |^b t 0 tell 
that I’m downright sorry T couldn’t get him tlbut .BrSk^ptosi 
postmastership..’ ■ ‘f 

“I’ll tcH him that you are sorry, Mr, Sutton,” re|>liadl' 
Cynthia, gravely, “ but I don’t think it’ll do any good.’’ 

Not do. any good I What did the girl mean f Mr., 
Sutton came to &e conclusioa that he ha<i been cond^eeitd-;l 
ing enough, that somehow he was gaining no merit ii»' 
Mrs. Duncan’s eyes by this kindness to a con^tuent. He 
buttoned up his coat rather grandly. i f;; .' 

“ I hope you won’t misunderstand me, Cynthia,” hhiMi^ 
“ I regret extremely that my sense of justioe denu^l^ed 
that I should make David Wheelock postmaster at Brainp 
ton, and I have made him ^o.” 

It was now Cynthia’s turn t<||A|Arhai^. 

“But,” she exclaimed, “bgi^^tomn Ephraim 
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poet- 


. iolently,' and that pe^ jof 

Iwliii^ets seem^ lo fyei^ 



master of Bram 
Mr. Sutton 
not hidden by, 

Worthingto^JUi^aUy self-posaMpied, took a s 
and seized arm. 

“ What does this meau, Sutton?” he said. 

Mr. Sutton pulled himself bjUgether, sad glmeudir 
Cynthia. ^ 

“I think you ^re mistaken,’ said he, “tJm ooi _ 
of the district itsually arranges these mattern^ and 
aqppointraent will be seat to Mr. Wheelock to^orrdijr.*’ 
“But Cousin Ephraim already baa the aqppoini 
Maid Cynthia; “ it was sent to him this aftonmoohi,' 

ha room now writing to thank Fis^deahlajlljk^ 
What in the worid’s the mattw 7 
in astonishment. 





r ■- '■ . -r ■ ’ 

v simple iflt^miiioetiieziLt had indeei) canilid some- 

IMtig of a panic smaiteg the gehtlemeii present. Mr. 
Buncim had jumped up from his seat beside the door* 
and Mr. Worthington, nis face anything but impaasire, 
tight^ed iiis h‘)}d on*the congressman's arm. 

‘‘ Good tiod, Sutton ! he exclaimed, ‘^‘•can this be true?^’ 
As for Oyntuiks »he was no less astonished than Mrs. 
Duiicius by the fact that these rich and powerful gentle- 
men were so excited over a little thing like the postmaster- 
ship of Branapton. But Mr. Sutton laughed ; it was not 
hearty, but still it might have passed muster for a laugh. 

‘‘ Nonseusa,” he exclaimed, making a fair attempt to 
regain his composure, ‘‘ tlie girUs got it mixed up with 
sometliing else — ^she doesn't know what she’s tiilking 
about/’ . , 

Mrs. Duncan thought the girl did look uncommonly as 
if she knew whatiihe was talking about, and Mr. Duncan 
and Mr. Worthington had some such impression, too, as 
they stared at her. Cynthia’s eyes flashed, biit her voice 
was no loudptltia^ before. 

am used l^ifei!| j|g,,^^lieved, Mr. Sutton/’ she said, ' 
here's Und|iPPt|l||plbM^ '■ You might tisk him,.’* 
They all tuniea in "^liienient, and one, at least, in 
trepidation, to pe roe iv^ Jethro Baas standing behind them 
with his hands in his pockets^ as uutoncerned as tliough 
he were under the butternut- >- 

“ How l->e you, Heth?”lie 'said. still got 'that 

appointment p-practieally in your 

''Uncle Jethro/’ said Cynthia, Mrf '$i|tton does not 
iKjHeve me when I tail Mih tibat Cofusin Ephiiiim has been 
made postmaster of Brampton. He wpukl like to liava 
yiP tell him whether it m so or * 

' ' Bat this, as it happen^, wtw exactly >wbat the Honor* 
able Heth did not. want to have Jethro tell him. How he 
got out of thft parlor of the Willard He^ose he has ndt to 
TO^dav a very clear idea. As a matter of fact, he fol* 
io«lrfed Mr. Wotihmgfdnmad Mr. Dutican, and they made. 
. f exit by the farther door. , Jethro did not appear to 

teke any notifje of th^4epirtare. 



“iJaireKtj’tsaid Mrs. Du|icaa, 

Meade umati 'havii.go^.,Jo ow/^l#iig 
Cynthia*;^ surpnee,^^^ lady ifeoL |pr lhod»' 

canH imagmt» what- yoo’ve 'doae^* lay ^ i|^.. 
pleasantly, *' bnt I believe yoti awe capaWte ai ta^fcg 
c>are of younself, and t like you.” .. ^ \ 

Thus it will be seen that Mrs. Dtincan was an inde]^^ 
dent person. Sometimes heiresses are apt to to- 

‘‘‘And 1 lilce you, i.oo,” said Jane|* taking both 
Cynthia's hands, and 1 hope to see you very, very ottenT 
Jethro looked after them- ' 

“Er — the womenfolks sOem to have some sens, to 


sjud. Then he turned to Cynthia. ‘^B-to’ri haviA’ 
some fun with Heth. Cynthy?” ho iiK|iiired. 

“ I haven't any respect for Mr. Sut#a«f*’ said CyntWa^ 
indignantly ; ‘*it serves iiim right to think 

that he could giv<j a post-office to any pn<#.” 

Jethro made no remark concerriing this presumption on. 
the part of tlio congressman of the clistnct. Cynthia^s 
indignatiou agi in^t Mr. Sutton Wiis very and it was 
some time before she could compose toxtoif sufficiently 
to tell Jethro wlrt^ had happened, enjoyment as ha 
listened may to imagined ; tot presently he forgot this, 
and became a war,.* that sonietjj^g really troubled her- 
‘•Uncle Jethro/’ she ^ked suddenly, ‘‘why do they 
treat me as they <jW ? ’* 


He dal not aijj^wer at once. This was because of a psixi 
around Ins lieap|--liad she known it. slle had felt-itot 
pain before. '1'!" 

“ H-how do they treat you, Cynthy ? ” . "r’ 

She hesitated. She had not yet learned to' uto.ito'"'' 
w’^onl mtr9nizti iu the social sense, and she was at a logs to 
dest rjhe the attitude of Mrs. Duncan and her daughter, 
though her instinci had rcgistci-ed it. She was at a hm 
to account for Mr. Worthington’s attitude, too, Mr, 
Sutton’s she bitterly resented, 

“ Are they your enemies ? she 
Jethro was in real distress, 

‘‘If they are/’ she continued, 



1 imnlt speak to ^mxk 



If L’l^iey can't troot — as yoiir 

; to be treated, PU tom m]|>' bttidc; on 1 an -->• 

1 am just like yonr daughter— nb I -tmt, Uncle Jethro? " 

, He fiat out his haud and seized hers roughly, and hia 
e-cdoe 'was thick with suffering. 

“Yes, Cynthy,” he said, “you — you’re ^ I've got in 
the worid." 

She squeeeed luf hand in return, 
fj know it, tpiBle Jethro,” she cried contritely, “I 
oughtn’t 46 heve troubl]^ you by tkskiug. You — you 
have dono eterythpig for me, much more than I deserve. 
And I shan’t m after this when people are tooSiqaU 
to awreciate ho wp ood you are, and how great.” 

The pain tigl^lied about Jethro’s heart — tightened 
so sharply that tdtiiou'ld not speak, and scarcely breathe 
because of it. C^j^ijpia picked np her novel, and set the 
bookmark. ^ 

“How- that Cousiir Eph is provided for, let’s go back 
to Coniston, Uncle Jethro.” A sudden longing was upon 
her for the peacf^M life in the shelter of the great ri^^ 
•and she thought ^ the village maples all red and gold 
vdth the magic touch of ^eJrosts. “ Not that I haven’t 
enjoyed my trip,” ahe '^l^iied ; but we are so happy 
there.” ' '■ , 

He did not look at her, heoautK was afraid to. 
“C-Cynthy,” he said, aftef a^little^ imuse, “th-Uiought 
We’d go to Boston.” ■ 

“Boston, Uncle Jethro ! ” - 

“ Er — to-morrow — at one — to-mor^|^ — like to go to 
Boston?” ^ “J../ 

“Yes,” she ^d thoughtfully, “I w^AaheiT parts of 
It. Ihe OonomoR, where 1 used to' tvulK^th Daddy, and 
the funny old streets that went uphill. '^t will be to' 
go.back to Conisiion that way— over Xrtiro Pass to Jhi 
tram. ’ ■. ,■ • 

Thtd night a piece of new* dashed jovar too wiro|'^W,i; 
New ’England, and the next sKinto^ a small i^to' 
appeared in the Niwcostfe Ghari&m to the effect that- 
one Ephraim Ptoaeott h^dlheen af^Oiated peatomater at 





iMtum- 



itoVBl; Izi €kmi$i<mi«^0ibitjpB 
k&mmot who. M)iv^''Wbit 
throng this item tiM J©fc|n?o WA», wiw 
•~«thftt th«|t«ilX(Mub md ftiKed to carry this fink p«i|P^u 
in their war ai^Qst hifet 

It was with a light Iwsrt thf lunct , 
thw padtod the iitiic leatiMt; trani: whic 
her father’s. EplMhnt wah m the etmidor 
Mend, Mr. Beard, with that woaidatfol wMRMio^ji ^ 
General Grant which sounded sh much lilp a 
anecdote of a chance meeting with royalty. 

HKHU was full of Tisitittg p^ditmiana. Bo p]^thiai,'«ii|M 
she had finished her pacKing, wcaad mifcS’to walk aimiit 
streets alone, scanning the pecmle W^jpasi^ hwr, io«^ 
ing at the big houses, ami wondmng w&> lived in thcon, 
Presentlj she found Ijets^l, in the middle Ci the ihowa* 
ing, seated on a bendi in a little park, anrtnntwlnd^ j^ 
colored mamnues and children piayi||j^in the patha. ' II 
seemed a long time since she had Mrahe hills, and dWtl 
glimpse of cities had given l^r many th|j^ to thinh 
dream about. Would she slvmys live ito Conistowt Ot 
was her future to be cast amoBg-.tba«B who moved In ^ 
world aud helped to sway it ? Cynthia fdt that sM wiill 
to be of these, though die could not reason why, and fdk 
told hersdf that the feeling ips fooluh. Pexfati|Ml Ig'l^ 
that she know in die bottcmi of h^ heart that she had liiafi 
given a spirit intelligence to cope with a laigd!elil| 
than that of CcmistcHi. With a sense that such imaginiagf 
were vain, she tried to think what she would do M 
were to hwotne a great lady like Mrs. Danmm. 

She Was mronsM from titese xefteeUmis hi » dittinh 
glimpse, through the trees, of Hr. BobeH Worttte#h% 
lh» was standing <|nite alone on the edge of the pa^ hi| 
hands in his pockets, stapng at the White Hotmd. 0yiithl|, 
kdf rose, and thensatdowu and loelnld M Sii* 

wore a light gray, loose-iitNmg 8iii|imd a Idasmr hwt, enp 
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jstalwartaiid clean and altogether anpeallttg in himi* She 
*;vrondere<i^ indeeJ, why he now iaUed to appeal to Mies 
Duncan, and she began to doubt the aincerity of that 
iroung lady’s siatenients. Bob certainly was not romantic, 
mtt Vas a man — or would be very soon. 

Cynthia sat still, although her impulse was to go away» 
Shie scarooiy analyred her feelings of wishing tt) avoid 
.'it may not be well, indeed, to analyse them on paper 
too olosely. She bad an instinct tliat only pain could 
came from frequent meetings, and she knew now what but 
a Week ago was a surmise, that he belonged to the world 
of which she ha<l l>ean dreaming — Mrs. Dimcan’s world. 
Again, tliere was that mysterious barrier between them 
of which she had seen so many evidences. And yet siia 
. sat still out h^r bench and looked at him. 

Preiiently he turned, slowly, as if her eyes had compelled 
bis. S'loi Wat still — it was too then. In less than a 
miniit.' he was standing beside iier, looking down at her 
with a smile that had in it a touch of reproach. 

liow do you do, Mr. Worthington?'’ said Cynthia, 

^vMr. Worthington! ” he cried, you haven't called me 
tlmt before.” 

** We are not children any more.” she said. 

“ What difference does thatjnake ? ” 

“ A great deal,” said (’ynthia, not caring to define it. 
Cynthia,” sa’ul Mr. Worthington, sitting down on the 
bench and facing tier, “ do you think yoidvo treated me 
Just right ? ” 

“ Of course I do,” she said, “ or I shouid Iiave treated 
you differently.” » yy; y 

Bob ignored quibbling. y 

, “,Why did you run away from that ' ftaa^ball game in 
Brampton ? And why couldn’t you have answered my 
letter yMterday, if it w^re only a line ? Ain'd why have 
you avoided me here in W uahington ? 

It is yery diiFicult to answer for another questione whiab 
one cannot ^apiwar for one^a ^ . 

“ I haven’t avtdded you,’* said Oynthk. 



^ I’ve beto lodking for you All over Ibois^ ] 
ing/’ mid Boh, with paniona|ii? ijtagg®r|i^ai|R 
believe tliat idiot Somei» haSf i' 

**The2i why ahould you call hiul^aa 

flashed,/ " ,,r. 

Bob laughed*, , ^ ^ ^ 

How you do catch a fellow up!’"' said he^ Adtu|rH^ 
' We both fouBcl out youM gone out for a walk aloi&e * 



*'* How" did you tmd it out ? 

/-Well/* mud Bob, hesitating, asked the dal 

doorkeeper/* ^ 

i *-Mr* Worthington/’ said C;ynthuH with an .indig|fHAtioii.y 
that made him quail, -• Jo you think it right to ask a door*;^^ 
keeper to spy on my movements? ” 

- I'm Sony, Cynthia/’ he ga}>*ped/*‘ I — I did&*t tWflk^of 
it that wav — and he won’t tall* Desperate eases require 
detqvenit!; remedies-., vou know*” 

But f Hiilhia was not appeased. 

--If }'uu wanted io see me^” she said,’'‘‘- why didu*t you 
send your card t'> iny iwm, and 1 would have come^to the 
parlor.” 

!Uit. i diil 8e:vi v. note* and waited around all day, - 

llow" was she to tell him that it was to the tone o,f ,th© 
note she o!)jected — to the hint of a ,q|andestiE8 meeting? 
iShc turned the light of her ej^es fullV^n him. ■ 

- iVouiJ you hrue hHn\ content to see me in the parlor 
she asked. “ Did you mean to see me there?” 

- \Vhy, ye^,” said he ; woMd have given my head 
see you anywhere, only — ” 

-- Only what? '' 

- Dunean might have come in and spoiled it**^ 

‘‘Spoiled w^hat?” 

Bob fidgeted, 

-Look here, Cynthia,” he said, “you’re not «fcn|fldr-- 
far from it. Of course you know a fifllom IfHuld 
to you alone/* ,v ' 'i 

“I should hate been very glad to have 
can, too/* '/ . ■ ';: 

“ You would, would you 1 ” he erclaiaibd. “ I shoulda’t 

have thought that*” * ^ 






yow Wwid f ‘Hdswi CNilWiu ., .,» — -...^ 

fm. Mid B(^ cme m tho best ia Sppyyi' 

Dnhr — I shouldn't k»w you'd o«r# to tiiiw liitab.* 

JMa iso looked arouadt for &ar the idgilaDt Mr. Bwcan 
Wasalreftdy in the ^rk and bad discovered them. HC^tiiia 
smiled, ^'Qd immediately became grave again. 

"^So it was only on Mr. Duncan’s aocoontdiat yon didn’t 
ask me to eome doira to the parlor? ” she said. 


Bob was in a quandary. He was a truthful person, and 
In had Isiumed aomethiim of the world throu]^ his three 
years at* Cambridge. He had seen many young women, 
and many kinds of them. But the girl bmide him was 
sudh a mixture of innoomioe and ^tuteness that he was 
wholly at a loss how to deal with her — how to parry her 
searomng questions. 

**KstaraUy I wanted to Imve yon all to myself,” hesaid ; 
“ yon ought to know that” 

'Cynthia did not commit hemelf on tins point. She 
wished to go mercilessly to the root of the matter, but 
the notion of what this would imply prevented her. Bob 
took advantage of her silence. 


Evwybody who sees you hills ,a srietim, Cynthia,” he 
went on ; Mia. Duncan and Jan# liG# their hearts. Ton 
onght to have heard them praising yon at breakfast.” He 
paused abruptly, tlihiklng of the reet of that oonversatioii, 
and laughed. Bob seemed fated to a| |ii |i t himself that 
** 1 heard the way, you h«}dkMp|p|Ui Sutton,’* he 
said, lounging in. “ I’U bet he felt as if iie’d been dippped 
out of the third-story window,” and Bob lauded ae^n. 
“I’d have given a thousand dollars to have oeen theic 
^mera a^{ went out to mit^r with a dassmato who 
lives in Washttigtoa, m ^tai npase over there,” and be 
pointed casually to one of the imposing manaiom fronting 
(# the park. Mrs. Duncan aaid dieM nevew heard any- 
body lay it on the way ton did* 1 believe you 

ball kimw what happened, Oynti^ fm made * lam* 
strike.” , i , 


•*A tefR-ah#«?” ah« ImpnliMU- . 

4 >WdV’ ha 41^ JSftii, my 




ft uroi 
«0> OMUi^ 


'S'iSK^ iimr ll 

Ittor ■ 


Ills* iNlutta* tao. ' Usd- 
in^ ftitjpd of tm/thiB^. 
ihiO«:^1>i«ftlq{M Vr^ 

He tMttfaft to Iftve kmm btfetar ^ 

. “ ^-4 



lyttainst Wricle J^Ilaeo.” " ■ ^ " .m- 

“ How did they ton up ftgftinet Uiiete 
G^tbift, now heenlT itthHheted. 



3U Tsafttxmctcf » ' 

^He never tells tae aaytuing alioat Ml 
ftnswered. ' 

Bob’s astonishtaent did not wear off at once- Hei» sni' < 
ft new phase, and he was TNy hard pot. He had Muted, 
casually, a good deal of abase of letoro sad his zftslbodft 
i!i the iast two days. 

“ Weil,” he sida. “ I don’t knowanything ahoat piditiM. 

I don’t know myself why &thor and Mr, Dattsea WtWte 
so eager for this «posta^Alership< But they were. Awl 
I heard them say sowpMhgf the Prein<|ent foisg 

back on titem wW tM^' nad telegraphed fsom Cmmm 
and come to see faitn here. And maybe they didn’t m 
Ueth m for it. It seenw tfocle Jethro only had^'to wiUe. 
up to the White Hcose. They ought to have sense enet^fh 
to know that hi runs the state. But what’s the nae «f 
wasting time Qhftr thia boainew?” said Bob. **I 
I was gohlif to Brampton before the term 
just to see you, l|dn’t I ? ” 

“ Yes, but I didn’t believe von,” said Cynthia. 

“Why not?” he demanded. , 

“ Because it’s my nature, I suppose,” she re^tied. 

Thw was too much tor Blob, exasperated thOui^ he wifti 
and he burst into Isoghter. 

“ You’re the queerest girl I’ve ever fcaoiyii,” h»/|Hlid. 
Not a very original renmrk. 

“ That must b« Myiiw a great deal,*’ #he ftiwwwud. 
“Why?” 

“You must have ktiQwn many.” I ' 

“I Imvh,” he ads^died, “mid aoiib m 
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they'd knocked altout, were able to look out 
any better than you." 

“Not even Cassandra IJLopkins?” Cynthia could not 
sayipg. She saw that she had scored; his expres* 
filona registered his sensations so accurately. • 

i“ What do yon know about her ? ” he said. 

“ Oh,” said Cynthia, mysteriously, “ I heard that you 
were very fond of her at Andover.” 

Bob conld not help pluming himself a little. He 
thought the fact slie had mentioned the matter a 
flaw m Cynthia’s araior, as indeed it was. And yet he 
was not proud of the Cassandra Hopkins episode in his 
career. 

“Cassandra is one of the institutions at Andover,” said 
he ; “ most fellows have to take a course in ('assandra to 
complete their education.” 

“■ Yours seems to be very complete-,” Cynthia retorted. 

Great Scott ! ” he exclaimed, Iwking at her, “ no won- 
der you made mince-meat of the l|eth. Where 

did you learn it all, Cynthia?” ^'’ ’ 

Cynthia did not know. She tnerely wonfl^red where she 
would be if she hadn’t learned it. Something told her 
that if it were not for this anc^ll:|die would be drifting 
out to sea : might, indeed, soon 1^ drifting out to sea In 
gpite of it. ft was one thing for Mr. Robert Worthing- 
ton, with his numerous resources, to amuse himself with 
a girl in her position ; it would be quite antither thing 
for the girl. Sho-got to her feet and held out her han<i 
to him. 

“ Good-by,” she said. 

“Good-by?” 

“We are* leaving Wasliington at one o’cldek, and Uncle 
Jethro will be worried if I am not in time for dinner." 

“Ijfiaving at one* That’s the worst luck I’ve had yet. 
Bat I’m going back U\ the hotel myself.” 

Cynthia didn’t see bow she wa« to prevent him walking 
with her. She would lint Imye adi^tted to herself that , 
she had enjoyed this eneounter, since she was trying so 
liar<^hot to enjoy it. So they stsrierl togetiier out of the 


IbemfM^lves 
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piark. Bob, lor & froador,,. wal 

aow and then at her profile. ' Helf^t^that he ' 

deal to say, but he couldn’t decide escptly i^di iid' , 


lacked both an attitude and a policy. - 

“ If you see Duncan before 1 do; let ipe kijjo#,” re- , 
naarked finally. ■? _ ^ 

Cynthia bit her lip,^ *♦ Whg^ shot^ I^” she asked. 
“Because we’ve only got nyie minutes mor^ alone to- 
gether, at best. If we see him ih time, we can go down 
a side street.” j " 

“ I think it would be hard to get away from Mr. Dithoan 
if we met hijp — even if we wanted to,” she said, laughing 
outright. 

“ You don’t know hoWi j^e that is,” he replied, with 
feeling. vi ' ’-,’ '.-4 ' ' ' 

“ That sounds as '*^ongh you’d tried it before.” 

Hh paid no atteuiacs^ to this thrust. 

“I shan't 8e%a|iou again till I get to Brampton,” he said; 
“that will be a •whote wpek. And then,” he ventured to 
look at her, “I iflian^iy^e ^bu until the Clirist ma s holi- 
days. You might be a Mtle kind, Cynthia. Yon knOur 
Fve — I’ve always thought the worl5 of you. I donS 
know how I’m going to get through the three montira 
wdthout seeing you.” 


“ You managed io get through a good many year*,” said 
Cynthia, looking at the pavement. 

“ 1 know,” he said; “ 1 was sent away to school and ool- 
lego, and our lives separated.” 

“ Yes, Our lives separated,” she assented. 

“ And I didn’t know you were going to be like — r llfce 
thi%” he went on, vaguely enough, but With fOOling. 
“Like what’/” 


“Like — well, I’d ratlier be with yoi| ond taBr, to you 5 
than any girl I ever saw. I don’t earal»i^ She 
^elared, “or how much she may have tefreUed,” He was 
running into deep water. “ Why are yo^^eo col^ Cyall^f 
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fovt he m you meA to 09? Toa Htwd to Hks 
we well Woogk.” 

« A»d I Kk® you now,” »n8wci«d Cynthiii. They were 
Tory neiu- the hi^l by this time. 

telk m if you were ten yean older toao 1,” 
said, souUng pfaintirety. 

She stopped and turoed to him, smiling. They had 
reached the steps. 

“ I believe I am, Bob,” she replied. “ I haven’t seen 
much of the wdrld, hrft INe seen something of its troubles. 
Iton’t be foolish. If you’re coming to Brampton just to 
see me, don’t come, (ifioddiy.” And she gave him her 
hand frankly. 

“But 1 will come to Brampton,” he cried, taking her 
hand and squemiing it. “ I’d 0^ to know why I shouldn’t 
come.” ^ 

As Cynthia drew her haaa away a gentleman came usri 
of the hotel, paused for n hrief moikl^ by the door ipd 
stared at them, and then pasMd haw jn lhont a word or 
a nod of recognition. It was Mr, 
looked after his lather, and Ihm Cynthia, 

There was a trifle niO];e<eqto| lh,h^ ched^lpd her head 
was raised a little, and hen upon him 

“You sliould know.^y^y iKNt, toid, and before he 
could answer her blie was gone into^lhe hotel. He did not 
attempt to follow her, but stood where she had left him in 
the sunlight. 

He was aroused by the voice of the genial colored door- 
keeper. 

“ Wal, suh, you found the lady, Mistab Wo’tbingtoTi. 
Thought you would, auh. T’other young gentleman come 
in while 'ago — locdced as if lie waA leelui’ powerful bod, 
Histah Wo’tyngton.” 



CJlAl^TEE Vn 

AH AMAjcriQ sso^i^wrm 

When they readied Bosfcca^ Cynthia felt a^oRt.M H'*' 
she were home, again, and Ephraim declared thathe had hi^ 
the same fee^^ when h 3 returned (tom the wai‘. Tho 4 a|^ ^ 
it be the proRperous capital of New England, it is a city i 
of homes, and tlm dw«|^# of it have held stanchly to 
heiid of their foi^jl^hent tliat the honw is the very 
wdadati'm-rock 0^ thm 3^ip6.^„Held stanchly to other 

* iefs. loo: tliatweaMj it some little measure 

tespmisibility,,,. The straniger withia the gates of that 
city feeh|: thjjt|. if li« falls, ft. heedle^ world will ntifc go. 
charging his that a helpua^ liand will he 

stretch^ ou^- -a hilping and a wise hand thod 
inquire into tlie cinjumstances of his fladl — bid: » 

Knipan band. / , ,, > 

■ 'j^ey were sitting in tbeljptelqr of the Trcmont HolBA 
that, morning with the sun sdreaming in the wuadM^, 
■Waiting for Ephraim. . ' 

“Unde Jethro, ’ Cynthia asked, abruptly, **di 4 ywd 
ever know my mother ? ” ^ 

Jethro started, and looked at her quickly. - ; t ' 

“ W-why, Cynthy? ” he asked. 

BecauM she grew up in Coniston," answered 
#‘1 neyer thought of it befoi’e, but of course you wutti 
have known her.” ■ 

“ Yes, I knew her,” he said, . . . i 

“ Did you know her wdl ? ” she pecsittBd, 

Jethro got^ up and went over to the^rindow, 
stood with his back toward her. i 

^ Y^ GyUthy,” he answered at: lengt|^ 

■ ' X 80 & 
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“Why havei»*4 you ever told me about her?” aekad 
pyrithia. How war she io know that her iniitocent qaea> 
iioua tol-tur^d.Mu3i orueily; that the spirit 'of tdie Cynthia 
who' had oqA^,..to.hlm in the tannery honse bad haunted 
him all that she herself, a new Cynthia, was 

still thal enjm r*^The bygone (^nthia had been much in 
his thoughts s'noe they aune to Boston. 

' “ What wftB she like ? ” 

• She r-r-^'she was like you, Cynthy,” he said, but he did 
hot tuiSU round. “ She was a ciever woniau, and a good 
woman, and — a lady, Cynthy," 

The girl aaid nothing for a while, but she tingled 
with pleasure becau.se Jethro had %omi^ared iic'r to her 
mothef. She determined to try to be like that, if he 
thought her feo. ’ 

“Uncle Jethro," she said pr^ijjl^ly, “I’d like to go to 
see the house where she lived.” , ||y: 

“Ef — ‘Ejibraiin knows it,” said 3^uo. 

So when Ephraim came the three went over the hill, 
|»s# the State Hou#e which fiidhpch set aa|i 
crest ;of it looking'’dyM the svro^ of the CtHanioiB, and on 
into the maze of quaint, oid-wc^|^ 4treet^’^on the slo^ 
beyond : streets with" white portiooSj^. a^id ■noFet panes in 
tlie windows. Tfaey;^aiue to an old'htiuare hidden ^ay 
on a terrace of the hill, and after^ that the streets grow 
narrower and dingier. Ephruiniv whose hiemory never 
betrayed him, hobbled up to a shabby house in the middle 
of one of these blocksvaad rang the bell. 

“ Here’s where I found Will when I come back from the 
wai-,” he said, and explained the matter in full to the slat- 
ternly landlady who came to the door. She wsis a good- 
natured woman, who thought her boarder would not mind, 
and led the way up the steep stairs to the chamber over 
the roofs where Wetherell and Cynthia had lived and 
hoped and worked together*; where he had w'^itleit those 
pa^s hy which, with the /aid of her loving criticism, he 
had fought to become famous, T'he room was as bare now 
as it had been then, and Epbrum, poking his stick through 
a hole in the ventured the assertion that even that 




not beeia^M ; mbto, ;rtiinBg^t 
my ioph VMU^ his eym. 

ai-W* 

sayiagr an<i jpoked thS bat^pw boanii,* 

bed. Had a shook wh^ I sa^ him. ^i. _ ^_, , r-- - 

have Uv^ tiro months ;;il >i»;trar badn 4 “bnit tip jfuid '^^ 

hadn’t oo»Bt»J«og.” , v.-'- *-, ■ ' . I ' ^ ■ i 

u 0 |g|||h| 8 id Eph! exclanned Ojmthia. ; r. ' 
'I'bol^Hpldier turned iuid saw that there wer^^^qs^ 
in her But, 8tran|0Br than that, €yDthia saKji^^ 

there were teart in his oanb. Ha took her gentry Slypp' 
arm and ied her do\»ii ^ stairs again, she 
and Jethro following 

* ^thro, whose memory wqs 

wjittle shop tucked swi^ ia ; 
racplously spared in the ad- 
.. iudsQij^ nan^ however, was 
^rh^ ovet.the door. Standii^g 


i^ry 



way, ^jb.0ty^. 
and JRpitna,m^ 
we#jpaasts^ 
too.. • For the 
It was not 
r^tlie WStei, Ephraim 

• . * i ■! ■ i 1 ^ ■ 


That same morninj 
as good as Ephrain^. 

Oornhill which hM < 
vance r f ^prosperii 
no iongei| in quaiJtiC 
before itr. iathro tiddt,: 
clerk ai»d|f jpantry' bumpkhi, an 
bi'thiauj^g^so haai^ly fiiat the 

turned to l<0s>klitt ’them am 

three weje an unitiiual group, eveitv 

until th6y w'ere seated at dinn^i^^ — , . 

with hie napkin tacked pnder his chin, that Jethro gave 
them the key to th&<oPai»ot&s in this story. 

“ And whb was.the locket Uncle Jetliro ? ’ demanded 

Cynthia. ' ' ^ 

Jethro, however, ifcook his liead, and would not be in- 
duced to tell. , ' 

■They were still so seated when C}mlhia wroeived com- 
ing toward them through the crowded dining room, n 
merry«, jDiddie*ajftJd g^iitlonian witli a bald H6 

to kaSc^ everyl>c>dy in the rooniy for ba was k^pt 
basy lio^ding rigJbt and ut the tables until he eaip© 
to theii?s. He web Mr, Merrilb who had ootne 
iidjbot in Coniston, and who had spoken? M bet 

on:thEt ooeaaion*:: ' ’’ ' '■ 


be fiift 


.. weiif”. he 

pea^ cn 'me yet. ‘ DoaV^wii^^se^' elt^jRTdl, m 
' long as yon sent word y«h w^m/kemjm dm'i eomplsiii. 
So yon licked ’eiii ‘a^ahi,* eh^Boill^p Washington? 
IfeTOr had a ^abfr but what y ou*6uId; ' 'Is this the new 
postmaster? How are-ydn, ||li, P:[^eacott-f>a»<i Cynthia 
■<— a Tooi^ lady.J Bless my aoal,”;iaid Mr. Merrill, look- 
ing her a»ef;as h# shook her hupS. “What have von 
doiiho.to imri lethro? What kind of beauty 

Hn|||Pii^;lpharill took the scat next to her and cowonued to 
his pleasa^ti'ies equally among the throe, 
when hs^,d^niturn came. She liked Mr. 
JowSlInNMfy,' i^hofi} he seqrn^ j^^er (as, indeed, he was) 
hone^^lmd kind-hearted, - ^lyn w^^was not lacking in a 
‘pi^pi^'ltippreciation of heriHr^-^J^, may have b«uui dis- 
OO^ldd. But she was po^ed tojjnlw'wh}' this gentleman 
shonid make it.|Hpioint'to'pay suW^particular attention to 
ayoong oounbrnglj^ ' OtJier raiir$m |)reei(lents whom she 
could name had ndfdohe so. She was blinking of these 
things, rather than listening Merrill’s conversa- 

tion, when the sound of Mr. WoH^{^gto^naiaiSi|Sturtied 

“Weil, Jethro,” Mr. Merrill voft certainly 

nipped this little gaftie of Wortn^gfMi|H in the buo. 
Thought he’d tilb voulin the rear fcgf going to Washing- 
ton, did ho? Ha, |i» ! I’d like to know -hoyf4m did it. 
m get you to tell tne to-night — see if I ‘dostfc , Ifiiii’re 
all coming in to supiier to-nt^it,* you , know, at sSTen 

Ephr^m laid down his knife and fHik flist Mtae. 

Wtare the wonders of this journey never td c«iS|e? Aad 
Jethro, once in his life, looked nervous. • * 


** Er er — Cynthyll go, Steve — CyntbvTl go.” 

“ Tes, Cynthy’li gOi” laughed Mr. Merrifl, “and "you’ll 
go, and Bphraim’ii go.” Aithoogh he by no means liked 
eterybody, as would appear at.nrMi' glande, Mr. MerviB 
h^ a way of calUng peofh by .^^it lrst names yihm bn 
did fancy them. 





^ ■■■■ - . 

if 1 miiilo daii^ oat^’ a^ , 

“ Let’s eee,'” a^ 'llr. ' ll6iiii!ii]|,, gm'^e-f J^-diie. 
tlie |wnidtuswi||^l^^^# w arjpbase ? i f 
do if you didti*l driu^K. Wlmt dar jou 
CyntEy?” ^ • .-V’ •■. • ,, ,„., .,„ 

“ Ask him what w^ ^e!iaattjSr wiWi it,” 
proia^ly. At" 

“ Well, Cynthy,” said he, “ I know why ti^e 
lows take yon round with ’»«b. To take eare ? 0 f 
They’re not fit t<' travel alone*” y . _ 

And so it was settled, aftet w^h furthtar acgn^Mi^ t 
they were all to sup at house, Cyfithtitil 

maintaining tliat she W)a|^p^i%'4e^i't th«as. ' 

Mr. Menilk having twn^jhfcBines repeated the 
number, went There was much. iny% 

terioas whisperilp hfl^een JSphraim and Jethro in 
liotel parlor after dlil^vwhne Cyii^a’ was turning over 
the leaves of a m|||r^n%pd then jSj^raim prooased'going 
out to SC'P ■ 

“ Where's- 
“ fe’ii me^t 
was not quit 
“Oh, flncie,, 
got out of it. 

Washingj^.” 

“ Guess he’ll keep (his app’intment,” sidd Ephraiin, who 
seemed to bo ftili of a strange mirth tint bubb]^ over, 
for he actually winked at Jethro. 

' CynthUr’li mind flew to Bunkm* Hill and the old Korth 
Chorcb, but they went first to Faneml Hall. Presmitly 
they found themselves among the crowd in 5^%Shiiigtoai 
Street, where Ephraim confessed the trepidi^cm he 
felt over the coming EUiq)er party: a trepidation grtntnr, 
so he declared many times, than he had ever expeiieneed 
before any of his battles in the war. He stopped cmoe or 
twice ip thsi eddy of the crowd to glancfl up at the nomhenii 
and finally (}am« to a halt before the 'findows of a ts^ 
dcy>go^ store.;.''- 



3b^ going? ” she ask^. ’ 
said Ephraim, prompUy, but his voice 


decried Cynthia, “you’re trying to 
bu^r^ember you pronyied to meet ns in 






. I ought to huy a uew shirt occasion, 

i^ynthy,’^ bo saiX staring'hard at the articlla of apparel 
displayed thar^e* •• Let's go in/’ 

Cj'ntlim laughed oatriglit, iinoe Ephraim 'cmitd not by' 
.any chance have worn any of ' in question, 

‘‘AVriy, Cousin Ephraint,” ahi-,' exclaiiied, -^ynu can't 
buy gentlemen’s things hero*'” . 

I guess you can,” aaid 'Ephraim^ and I'tobbled eon- 
fid^tlyin^at the doorway, Thare we w'ill leave him for 
a while conversingin an undertone with :i Hoor'W'alker, 
and follow Jethro, He, eur%nHly enough, Lad some fif- 
teari minutes before gone the same tloonvay, ques- 

tioned the same floor-walker, and he found him^sitf In due 
time walking amongst a bewildering lot of nifniels o.u the 
third llfwr, follow^ed l,>y a giggling saJeswonnin. 

What kind of a dross do yrm wnnu asked tlie 

saleslady, — for we are im]Hdled 4o’'ajalI lit;r so. 

“^S-siik cloth,” said deihro. 

*'* What shades of silk would you like, sir? ’ 

- ‘‘Shades? shades? Wliat tlo you mean by sh.adcs? '' 
“Why, colors/’ said the s^ileslady, o|Mriii.y. 

“Green,” said Jethro, mth comideiS|Pfe' ampiiasls. 

The aaieslady clapped her hand ovelf lier mout h and led 
the way to another inodeL 

“You don’t call that green — 4*^ you? That’s not 
green enough/’ 

; They inspected another dress, and ihon another and 
'another, — not all of them were- greein — Jtjthro mipress- 
ingpwery decided if not ex|xert views on each them. At 
last he panned before t'wo models at- the far end of the 
room, pmmng his hand repeatedly over .ejieh as lie had 
done Bp (dten ^ith the cattle ■ of Coniston'. 

These two pieces same kind of go^ods?” he demanded. 
''“Yes.” , ^ 

, “ Er^-- thiS' one is a httle shinier than that one? 

_ “ Perhaps the fiiuah is a TiWe higher/’ f entured the 
saleslady. /;■ v ; ■' ; 

“ SlWWnlejty’ said JWhra, ' 

“ sMiiier^ if you please to call it 



« ymi itf 


•od iltogetiK ijw|>al^ ^ff^Monniag li||^pii% 
looked at her for » nmm^^ ip dfeigost, l»tt m hw |*®di^ 
xeeut oast arooody^ anoSherlo wa»)^ to hinij Th^ 
no lack of thartiPi^|i1ilird^^ tlj.sy ^1 seamed to 

lx- affr '^ted by Jetfoio^s eye alighted 

the back ol auoihto ^Mitomer. She wa^, a|»^reidly|£% 
re8pectable-loo4d% Jdd? ^ uncertain age, iod ha# o%jr 
attention was fo fixed |n the contenaplatioa of # 

model that she IW not remarked the merrimeld nhojl 
her, nor its caoso^*« She Hot see Jethro, either, as Ip 
strode across to hei. Indeed, her first intimati^ of 
presence was a dig m her arm. The lady turned, gsVa a 
gasp of Ataazeinetit at the fi^re confronting her, and pic»« 
oeeded to annihilate it wiUi an eye that few women 


rdhignst, 1 



possess. 

ll-how do, aia'am,” he said. Had ho known anything 
about the appearain e of women m genetah he might have 
realized that bO' had struck a tartar. This lady vfm at 
least sixty -five, and probably unijl^’rried. Her face, though 
not at all unpleasant, was a study in character-develop- 
ment: she woni nuglets, a peculiar bonnet of a bygone 
age, and her elc€bes had certain eccentricities which, for 
lack of knowledge, must be omitted. In short, the lady 
was no fool, and o6t b^g one she glanced at the gi fjryl iftg 
group of sales woiUeii and — wonderful to icelate -t- thA 
8top]^d giggling. I'heu she looked again at Jethro -X 
and gave him a smile. One of superiority, no doab||bai% 
still a smile. 


“ How do you do, sir ? ” 

“T-trying to buy a silk cloth gown for a woman. 
There’s two over hero I fancied a httle. Er — thought 
pcibara you’d help roe.” 

“ Where are the dresses ^ ” she denuded Abruptly. 

Jethro led the way in silence unlii they came to 1h« 
models. She plattteal|erself in £rto%uf them and ledi^ 
them over twiiray bat critioally. \ 

“ What is the age of the lady ? ” 



differenc# nwlc#?** Mpfid 

WMie itt«l!ii0t vm agidiet s^^tting hitbsellt «o tllMi^iisi, 
^]>i^i«noe!^’ sw ,i^«MbiGA shaifdy, A 

iMniiidAraMe differenoe.^^^Afhf^ps not tt> mt to the 
Iftdy. What coloring %lil«?” . gL . 

“ Cksoloring ? Sbi^ ' y 

* His oonisanion tara^'vhi' back on Mnt* ^ 
“Whatskeisshe?” * 

A<<Abont that slse,” said 9ethro, pointuag to a model. 
“ASiont! about ! ’1. slm^ ve|soulatea, and then she faced 
him. “ Now look hsjpe^iiay friend,** she aaid vigorously, 
‘*thei-o’^ sometliing very iny8ter|pij8 about all thw. You 
l(»ok like a good man, but 3'ou may be a very wicked oue 
for all 1 know. I’ve lived long enough to discover that 
api)earairces, especially where your sex is concerned, are 
deceitful. Unless you are willing to tell me who this lady 
is for whom you are buying silk dresses, and what your 
relatinnsblp is to her, 1 shall leave vou. Ami mind, no 
evasions. I can detect tlie truth pretty w ell when I hear 


Unexpected as it wue, Jethro ga\e l^ack a .step or two 
before this onslaught of feminine virtue, and the move- 
ment did not tend to raise him in the lady's esteem. He 
felt that he would rather face (leimral Grant a thousand 


times tiian this peraon. She was, indeed, preparing to 
sweep awa}' when there came a familiar <top-tap behind 
them on the }>are door, and he turned to Iblhold Ephraim 
hobbling toward them with Idie aid of hia^ljiheen umbrella, 
Cynthia by his fdde. 

"Why, it’s Uncle Jethro,” cried Cynthia, lotdciug at 
him and the lady in astouishmei^t, and then with equal 
aatouisbment at the models, ** What in tlm world rou 
doing here?” Then a light seemed to dawn on her. 
**^^0u frauds! So this is what you were whispering 
almAi! This k the war Cousin Ephraim boys his 
Wrial” ^ . f 


^ C-Cyudiy,” said Jethmb apoteetioally, “ d-don*fc yon 
liiink you ought td have a nice ^kem lor lhat aujqiif 
party ’ ” 



have'-tiif , ,, .. ^. . 

**U-timM to Imye-it all «!ipB|.^|^ boni^ ^itett 
cntue, Mt I giAiuto a kind 

“ Argament f exdMSjaed lady. Bat shflaAi^ -fiot 
aeem &l«af «4 She Imd b^ atairing TWr ftsew at 
Cynthia. jtea**,” ^ opntiaaed la*idi |4 <*101' l|ill^ 

l^e soHie dia 1 tta^ *0 lotwr Jkj^oo^., long ||^e aA |»C 
I’ll be glad tm ycwi." ‘jlpi ‘ancle may be semMT 
enough in othMir fattens, but I toll him franddy be to 
of pl^ hmrei Let Wnl go away and sit down somewlieito 
with the other gentleman^ and we’ll get the dresa betwedl* 
08, if he’ll tell uf. how much to pay.*’ 

“ F-pay anything, no’s you get it»” said Jethro. 

“ Uncle Jethro, do you realR' want it so muohf ” 

It must not ^ thought that (lynthi&r did not wish lose 
a dress, too. Btit the sense of dependence on Jetluro «tod 
the £e«r of slminldg his pujnie ney ear, ^jmte wore off. So, 
Jethro and E^ihraiiu took ot some dtotonoe,' 

and at laA a ureas was eboseh'^lOot one of the gcMCgeoim 
models Jethro had 'picked 'outs b|i^* 4 )retty, simple, gM- 
toh gown which Cynthia herM| bud* liked and of wntob 
the lady highbr approvwd. Not ij^tfent yiitJi Iceljnng to 
chckose it, the Ibdy must O&tisfy hhrself that it M, which 
it did perfeoA,,,j,.J,nd SO %'Otluh was tnmaformed into » 
city person, Iptopi' bto* ebSn £^wed with a heeldh wtolt/ 
which few ci% people aro^^hleseed. 

“ My dear,”fwd tho lady, still staring at her, “jw teoi: 
very well. I simuld soart^yJiaTe supposed it.” Cyn- 
thia took the remark in good part, for she thought tom 
lady a ohai'actm*, which she was. ‘*1 hope you wilk,»|fe*', 
member that we womesn were created for a higher, paupme 
than mere beauty. The Imrd gave ps brainp, sCm 
that we should nse them. If you have a ^od ml 

I believe yrou havo» towm to employ fck toto bettetn^to 
of your set, Ipi* tbe tome dt cur flanantoftdlM to tt band,**!. 
Having deliywed tbto litodh Iectare2j& lady eoatotoamli 
to stare at hm. with keen eyes. look eery math 



?CK)NI3T0N 

likcf some one 1 1Q^ to lore wlien 1 wm younger^ What 
is your name ? ‘ 

^‘CynOua WethereU/^ 

^ OyniMa Wetherell? Was your mother Cynthia Ware, 
fyom Coniston ? 

‘‘Yea*” said Cynthia, amazed. 

In an instant the strange lady had risen and had taken 
Cynthia in her embrace, new dress and all. 

“My lAear,” she said, “I thought your face had a fa- 
miliar look. It was your mni^er I knew and loved. Fm 
Mis# Lucretia Pemiiman.” 

Miss Lucretia Pennimaii ! fl^uld this be, indeed, the 
authoress of the Hymn to Cdillston,” of ymom Bramf>- 
ton was so proud? The Miss Fucretia Peiiniraan wlio 
sounded the first clarion note for the independence of 
American women, the friend of Bryifet and Hawthorne 
and Longfellow ? Cynthia had iiideec|fth^ard of her. Did 
not all Brampton point to the house which had held the 
Social Library as to a shrine ? 

“Cynthia,” said Miss Lucretia, I have a meeting uow 
of a girls' charity to which I must go, but you will come 
to me at the ofBe^ of the Wmnans Hour tO'mori'ow 
morning at ten. I wi#hito talk to you abo^t your mother 
and yourself.” 

Cynthia promised, provided they did not lfave for Con- 
iston earlier, and in that #yent agreed to. write. Wlierc- 
upon Miss Lucretia kissed her again and hurried off to 
her meeting. On the way back to thet.Trefhout House 
Cynthia related excitedly the whole circumstance to 
Jethro and Kphraiin. £phi4im had hfi#U^ of Miss Lucrc- 
tia, of course. Who h#d not? Bu^Vhe did not read 
tie Woman' B Hour. Jethro silent. Perltaps be was 
thinking of that fresh sommer morning, so long ago, 
when a girl in a gig had oviSrtafcen him in the canon made 
by the Brampton road through the woods. The girl had 
worn a poke bonnet, and was returning a book to this . 
same Miss Lucretia Pennimau’s Social Library, And the 
book was the “ Life of Nap^on Bcnaparte.” 

“ Uncle Jethro, shall w 0 still be in to-morrow 

morning?” Cynthia; asked. 



irol|ii«4 ibiiBself. 

he 8^, ^'yea,'” ■ 5 

' ’“.Whe^'aw.yougoifl^honife’'’^.'' ' ^ 

lie iild i^oi aaiwflf this 8iii^ii£a«iaelioiv httt'eofiit^ed. 
“ H ain’t you enjoyin’ yourself^ Cynthy ? *’• -f " ^ /, 
“Of coutse l am,” she declared. Bat «he thottg]l^;it 
.strange that h8 would nof tell her they would he; la 
Ooniston. .- ■■h'; r 

JEphraim )Md hay a new sbiri, and also (in view of tlpft i 
postinastersltljj Jb« hiH a new necktie, his <dd one 

.being 8Ughi6,iKi,;fray8d. , 

The granafer ol th^'i^proaching supper party aattd the: 
fear of Mrs. Merrill bung very hfeavy over him ; was 
Jethro’s nrind <Said^t^y at rest. Ephraim even wentSle^, 
far as to disctliiSme *5uestion as to wJietfaer Mr. MerriB ' 
had not. .<rii i->asfl iait^^a an tlioritv in inviting him, and folly 
p 'cpcel ed to he the door. 1^ j^at gentleman utter- 

ing pi ofuse apolc^es, which Ephraim was quite jjrepared 
and vviiiing to fSke in good faith. 

Nothing of tl*e kind happened, however. Mr. Merrill'a 
railroad fe ing a modest one, his lionse was modest like- 
wise. Wi hnhraiui cMought it‘^r|nd enough, and yet 
ackiiow lodged a Impielike quality in lie grsjp^enr. He 
began by sjtting edge of the sdfa and staring at 

tlic cut -glass chandelier,' bnt in five minutes he discovered 
with a shctek d surpri.se tihathe was actually leaning back, 
descrihingiin detJ^ii bow hasilregiinent had been cheered as 
they marched though Bosfcoi^i. And incredible as it may 
seem, the pem^^whom he ^as entertaiphag in this manner 
was Mrs. Rtefn^n Merrill henelf. Mrs. -Mdriill was as 
tall as -Mr. M^i^- was short.- She wore a black satin 
dress with a big.u^eo brooch pinned at her throat, her 
hair was gray, s£j|B heSf ’face almost masculine until it 
lighted up’with hHvonderfully sweet smile. That smile 
made Ephraim and‘'JetKjEjC) feel at home ; and Cynthia, too, 
who liked Mrs. Merrill the moment she laid eyes on her; 

Then there were the daughters, Jane and Susan, who 
welcomed her with a hospitality truly amaadng for^city 
people. J|as|jy|is big-boned like h^'mother, out jSusau 




txarJisKHl' 

. i 

Alttiib imd meltr liics Imt , team 

t^mtd Wl tlhp^ Mid daoe aal alul IMn^ atidiWledt 
tixd C^thia ioould >«><! deoidft arMidi ^ UM 
4 ^*|W»aeB ^|(7 tjwf ^ urant tlio dinii^ aob to 
8opjp)|c« tite^ thore was aootbor ohaztd^ier over the talde. 
tWe was also rMd silver, wliioh 8l:ioii.« oQ 

viyte oU^ bf|t thero eas aotMng to 
^ ^ tell IIS another story, Mr. FresoothSaahi Sbbui, 
wl^laul liatunod to hia last one. ,, 

|d^t of the table, however, had^Miypbe’xnom^ 
up»0fc Epnrdi na - \i ^ 

**38t Juthro to Ibd fiil ^ h>ok dmnea^ w|l|i iedge 
Binoey," he said. ^ ''* *!*■* ,(< .> 

This sag^^estioD, andagp' ^0 circnwi^hinoea, nodj^ not 
have been a happy ana, IM ill latik'of l^mo^viaitesees did 
not strike Jethru el^r. He y 

“ W«5l,” he sud, Wj8«|iipo«ed:l, wS^ffop* to set down 
suae as 1 would wlwre^v^ ptSl«iie.vittles on the 

table. W-wondwed wliat T wwe gfiSn*^' eat — wahn’t 
nothin* but a pieoe of l^wad on thh talw. Beat there 
and ifatefaed 'em — nobody ate' /s Presently I 

found out thakiBii^ilphfc^fe laa ht^lhmiaMaiae as they 
ran hotels. > ftetlp' in nna 

S t d{mn soq^ food and %Ut|PkFH|||i»l^ 
d a chanee. A>aft»r a s^ltad tdlw I 

set my cep on the table, 1 Binn^J|||Ba(ivk^ 

of cross and began whiaperif^ aT^em 

fetched a mnall plate aiS toS It 4n ^e 

plate. t|itt was an right. 

“ Wrih idaag about nuct^MatsesV'ipHpw to edne 
'to Coniston jsee me on a hy^lde letohod ide 

wile. |dsty,'‘aBy, yrile, was idira then.r' 1.^'jiniade op ssy 
iltat if { hould ever get jMis’ Bipe&i^veat at my 
|hm» t vroold, eo I aak^ ‘^em fo efiiy ^f^iriSr. When 
we eet^^own, I stud: ♦Now, Mil’. Buitk^i ybu and the 

and'aanWag fcai oan*t lesxdii 
sperte mieMill vs^ vnut cai jw/ -^4 Sw Binney I 
f said. ‘ BhsiwkMfMeimlejmate^ 1 guess. 


I,4y-ytta »4 m 

fisra^.when'you^ve a mioa W 0»»gw iW3 
ll}* Judgf &Ojrh. Says be to hia vf®: *l|l«i>l^, 
JetWd s»t with yQttinitoe fine Tfoir- i 

Imsmaw.*^ . ^ :.|^ 

TIh* atoiy, stMifi^ ^ n»y Been*, Ittkd a |m 
I d Mr. MerrilM wfila/ ' Mr. Merrill 'imd Sb 
Sqian i^efeadisi^ kugi^ wii^ itiras finis 



li 


Sqian j^efeadMtir kugi^ srii^ itiras finlidie^ 

Mb. Merrill -Ip; <>njoyed- tii^aadPlfes qnMe a«*^)Nip 
in then: quietlln^t^Bven thrt two neat Irish tDai^^w 

were serving the . ^upj ter very mtich M pocif 
had: beeii,a««h<h ^were feun tf* bib® 4inin^ stnob' 
abrupfly* |i|L)fiie^ tibem hetsell at aigiitt w 

Jethj-o 4«^^||^/«s«Bie ill aeauiyn^.llAd to no nat «oe^ 
more. Mrs. 3»|bM insisted tibt JbtItK) elunild pdnr oqt 
his coffee in W#® pleai^^^ nsliH^ old-faabiiMmI 

way. All of and mtti* 


his coffee in W#® plea®^^^ nsliH^ old-faabiiMii^ 

way. All of and cwt- 

elass chandelieta tibeir owners 

heartier.) and inhoipitbble. #hoee plan of 

campaign had l>een*1q eat nothinj^to ipP ot and have a 
meal when he got to^Mie hotel^fotindl^ibuit he wasn't 
hungry when hfi arobs from th# tat|e. jfi 

iSete was rhach laaitering (# Mr. MecrtU, 

whilli the ly^^ ji^^^tand'trtauc mighty 
coalitiod of railrob^pbleh was td swallow np tlm 

Utile i!!ulr<||M 'nortunaw^, aaid Mr. |derriil, humor* 

, ^ A.. „ Oron- 

lethrp didfi!t know. So 


ooalitiod of ms 
Utile i!!ulr<|fe^ 
ously, fortnj^ 
toriunat^vt 'ii 
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apolomes to the ladies. Jetiuro and 
pir, Merrill were still closeted together 1 b the dintag 
room : once Mrs. Merrill had been called to thet coafer- 
‘ii|e^ and had retarned after a while to ^ke her plaoe 
a^n among the circle of Ephraim's listeners. 
Now Mr. Merrill came out of the dining room alone. 

- ** C^th^’’ he said, and his tone was a little more grave 
than usual, “your Undo Jethro wants t® speak to you.” 

Uynthia rose, with a sense of sonietl)lil|r the air which 
eoncemed her, and went into the diniiig room, ^as it 
the Ugbh- idling from above that brought but the lines 
of hia face so strongly ? Cyuthia did not know, but she 
crossed the room swiftly and sat down besided^. 

“What is it, Unde Jethro? ” 

“ C-Cynthy,” he said, putting his haftiS'orer hers on the 
titble, “I want you to do sometiiing for me — er — for 
ms*” he repeated, cm^haslriiq^ the la.si word. 

“I’ll do anytMng '4n the wqrldiipv you. Undo Jethro.” 
she answered ; “ yonlcBomlhat. ..^^hat ~ what is it ? ” 
“L-like Mr. MerriU,^||bn’t 
“Yes, indeed.” . •; v, " 

“ L-like Mrs. Merrilljeh- like gals — don’t you ? ” 
“Very mudh,*’ said Cynthia, |ierplexedly. ». 

“T.Jtw ’«m bnniiu-h — ^to,itiNi)'intli: ’em a winter ?” ' 


Boston this 


‘Like ’em enough to- 
“Live with them a winter I ”, 

“C-Cynthy, 1 want you 
winter and go to a young ladM 
It was out. «He had aaid 
knew where he hdi Jound tha<4 
“Unde Jethro!*” she cried, 
him in dismay, but tliCr tBars 
l^arkled. T 

, “ Yon — you’ll be happy t|iec^<£ _ 
fbr yoti. ixJ [ shan’t be' so, US 'i 

.I’H— I’ll be busy this wintec,,jj^^th|^y’j^fj^'i’;f 

“ You know tliat I wbuldnu^ Wve yoii^JEliicle Jetliro,” 
she add. reproachfully, I iltould w l<^ed>me, if yoi:| 

wouldn’t. You would l3«‘ l(»MB(^'---^oa know vott 
be.” 



a diange 
*d think. 




« you’ll 4 thi* for me, CvnU^if, X# 

■•-didn’t vour-'6«iijiyoo would ?■’ '. .&,' '"•*^'''5 'H 
•' “ Why d6 yon Mirant i^e to '■ I ' '. '% 

W-waiA yott to to sohwl vk 
Shouldn’t think Td done, ngid^ .,* 

But I have In^eii to schooL JDaddy tajUjOTfe Bod a iSkti 
and Mr* Salterke lias"tanghi me great' fell &or6*, ' .Jl 
' know as most gii W of invage, g^nu twill s|iidy » 

bard in Coniaiim this • .'iritf*i* if that is what you 
IVe never nogIeoted-"ifiy lessons. Uncle Jethro* ^ 

'Tain’t bookdarnin’ — 'tain’t what yon'd'g^i, 
lamin' in Boston, Cynthy.” ' :'\5 

Wliat, then ? ’'^she anked* ' ' ' 'r 

Well/’ s;tHi Jofcb/*o, ‘"they’d iea4,jh you_ 'to be a ladjrl;; 
Oynihy. ’* 

A ia«'ly ! 

Yoip" 

moth' r \v ^ ^ ,.. . - 

aj;(I I de;/t knenv nidipn' ahoat^iae ways of But 

you’ve- it in ye, and 1 wiNQt van should; ;be ecfual to thd 
best of 'em , Y < »u t*an. \ nd I shouldn’t die content unless 
l/ri felt that youfd had the chance. Er — Cyathy — wiM 
you \lo A U)V me V ” 

She ws;a silent a lojc^: while ' ludore she tsirnad to him, 
and then the tears were 'IfuaniEg vtny swiftly dowii Imr, 
uli*,iokH. ; V 


at;b.er come, of goiod/pwple, md — '^nd jont') 
a lady* .jVm oulw^^ roo.gh oM Cyiithy,' 


‘•Yes.,, I will do it 'for you/’ she a-nsweted. ’'’'¥.I5'il%e 
Jethro, 1 believe you are the. 'best In the worldi’* - , , 
l)‘donA Bay tliaU; Cynl^y — ^ <d-don>'':€ay that/’ he Ik-^. 
claimed, and a agony was kr his voice*' 'He got to'* 
i/s feet and went to the fokiiug doosis and opene4 tbem. 
Steve ! be called, Steve P’ y . ' 


S-says Isle’ll stay* S-teve;^’ 

M ^Iferrill had come in, followed by his wife, Cytiihia 
8a%\ them ^rougk her tei|rB* Aud .while she 

tried to 'Wipe :l|(feJpT#' awhy she felt Mrs. MerriU’s arm 
about her, and '^epR that lady say: ■ , , ' 

We’ll try t.% make .you very hap|>4 my deiM"^AO.# »ih^ 
you hack Wcdy in thi%pring/’ ' ■ 



CHAPTER Vm 


j ' 

OX^HXA Z.SABN8 RO^ XO BE FASHIOITABLB 

Ail s^eai{^ will be made in these pages to set down 
such ibcidents whioh alone maj be vital to this chronicle, 
nPw^ so swiftly rtnahing on. The reasons why Mr. Mer- 
iHl was willing io take Cynthia into liis house must 
eertainly be clear to the reader. In the first place, ho 
was under very.heavy obligati^^ to Jethro Bass for many 
favors; in the* second piaua? Meinll had a real affec- 
tion for Jethro, which, stf^nge as it may seem to some, 
was quite possible; and in the third place, Mr. Merrill 
had taken a fappy to Cyn^^ and he had never forgotten 
tiim nnintentionhl wrong tie had done William WethcreiL 
Mr. Merrill was a man of impulses, and generally of 
good impulses. Had he hot^himself urged upon Jethro 
Mm amu^ment, it woedd never haw come abont^ Lastlv, 
be had invited Cynthia to his bon^ that his wife might 
in^ct her, and Mrs. Merrill’s verdict had beev in- 
stant and favorable — a verdict not! gijfen in »#ord8. 
A single glance was sufficient, for these good pe<^}e so 
nJnerstood each other that Mrs. Mecriil hui.only tb raise 
her ey«« to her huslptd’s, and ttds she did shortily after 
the sapper party began ; while she. was pouring the coffee, 
to be ex^t. Thus the compact tJ»t' Cynthia was to spend 
the winter |||their house was ratified. 

There waih^fifst of all, the parting with^Jediio arid the 
messages with which he and &^raim w^^^hden for the 
whole village and town of Cwiston. It- wiu very hard, 
ffiat partiim, and need W dwelil upon. Ephridiii 
waved lualyMe hwadkerdhiM ws the train polled out, but 
Jethro stbod on the pMHcrra;'iih|Btimd mc^wlesa: more 



^ mmn. 

if dim 

e^ip||||/'.iie Wieved il vrmif-nc^ iM 
note of it. J|iayii|K oei^i 
^ the ricidle^'Mr. lleaErim^ 

IaimI ott tlie (MM-mge ilfer md 'isiir 

PDOB^ »n iooner. Ilf ■»•«# ft ntftp^^kKfJi# li. 'ti|| 
troitl^ of Itis A eubi^^.«|||^ iuM^pOfm 

oume over Jetliro,’?*ft# le ‘•fee n<^ same num lllH 
Merrill bad known fof many years. Would othnn, 
men with whom iTetbro contended and the men ^ oteiPl 
manded, mark this chaiB|fft? And^wbat eflfoot wonkl*^ 
have on the conflict for the inastery of a state whieh waft 


Would others, 


to be waged from now on ? 

“ Father,” said i»|e da^n^htea? Susan, “ i| you don’t geft 
in mfilMose the dn#^ %c*up^ve off and leave yon ata^ 
ine ifldewftik.” J 

Thus Oytflhiaweut to h©i| jww litends in -their owa 
carnage, Mrs. Merrill was ^oodnesp itself, and loved the 
girl fte^irkef she was. How, ind<^ was she to Wp 
loving l*et? ( yii+hia was scrupuloO* in her eff'orte to 
give ho thMble,aad yet she n<mr had the air of a dej^ftnd- 
ent or fshenefloiary ; bat held her head high, and when 
called up^ gave an opinion as though she mid a rigitt to 
it. TIm ifery |irat moniing Susan, who was prime to be 
iai% to- oseakllpt, came down in a great state of «xMte» 
meht and laughter. , 

“W||a|^o fm. think Cynic’s done. Mother?” dh» 
cried, into her rocan a while ^o, and it was ftU 

swe^ and aired, ttsd she was midcing up the bed.” 

That’s an excellent plan,’* said Mrs. Mes ^ h, ** to*»niae* 
row morning you three girls will have a w uMte see w4«> 
makes Oi}i Jbwir room fii'Sfc."’ 

' It is needless to say that the race at bed-makiBif 
came off, Sjpsan and Jane having, pttfied Cynthia h^ia 
comer as noon as }»eakfasi was oveit| and 
forcible remfsentatious which dhe bonsd to rasaoei^ 
and a dreify was dsawn ^ and li|ih&illy cateied out 





three, that; wm «to 

io her happlaese, 'Hie ohief'^^igaittbr the 
-,,,Jht vm the ohambexmaid. 

.. »»y *eewi Merrill lived iglMy 

iheoirh wiH Cathie* It w a A^olt mat^r to fusee on 
'acoouat o{ Ijhe relallihetup ol fife people lifi^ in <m 
hmwe intPia few igHwe, bet the fact that the MerriUa 
lajipe Kewj^.jiPtea thia simpler. There are i^w 
liei|who trith ease ^e introdaction of a 

If# into even lor, a time, and tiiere are 

Iwer’ etrangers can with impunity be introduced. 
The sitters quarrelled »4|inei^ themselves as all aiitters 
will, and Bornhtimes qu^^lled with Cynthia. But oftener 



they made her the 
her advice on certain 


iter ol their disputes, and asked 
lattera. Especially was this true 


of Susan, whom' certain young genf^en from Harvard 
College called upon more or less f^sqitently, and (i|mthia 
liad all of Susan’s love affairs- — including the current 
one — by heart in a % cry ehdrt i ime. 

As for Cynthia, there were raarjy subjects on which 
she had to take the advice of the sisters. They did 
not criticise the joint creations of herself hn<l Miss Sufcey 
Kittredgc as frankly as danet Duncan had done j buiT 
Jethro had loft in Mrs. MOTrill’s hands a certain auffi' 
cient sum for new <lre.s8e8 for Cyntlua, and^fn dfle time 
the dresses were got and worn. To do the 

sisters were really sincere in their rejoiciUjgMOver the y»ry 
wonderful transformation which they hj|r been chiefly 
instrumental in effecting. ' • ' , 

It is not a difficult task to praise a he^du#, and one Bmt 
should be indulged in bat imarily. B«|t let somb little 
indnlgenoe be accorded this jMirtioular heroine by resuson of 
the life she had led, and the situation in whion she now 
found herself : a poor CWiston girl, dependent on one 
who was not her father, though she loved him as a father*, 
beholden to these food petfile who dwelt in a world into 
which she had no reasot^le expectations of entering, and 
which, to telithe truth, she now leamL 
It was tevitaMe that Cynthia should be brwOf ht into 



(Koi^ vithl'tnaa^f j|i4ta4yi mA relatiotts d! 

SoBB«d wiiiO0dr|ii^4 wiaMited ^ dlMir%«iiipb» 

otihen gqfi&iwA al^u* Mri, heat pilK 1|^ 

own ^noew( ftodTuewte oiwles and wsi^erod 
oouid Imre jndfc.«d Iter W ^Wng the giil into bef boose 
Bnt Mrs. M«crw« ®fo nnagr^feieiwai Jte^ple who do non 


Stop to calooMo * hb ad ni^ ahraya sewrely oriti- 
ciHod. 1 * / ^ * , * • 

And then ibeie wer»#|Je*s aid Smmfe MaboAe, in exd 
out of Miss Sadler’s aehoot. Fw Mbt pwerHl’s influence 


laid been sufficient to Induoe Miss Sadieit;!to take ryntWs 
as a day scholar with her own Awght^ ,Tltt8, bo it 
known, was a gpceat etoneesaion on pdt of Ifliss Sadiert' 
who ngarded Cynthia’s credeni^la as dnbicms enough; 
and her young ladiw were inclined to regard them jjo, 
likewise. Some of ttfi^'^Young ladips caihc from other 
cities, Few York aiprPlflladelphia and elsewhere,— -and 
the.r fathers and motHkn) e^e^usiaall^ Mople to he men- 
tioned as a matter of course— ^ were, mdeea, frequently so 
mtmtioned hy Mi^s Sower, eeqieoiaily when a visito^a«|d 
at the school. , 


** Isabel, I saw that your motlier sailed for Europe yes- 
ti'vdiiy;,” or, “Sally, your father tells me he is buildin g * 
gallery foi his oolleotion.” Then to the visitor, 
know the ili<dte house in Washir^^n Square, of oour«M^ 

Of om^iae Urn visitor did. Bnt Sally or Isabel wmafal 
often imitate Sadlt r beliind her haek, idiowii^ <hW 
well they undenuleod her snobbishnese. 

Miss Sadler was by no means the ty^ WWoh'we have 
come to recognbea^in the cartoons as the Bi^aon school 
ma’am. She a little, round person with thin lips and 
a sharp nose all out of eharaoter with her roundnewi, and 
bright eyes like a bird’s. To do her justice, so far as ih- 
Htruction went, hex scholars were equally weU oared for* 
whether they bailed from Washington Ipquare or W ashings 
ton Court House. There were, indeed nine fcouf snc&Xj^isslii 
sorts of places — exoift CynHiia. Bd Miss SidlariIMt 
not taka her hand on" the opening di^^or alterwaiai^ 
and ask her about Uncle Jetiwo. Cnifno. 




•Yea too* «« Broke Iwuse la WesWngtoa Sqwe, of ceane.' 


CYKTipA'1iEABlff« 

had no interest for ffreat men who <1^ no| fall 3^ ! 
or add. picture gaSeries on fe their 
langhed, a little Intterly. perjh^., r t thp tUmigbl^o^^ P*lr 
tore gallery being added to 'thw taunef^ hut»»& ^ Aiid 
told uerself stoutly thafr U^le Jetlaiw W^ a..greater4.aBai 
than any of the others^ even if Miss 8adlr;' did not 
to mention him. So ^ had ho: first taste of a kii^^f 
wormwood tiiat is yery ooimaon la the world - thyuj^ 
did not grow in Coniaton ^ . 

Fora while after CVnthia’s intro inction to .the ecimoJi- 
she was calmly ignored, by many of the young lad|tos there,..: 
and once opetiiy — snubbed, to Use the' word in its most ' 
disagreeable sense. Not that she gave any of them aajr 
real cause to snub her. She did not intrude her ow® 
affairs upon thorn, but she was used to conversidgiHiidiy 
with the people il^nt her as equal8,'a«d for tins oifohce, on 
the tiiird day, Mis« Sally Broke snttijiwd her. It is hard 
not to make a heroine of Cynthia, not to be able to relate 
that she instantly put Miss Sally’s nose out of joint. 
Susan Merrill tried to do tliat, and failed signally, for Miss 
Sally’s nose was not easily dislodged. Susan fought jnore 
thaii one of (iynthia’s battles. As a matter of fact. Cra- 
thia did not know that she had been affronted until that 
evening. She did luit teU her friends how she spent the 
night yearning fiercely for Coniston,!|Mid Uncle Jethro, 
at times weeping for them, if the tru^- be told ; ■ how ahe 
had risen before l uc oo wn to write a letter, and to lay 
some things in tiu' rawludu trunk. The lettof wag ncTor 
sent, and the packing never finishwl. Uncle •Ifbthro wished 
lier to stay ;u«d to learn to l>e a- lady, and slay would, 
in spite of Miss Broke and the wet of them. She went to 
H(5hoQl,t|ie nesit day, and for many days a&d weeks tben^ 
after, and held communion with the few alone who chose 
to treat her'iplea^ntly. UuquestionahJy' this is making . 
a heroine o||0yn^hia. ^ „*• 

If young lUenglire cruel in their jwhat shali be 

written of ypuimjitoinen ? It would 1i|%gmr to say 
Imth ate tnotigntless. Miss Sally Bi^e, strange as » 
may had a h«<^ many of ithe other you% 
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v)UB 80 fathezs si^dd ia» Bozope and ownad picmi« 
^l^i^eriea ; bW thase young ladies were absorbed, espeeially 
1^^ Taea^cm, in affairs of ^ich a girl from C^nisbim 
bad BO part Their friends ^ere-not her friends, tbeir 
amnasments not her amn^meMlI^knd tbeir talk not her 
^dk. Bat Cynthia watched them, as was her duty, and 
giadnaUy absorbed many things which are useful if not 
essential -^gii^rd observances of which the world takes 
OQgniEance,i^md which she had been sent there by Uncle 
Jethro tp learn. Young people of Cynthia’s type and 
are the most adaptable in tbe world. 

Beforetthe December snows set in Cynthia had made 
ono^&iibl friend, at least, in Boston, outside of the Merrill 
family. That friend was Miss Luoretia Penniman, edi- 
tress o| the Woman's Hour. Miss Imeretia lived in the 
queerest and quaintert.of the little tiouaBS tucked away 
under the hill, with the back door a Story Ingher than the 
front, an arrangement which in summer enabled the 
mistress to walk out of her sitring-roora windows into a 
little walled garden. In winter that sitting room was the 
sunniest, cosiest room in the city, and Cynthia spent 
many hours there, reading or listening to the wisdom that 
fell from the lips of Miss Lucretia or her guests. The 
sitting room had uneven, yellow-white ^welliBg that 
fairly shone with enamel, mahogany hb<ibbaseS filled 
with authors who had chosen to comply '#rth Miss Lu- 
cretia’s somewhat rigorous owQsortdiip ; there was a table 
laden with such magazines as had to do with theig|>- 
lifting of a sex, a delightf^fl wavy floor covered wiW a 
rose carpet j and, needless to add, not a pin or a pair of 
scissors out of place in the whole awrtment. ^ 

There is no intention of enttching ^ia«e pa.g|U'%ith 
Miss Lucretia’s homilies. Their *«lbject-m«tter inay be 
found in the files of the Woman't Moir. She did not 
always preach, although many people ivfii'iK^'beUey^er^is 
statement. Mias >l4;icret}ia, too, bad a hetfft, though die 
kept it hidden only % be Wflgfat ont on oeoasii^e 
wh«m she was sure of bMl" abpceciaiiion, and «be 
iibmagdy interested in tl# s«il>«ontiilned gM jbom Con- 



immiA. How-fD- m 

iaton wJUmo motiuMr aiie bad Wk^* !l£a»||^^tii» 
^nkrafeiod Cyntbum idio also ^as Ibe llta kept 
bar heart bi^eb« ^ bind vbo <^<9C^ tbeir potass and 
sufferings beMtue they iad it tbenea out. 

8a bliss Lucretia bad C^MMa to take sippet #ith box at 
least once in the week, »ad watched bar quietly, and let 
- her speak of as mneb of her-Mfe as she chose — which wwe 
not much, at first. But Miss Xiupretia' wwr emtont to 
wait, and gimased at xmay thingt which Oynthiw|id pot 
tell her, and made some personal effort, unJteown%0 C3m~ 
thia, to find out other things. It will be said fct she 
had designs on the girl. If so, they were ^ 4 erone 
designs; and perhaps it was inevitable that Miss Luctetia 
should recognize in every young woman of spirit and 
brains a possible rarruit for the ’cause. 

It has now baen shb#n in some manner and as briefly 
as possible how Ottilia’s life had changed, and what it 
bad become. We Tiave got her partly through the win- 
and find her still dreaming of the sparkling snow 
on Coniston and of the wind whirling it on clear,, cold 
days like smoke among the spruces; of Uncle Jethro 
sitting by his stove through the long evenings all alone ; 
of Rias in his store and Moses Hatch and Lem Hallowell, 
and Cousin Ephraim in his new post-office. Uncle Jethro 
wrote for the first time in his life — letters ; short letters, 
bat in his own handwriting, and deserving of being read 
fw cuiiosity’s sake if there wwe time. 'Oe wording wittB 
q^«>er enough and guarded enough, but they were ctrarged 
with a great affeation Which c^ng' to them like lavenmsr. 
And Cynthia kept them every one, and read them over 
on such occasions when she felt that she could not live 
another minute ot|t of sight of her mountain. 

Such > was the "state of affairs one gray afternoon in 
December wheA 03 rt||toa, who, was sitting in Mrs. Merritt’s 
paiior, suddenly lo^p|l pp fr^ h«rhook to discover that 
two young mefi wefipfi the room. TV young nmn were 
apparently quite as aiwoh surmrued at she, en^ the perlor 
maid stood gripVng behind them. ‘ ’ ' 

“ Tell Miip Smm amd Miss Jane, iBilen,” said^nthda» 



ommsm < 


to On® of the ymng men <jie *W^ 

ii^zed from a photogroph on Susan’s bureau. He waa, 
tib® time being, Sou^V Hia name, although it does hot « 
nwtl^maoh, W)|||pt6rton Browne, and he would hiiw 
been^nsiderald^^^^tonished if he had guessed how much 
of his history Cynthia knew. It was Mr. Browne’s habit 
to take S^san for a walk as often as propriely p^Mitte<l, 
and on such occasions be gcnei-ally brought along a good- 
natured classmate to take caie of Jane. This, appsiently, 
was one of the occasions. Mr. Browne was tall and dark 
and generally good-looking, while his fri«mds were usually 
distoguislied for their good nature. Mr. Browne stood 
botween her and tbe door and looked at her rather fixedly. 
Then he said : — 

“Excuse me.” * 

A great^ many friendships imd^hyen loTO affairs, have 
been inaugurated by just swm an bfwning. 

“ Certainly,” said Cynthia, and tried to pass out. But 
Mr. Browne had no intention of allowing her to do so if 
be conld help it. v 

“1 hope 1 am not inmiding,” he said politely. 

“Ok, no,” answered Cynthia, wondering how she could 
get by him. • “ 

“ Were you waiting for Miss Merrill ? ” 

“ Oh, no,” said Oj, nthia again. 

The other young man toctoed his back and became 
absorbed in the picture of » lion getting ready td tear 
a lady to pieces. But Mr. fliowne was of that mettle 
which is not easily ba81ed,^o IWefi Inatters. He intro- 
duced himself, and desirec'lN^ know whom ||e had tb© 
honor of addressing. Cyntlda c<mld not but enlightm 
him. Mr. Browne was showed 

“ So you are the say^n^m yoRag h|^ who has been 
Staying here in thf house tihlS winter,’*!^ exclaimed, as 
though it were a marvellaas thing. _ “I mhre beard Miss 
Merrill speak of you. ♦ 8b# admires you veiy much. I# 
g|r||iirae that you come Cktniston I ” 

ySyes,” she eebi. < r" ^ ■* 

me *©e>(— *iirli«^ ^ Otmlsimi?'* ibqtMd Me. 



oyir:toA 




** !>(» .jrOflt iiniM' 4Mlr« Bifitini^' ii ‘ 

l^l^a h ri«pi(«rinptao.” .■ | 

VfiUjubptoft ! ” molaiied hrmt 




I ” moliilied ^ »^a*i# 

|iil» V)ai Brura Bramj^n-^.itpb 'vi^<^fii||Kt43i|||.' 

ik'iBl«*te»wBob,^B.” “h 

WortWogtacw^ j. * , ffL\ 
% JB^ppte^*'got ft iittiit of tnsy, wy* I’ve B«p 

tola oH w^hmeioai mw tbe 'rboie sbow^p % ^ol|* 
puts. Isthsttnie?. , "' < > m 

“■Hot qaite,” said Cynthia. * ^ 

qmte I Morton Browne eyed ha^ in sair^e^^ 
and^roiB that ukdleent she began to have deeided pofl^ 
biUraes. Just then Jane and Suaan entered array^ for 
the walk, ba||Mr. Browne showed himself in no hnny to 
depart : begiu to unieOll in a deprecating way 

about the weSitler, appealed to Jpl friend, Mr. King, if it 
didn’t look^remarknbl^'MIt^^i^ Ol hail, or snow. Susan 
.sat dow’D.Sfwie sat -adwii, Mr. Bit>wne and hk friend 
prepared sit down when Cynthia moved ’toward the 
door. 


“ you’tonot going, Cynthia 1 ” cried Susan, in’ a voice 
that may havetlad ^ little too much eagerness in it. “Yon 
must stay and help ns entertain Mr. Browne.” (Mr. 
King, apparhntil’, was not to be entertained.) “We’ve 
ti lod so hard to make her come down when people called, 
Mr. Browne, hut she never wOtaid.” 

Cynthia waanet ^kiUed the art of making excuses. 
She hesitated ffi* on^ and, .mu lost. So she sat down, as 
far from Mr, Rihowne as pOf®||^e^ next to Jane,. In a few 
minutes^ Mr. Browne was s^i^d beside her, and how be 
aeeompHahed tliis mamnqvre Cynttoymuld not have said, 
so skilfully and gradual!^ ,wmjw d^. For lack of a 
better subject he chose .M r; '^Robert Weifeington. Relatoi^ 
for Cynthia’s delectation, seVeril'qf £mi^s escapades in his 
fruhman year : silly escapato enou^ hut very bold ahd 
daring and original they sounded ta Ojtothia, who liafened 
(if Mr. Browne could have it) ftith almost 

less interest, and forgot idf' aboBt poci Snaan talking-la 
• Mr. King, Pid Mr, WorHdBgton %rhit« 




Bud 

«rlll 


and dbauMd 
Mr. firovnd liii]fi»id %l 
dei^^ do I seniors never deaeeiuled td tilfel.- 
WetiiiH»ll beerd the song wherein senifls#^ 
88 gr#«i8 luad reverend ? Yea, Mias We^ 
f heei^ libe sma- She did not say where, nr boir. 
Mr. said hiii olasemate, had heootsM) veanr 

aeridau^ieiiidw this year. Was captain o£ the hhae-lnm 
team and already looking toward the study of law. 

« Stnd;^ law ! exciairaed Cynthia, “ I. thought he vooid 
go into hia father’s mills.” ^ ^ 

“ Do you know Bob very well ? ” asked Mr„ BrowUf » ^ , 
She admitted that she did not. 

" He’s been away from Brampton a good d^^pi, of course,’* 
said liB;. %ovrne, who s^puned pleased by her admission. 
To do him iostice, he w^ld not undermine a classmate, 
althioagh he had other rales of conduct wliioli might eventu 
ally require a little straightening out. “Woriln'sa first- 
rate fellow, a iittie quick-tempered, perhaps, .uid inohued 
to go his own way. * He's got a good mind, and he’s taken 
to using it lately. He has come pretty near being sus- 
pended once or twice.*’ ^ 

Cynthia wanted to ask what suspended ” was. It 
eotinded rather painful. But at this mstmit there was the 
nditle of a latch key at the doer» and Mr'. Merrill walked 

■t*v - ! 

I 

»8o you hsTs 
young men 


m. 

“Well, well,” he said, spj 
got Cynthia to come dowh 
at last.** 

“ Yes,” said Suwn, 
at last.” 

Susan did not 
as usual, and Mei 
teriously removed 
oecupma. If Susan had 
eoneeitved in a m , ^ 

gnit{d»oa Cynthia’s wnufd nndeMditedly hdve 

heea a quarteL CTynihm’s own {e^x^-^eew^ll^ thlt 
Mr. Browne had not dnndad liMaldet 




oofmedown 

% room that night to olmt, 
le^s photc^n^ was mys- 
^^Biinmal poeitioa it had 
out a plan which she 
ly of phMte that photo- 



iM IfeAe litnWfpife 
teveiral tiiiKMMk 
yn» inexorable 
Snaaa ferfasre 
fcbexe was a leoonoUiaticai, whivh if the "best jpart 
quarrel. “Thifre were tea^ af Sus*a’» abTOdungf' ttef 
jiras a diatfeierHsll^b of Mt Browne, of Suaan’i diaWii^ 
'fad that gentlf^man flitted Mgbtly out of Sdwm’Wile. ^ *' m 
Some ten days subsequetd^^ tins reeoneiliatioii. SSiUMt^ 
the parlor maid, brought up^a card to Cynthia’s 
The card bore the nau» Robert Wortbiii^f>li4 

Cynthia stared at it, and oent it in her fingers, while Sljttft 
explained how the b0. begged that sie mig^ 

see him. To tell the b*“ wondered morf 


The e-ird bore the nau» Robert WortbiiAon* 

Cynthia stared at it, and cent it in her fingers, while Rljttft 
explained how the g 9 v 0 gf^ b0. begged that sie mig^ 
see him. To tell the b*^ wondered morf 

than once why he had not oome before, and smiled whep, 
she thought of all the assaranees of undying devotion dhi 
had heard in Washington. After all, she reflected, why 
shonhi siie not see him — onoe ? He might give her news 
of Brampton an 1 Coniaton. Thus willingly deceiving 
herself, she told Ellen that she would go down: mucil to 
the girl’s dddgh^ tot Cfpthm was a favorite in the house.' 

As she enM^’^ paHor Mr. Worthington waa stand^r 
ing in thp udndow. When he turned and saw her he 
started td fdtM forward in his old hnpetaous Way, add 
stopped and J fg^ed at her in surprise. She herfelf 4bd 
ncU. grasp 'tbfuiHaAon for this. 

“ Can it be po^ble,” he said^ “ oan it be possible that 
this is my friend frbm the country? ” And he took her 
hand with the greatest formality, pressed It the 
little bit, and released it. “How do you do, Miss 
Wetberell ? Do you rdtoember me ? ” 

“How do you do>-iBob,” ebe imsweied, langhing in 
ai^te of betwBH at his banter. “ITon haven’t 
anyway/' 

“ It w«e Mr. Wofthin^knu in WaiddugtQNi,*' mid Iw 




“U© 

How 
** Yolt 
clothes, 
olothes ^ 'hat 
chanffe me.” 
“Then it laiisij 
Miss Sadler 


li^&thia, “ yott look at ' 
They are not very fine 
inch they wouldn't 


iadler.” 

[Id willingly change me — if she 
oould," Said Cynthia, a little bitterly. “ How did you 
find out I was at Miss Sadler's ? ” 

i “ Morton Browne told me yesterday,” said Bob. “ I feB 
likejftnnching his head.” 

“ What did he tell you ? ’^she asked with some concern. 

“ He said that you w«|fk^ere, visiting the Mer;ills, 
among other things, and 8ali|Phat ypu knew me.” 

The h other things ” Mr. Browfiehad said were interest- 
ing, but flippant* He had seen Bob at a coilego club and 
declared that hbnad met a witch oi a ejuuiitiy girl at the 
Merrills. He couldn't make her out, Ijeoaiisc she had 
refused to see him every time he called again. He had 
also repeated Cyntliia’s remark alxmt Bob’s father not 
being quite the biggest man in his part of the country, 
and ventured the snrtuise that she was the slaughter of a 


rival mill owner. 

“ Why didn’t you let me know yon were in 
said Bob, reproachfully. 

“Why should I?” asktni Cynthia, and pte could not 
resist adding, “ Didn’t you find it out wl^ you went to 
Brampton — to see me ? ” •» 

“Well,” said he, getting fiery red, *'wie fact is — 1 
didn’t go to Brampton.” • 

“ I’m glad you were sensible enough to take my advice, 
though I suppose tlmt didn’t make ai»v difference. But 
•—from the way you spoke, 1 should have thought noHi- 
iog could have kept j'ou away.” . 

“To tell you the truth," said Bob, “IV |‘ft‘'^i8ed 
visit a fellow named Broke iu my <dass, who bveS lu J 
York. . And I couldn’t get out of it. Hie sister, 
way, is in Mise. Sadler’e. f auppoi^yoo know her. - cut 



if yord wm 

tan, nngrw^ay. Yoo werawd 
*‘ltwa» v«iy food of^au 
to see me kew, TJjere m 
BtrttoQ you havo |o visit ” 

He cauglit the lllle notS' 



aess S' be# v^eo- 


Cynthia was alking hi*BeU whetnv^ it Mr. BrowO^^lwd 
seen fit to give a^gotjw' jpSport of her, he ifould, 
come at all. He would Itlrve come, o^rtainlyk jEl 
hoped that Boh Worthingtan’s attitude up to tbil ttwill 
toward C 3 TJthia has been sdffioiently defined by Ss oaSs*' 
versation and ai tions. Tiware had faeen nothit^ ftesrioMKl 
about it. But there can be aO (Question that Mr. 
openly expressfed admlil^<|||^d enlianoed her Taloe in 
hj8 eyes w * 

“ There's nb girl in Boifeon thaM care a rap for,” bo 
said- * 

“ I'm relieved lO hear it,"^ said Cynthia, with feeling. 

“ Are vou 1 eally ? ” 

“ Didn’t you expect me to be, when you said it ? ” 

He laughed uiHomfi rtably. 

“ You’ve leal 'led more tlian one thing since youVe been 
in the city,” he muarked, “ I suppose there are a good 
many fellows who come here all the time.” 

“ Yes, there are,” she said demurely. 

“Well,” he remarked, “you’ve changed a lot in three 
months. { aiwa>8 thought that, if you had a obanoe, 
there’ti be no te^ijtig whei-e you’d end up.” 

“ITiat doesii’'| Hound very complimentary,” saM Cynthia. 
She had. Indeed, changed. “ In what terrible place do 
you think I’ll end up?” 

“ I aupiwse } ou’ll merry one of these Boeton meb-’*' 

“Oh,” she laughed, “that wouldn’t be so ferriWe, 
would it ? 

“I believe Wn’re engaged to «»ey^ ’em now,” h# 
iMarlFed, looipige’ery bard at ber. ^ 

belien^ that, 1 don’t tbisit yon w^nld saf it,” 

Ton uee^ to he eo finiik nrpi 


«t all * Af$ ftm to 

Cani^n for th« £^da^|||il** 

Her faoe fell at the qp^ion. 

**-Pli« Bob,” she cried, 8arprisin|r him utterly by a^itnpee 
of real Cynthia, wish f were — I wi«i I were 1 
iton’t dare to.” ^ • i 

Don’t dare to?” 

If I went, I should nevefv* oome back — never. 1 
snould'etay with Uncle Jetbi^ He’s so lonesome op 
toeUt, ^(d I’m BO lonesome down here, without him. And 
I#|nr(»nised him faithfully I’d stay a whole winter at 
wimaol in Boston.” 

“Cynthia,” said Boh, in a strange voice as he leaned 
toward her, “ do you-^ do yon eato ior him as much as 
all that?” ‘ I 1 

“ Care for him ? ” she repeated. 

“ Care for — for Unde Jethro ? ” 

“ Of course I care for him,” she cried, her eyes flashing 
Kt the thought. ” I love Mm better than anybody in the 
worlidh* Certainly no one ever had better r^on to care 
for a j^lml^n. My father failed when ho came to Conistou 
— he was not meant for bnsiness, and Uncle Jethro took 
care of him all bis life, and paid his debts. And be has 
taken care of me and given mu everything that a girl 
oould wish. Very few people know what a fine character 
Uncle Jethro has,” contini^ Cynthia^ carried away as 
she was by the pent-iip of /oeliti^<Within her. “ I 

know what he has done for others, and I should love him 
for that even if he never had done anything iPfla* me.” 

Bob was silent. He was, in the fttijt place, utterly 
amazed at this outburst, revealing aw it did a depth of 
passionate leeMng in the girl whi^ ns had never suspeeted, 
and which thrflled him. It was uuHkii her, for she was 
usually so self-repressed j sad, biing uiiilil»^her, accentu- 
ated both sid€NS of ‘her character toft ^ 

But wliat was he to my of the d«feteM|i Jetoro 
Bob was not ^ yom^ mm who hsd popiet^ed ronoh. jBl' 
the problems of life, beoanse th«M problems Ipd IHiMto 
uevf^touchedMm. Bniimw hbb%aa'top«fciftivet1ilimy. 
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■' » ' 1^ ^ S' \ ' “f'-*!- 

Hyiip booo^iie » tn4||»d|»’ia(!jp^ 

iSlfe. llerSr fead peinne^ped -wmia inqa& 

Ooitlil » uaicHi «tkd«r« to««t«r®Bn m ^ 

girt Wore Jethro Bsusf? ^oldC^tfail 

baek to hi»i aiwl lire rrMi hin^happily; i»il3hufgt sf^ 
log mtOT things Whia|h befor® Mre»e iadoen ||jr iMiicurw 
her f&om aad mnocenoe? ' <^ 1 " r 

Bob Md Oot been niitrlj iottt jeaTs’ at oolb^ rriaOi^ 
learning something <4 the worid; anddt bad not oee4^> 
the lecture from hia ir-ther, irhieb be get nfm mfia^ 
Washington, to midtm him ^ Jethro’s piditic^ pracwoe# 
He had argued soundly with his. &^er on tli^ on^asbMI^ 
haring the courage aide Mr, WortUc^ftiOti in el^il^ 
whetlier bo did not j^otinn hiaaaderlings to nee 
same vooU as JethbOilllBd. * Mr^Hpi^hington was tigH# 
eoosly angry, and dMlaied that '-dmiiro inangnrated 
those practices in the i^te, abd bad to bp Ids 

own worpons. But Mr. Wdi^in|^<o^,Jiad lHid''iil^ sense 
at that time not to rauntimi Cynthia’s name. Me hoped 
and believed that that affw was md <ieriou% 
a boyish fancy — as indeed it was. wft* 

It remains to 1)6 said, howerer, thaCthe l&tmd'lml not 
been without its t ffect upon Bob. Jethro BaaStli^ibr all, 
was — Jethro Bass. ’ All nis life Bob had heard Idm iMdStl- 
iarly and jokmgly spoken of ad^he boss of the ^Itate^ and 
had listened to the wes, Ourrent in all the country ioirna, 
of how Jethro had outwitted thisman orthat. StHneof t^ein 
were not re%ed tales. > Jedird Bass as dhe Bees of 
state ~ udtHJthe tolerance ddth which the p«d>lh: |p genr 
eral regiutd unties — was #»« thing. Bbb enVi wilMsif^td 
call hiav “Uncle Jethrd?*’^adini»e ms gnsMt ekength sMdl 
shrewdness, and declasrw that tlto men he had outwitted 
had rich^ deseryed it. But %dm> Bam as the ward bt 
Cynthia Wetherell was quite imotber ti^tg. » ^ 

It was not e^r .that Oyntldadmd enddenly and ilievllaM 
bly heoeme bdedy. That w»uld nustend^isr 

is she wonid haye-.ii|Ae (Mden end Hie 
Codtston cheer^Qy. ^ Bh^Bolt renbbedt nt lie imAlllil 
bMdt tb Ide Mtana in ^ dailf thejil^ b aiie||y t 


cosiatoir 

Cyjithia, young tbougH dto miglit be, |wo«> 
Bessel princijjles from whicn no love would sway bw a 
hair's bi'eadtii. How, indeed, was she to live wiib Jethro 
hnoe her eyes were opened? 

' The thought made him angry, but returned to him peiv 
,|feteBtly during the days that foliowed; — in the lecture 
Toom, in the gyranaaium, in his own study, where he spent 
more time tiian formerly. By these tokens it will be per- 
oeived that Bob, too, had elianged a little. And the sig^t 
of Cynthia in Mrs. Merrill's jjarlor Imd set him to think- 
in a very different manner than the siglit of her in 
Washington had affected him. 

Bob had managed to shift the subject from Jethro, not 
without an effort, though he had done it iu that merry, 
eareleas manner which was ao characteristic of him. He 
had talked of many things, — his college life, his friends, 
—and laughad at lier questions about his freshman esca- 
pades. But when at length, at twilight, he had risen to go, 
he had taken brdh her hands and looked down into her 
face with a very different exjuessiou than slie had seen 
him wo^ before — a much more serious exim-.ssion, w hich 
puzzled her. It was not the look of a lo% or, nor yet that 
of a>mau who imagines himself in Jove. With either of 
these her instinct would have tohJ her how* to deal. It 
was more the look of a friend, with much of the masculine 
Hpirit of protection in it. 

“ May I come to see you again?” he asked. 

Gently .she released her hands, ai|d Jlhh did not answer 
at once. , She xtreut to the window, .arid 8tta*e||jacruss the 
sloping aim’ L at hhe grilled railing 'imforc tficbig house 
opposite, tj^nking. Her reason told her tJiat he shouM 
not come, but her spirit replied against that reason. Jt 
tvas a pleasui'e to see him, $0 she freely admitted to her- 
,self. Why should she nol have that pleasure? If the 
truth be tpid, aba had argued it all out before, when she 
had ■wondered whether ne would opme. Mrs. Merrill, 
«h« thought, would not bbje<it to liis coming- But — there 
the ouestion she had meant to ask him. 

sh^ Said, timing to him, “Bob, would your 
fidJjef'.'Waat you' to come?’’ 



|lk4%i «i> bjtti'ii® did 





Pei, fe# 3b® ftnsireredT And'ilMld^^frilpp;,' • 

good deal of foJTOf H# dignity : I *»n of jfge^' ifid c&^ 
otioomi «iy own ^iond#. I am my own nu^t. |iw 
fenevr yoBfl as I kjaew.yott* he would look at t£» nrntfei; in 
a diffeiQntlight.** ' ‘ # 

Cynthia Ifelt that tihi» wa» not %ttito iaruo. SShe 
a little aadly. ^ > '* 'V 

“lam afz^ yon don't knj^ me veiy well. Bob.” 
was about b protest, imt she went <wa, bciiifelyr ** |p$ |Ft 
beoanae he lbs quarrelled with Uncle Jethrot *’ ^ ^ ki 

“ Yes,” said Bob, She w»a making it tMifbly hmrd Bsfr / 
him, sparing indeed neither herself nor him. i - ' 

“ If you come here to see me, it will canae a qdaflclltl’’ !* 
between you and your father. I — I cannot do 1th0t.” * \ 

“ There is nothing wrong to my seeing you,” said Boh^ 
stoutly 5 “ if he cares to qumrrel with me for that, I cannot 
help it, If the people I choose for my friends am good $ 
people, he has no right to an cd^ectioa, even thongh ne is 
my father.” 

C\ nthla had never come so near real admiration lor him 
as at that moment. 


“ No, Bob, you must not come,” she said. “ I will not 
have you quarrel with him on my account.” 

■‘Then I will quarrel with him on my own account,” 
he had answered, “ftood-by. You mi^ expect th^ 
day week.” 

He went into the hall to put on his ovemotl. Cyalidlij.^ 
stood still on the spot of the oarpet whem hnlmd tom toeii* ' 
He put his head’in at the door, , , . I 

“This day week,” he said. -I * , 

“Bob, you must not come,” she sptobiNmd. JBnl » 
street door closed adtor him tts he s^^idcA, „ ^ ^ 



CHAPTER IX 

ii “ ¥00 Jntait abt oorae.” Had Cynthia made the prohi- 
bition strong ©ipionph ? Ought she not to have said, “ If 
you do come, hot see you ’’ ? Her knowledge of the 
rootiv(^ of ilS^’men and women in the greater world 
f^as largely cobfined to that which she had gathered from 
novels not trashy novels, but those by standard authors 
of Ti ^bith life. And many another girl of nineteen has 
tak^ a uovel for a guide when she has been suddenly con- 
fronted with the first great problem outside of her experb 
enoe. Somebody has declared that there are only seven 
in the world. There are many paraiiels in English 
literature to Cynthia’s position, — so fmt as she was able to 
^Sne that j^tion, — -the w^lthy young peer, the par- 
s!t^’'s or physician’s daughter, and tlm worlmy, inexorable 
pmrdnts 'who bad other plans. 

Cynthia was, of oourse, foolish. She would not look 
ahead, yet there was the mirage in the sky when she al- 
lowed' herself to dream. It can truthfully be said that 
she was not in love 'with Bob Worthington. She felt, 
rather than knew, that if love came to her the feeling she 
bad for Jethro Bass— stbmg though thjd^ was — would 
be as nothing to it. Tlie girl felt the intensity of her 
nature, and shn^ from, it when her thoughts ran that 
way, for it Mgbtened her. 

Mrs. Merrill,” she said, a few days later, when she 
found herself 'lEdone with that lady, “yon once told me you 
would have no objection if a friend came to see me here.’* 
“ None whatevOT, dear,” uiswered Mrs. Merrill. “ I 
have asked you to have your ftie&ds hm«<” 
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ABitlSDOKS i H. 



Mrs. Merrifl hatiw thst n yomg 
Cyntliia. Hw girls had HisetuM^ t&s eYdnt 
■ had tsaaed Cjhwia aboat it ; they had discovt^ .. 
overt mao had not {leeD S’ij^Qlhj^'^ 

or a elerk in a Country store. Ellen, the 
.of .W tace, had paiirtM him in glowing 
had'niM^eeted to read the name on hia twd.* 
Worthington came to ate tufi;. 
vm^ to come a^^ain. He liv< 




She vent on - 
betray the fact. < 
‘ ,tl^ rioheiifci i 
p'heard ' 
er meddled 


^ m 

and Is at Har^card (IRkgell 
, "Mrs. 3||^ill was decidedly 4|[ 
with her iewing, however, and (fed 
She knew o® Endley Worthington ai'ljtine^ 
and most important men in his state j sh^l 
husbandjpfiak of him oft4.m ; but she had t 
with pdM^s and railroad affairs. 

“ By nil means let him oome, Crnthia,” she replll^ 
WhiJti Mr. Merrill got homo that evening ahe 
the mattjsr |o him. . , , 

“CyatMif’is a ehn|>|ge charae-ter,” shs.]ita|i 
times XJi|vt aiLder 3 &^ her — slm seem# so 
than onr'^rls, Stephen’; Think of her keep 
herself foi four days t ” 

Mj*i’*ld«rriU laugheil, but lie 
ing room he had and sat for a Iwg! ~ 

glowing coals. Then ho htughed -- 

a philoeppher. After all, be eOmd. not ;^illRd' Dudley 
Worthington’s son coming to his houa^ m^did he wish to. 

That same evening Cynthia wrote^# wroer and jHWU^d 
it. She found it a very difficult letter to write, and ab 
most aa difficult to ^rop'into the mmhbox. She reflected 
that the holidaf# tij^re close at hand, and then be would 
go to Brampton and foiget, even as he had forgotten 
mfore. And she determined when Wednesday afterncNm 
esme arPund thit she' would . take a long walk in the 
direction of Brppkliue. (^nthia loved ^ese waUn;^— *• 
for she sadly missed the country air, — and they had kept 
the color in her cheeite ‘tod the courage in%er heart ^at 
, winter. She had an^ed the Merrill girls by the (Sstenee# 




„ tniotiie 
was 



Gm%9i!0S( 




rrrwm r ®“* OCOlSlOn sh* 

muraa i^y imlM to a spot from which ti»ere. waa a vi«w 
Hdle. They renundwi her faintly of Coniaton. 

V Who <Mua apeak or write with any certainty of the femi- 
nize character* or declare what_ nnexMcted 
^tv and <naiomty mav srive to it ? Wednesday afternoon 
Se, and^^thia dfd not go to Brookline. Sh^ut on 
^ ‘ it offf eg *i^- Would he dare to come 

anJ|||e he had received ? If he did 

sJPhi 


bill). Ellen had 


ived her 


pome, ahe^ * 

.dr^^oyr o’clock ^iMrbell rang, ami shortly^hereafter 
Ellen appeared*.»in^|ng aiid apologetic enough, with a 
card. Shehad taken the trouble to read it this time. 
Cynthia was a%f thought she s^aa, ciieeks 

'WTftrc v^tirv ' 

“ I ^d you to exedae me, Ellen. Why did you let him 

i'fiyiiithia, dartin’, said Ellen, “ if it was made of 
be bring th^i^rs out me with 
, ..a* coaxin’ ? An’ Mia aoch a»^; young 
And whin he took td-Cb t h l pandiri ^ke* sure I 
r no to him at ali.at all. ‘ Take the card to her, 
fa© kubw TDD^l DEIXIG ! ' * ft*!! if 


IvAron’t. tjrouhle her 'more.’ 


aa^vahe.,'-! 

«re, W» fe.t *«ghay apart 
and Ids hai^'l'it^BipocjWls, waiting, for her. She got a 
glimpse of «(ifcig thus*as she c^e down tlu- stairs 
It WM not thfliW^e of a culprit. ?|or did he bear the 
faintest resemblance to a culprit^as 

the doorway. The chief re^UeclioB^^^vried away 
of that moment was that his teeth werfWjjjf vmte aucl 
even when he smiled. Hd had tdm immide-uco to smile. 

the impudence .to sejze one of .her bands m Jus, 
- and to iiold aloft a kheet of pap^ in tlie 'otlier. 

“•What doflf^^lfia mean ? ” said he.,,’ ' ^ 

- What thinkit meaps ? 




witk 




An’ him such a nn<i 5’ 
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'K to stay away/’ said Bob, thereby more 

br less aeourately describing it. Wbat would you have 
thought of me if 1 had not come ? ’’ 

Cynthia was not prepared for any such question as this. 
She had meant to ask the questions herself. But she 
ney!&t lacked for words to pnoteet herself. 

111 tell 3 ‘ou what I thiuk of you for coming, Bob, for 
insisting upon seeing me as you aid,” she said, remember- 
ing with shame Ellen’s account of that proceeding. It 
was very unkind and very thoughtless ot you,” 

Unkind ? Thus she succeeded in putting him on the 
defensive. 

Yes, unkind, because I know it is best for you not to 
come to see me, and you know it, and yet you will not help 
me when I try to do what is right. I shall be blamed for 
these visits,” she said. The young ladies in the novels 
always were. But it was a serious matter foi‘ f>oor 
Cjmthia, and lu’)* voice trembled a little. Her troubles 
seemed very real. 

*‘Wbo will blame you?” asked Bob, though he knetv 
well enough. Then he added, seeing ihmt slu* dir] iu)t 
answer ; I don’t at ail agree witii you that it is best for 
me not to see you. I know of nolnxly In the world it 
does me more good to see than yourself. Lot’s sit down 
and talk it all over,” he said, for she still remained sUaub 
ing uncompromisinglr by the dc^ , 

Th<3 suspicion of a smile pjmthia’s face. She 

remembered how Ellen had bt^eii ifvheedled. Her instinct 
told her that now was the time to make a stand or never. 

^‘It wouldn’t do any good. Bob,” she replied, shaking 
her head; “we talked it all over last"wex5k.'' ' 

“Not at all,” said he, “w-c only touched upon a few 
points last w^'oek. Wo ought to thrash it out. Various 
aspects of the matter have occurred to me which I ought 
to call to your 

He could not av^u, this bantering tone, but she saw 
that iie was very mueh In earnest, too. lie rea!iz(».d the 
necessity of winning, likewise, and he had got in am%; 
mcivni to btav. ; , , ^ 
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« I don’t* nrnnt fco argoo,” anad Cyutbia. “ Ev^.<|iajag|ut 
iiidl ^ % .g 

“ So lidve I,” mid Bob. I hf»T^’i thoug^ ^ ^ 

to spask of. And by the • ajj” decktrld, «fiakli»g 
the envelope, I ne\W ^ot a colder aad mowforiaa) letter 
in my life. Yon mnet Jbefe fcaJteiii it from one of Miigs 
Sadler’s copy books.’’' , ' 

sorry I haveii’t been si^e to equal ihe 
your other correspondeiit%” said Cynthia^' smiiii!% at th# 
mention of Miss Sadler. 

You’ re got a good many degrees y^ to gOs'V no 
replied. 

“ I have no idea of doing so,” said Cyntlria. 

If Gyntliia had Jared him there, and had carefully 
thought out a plan of fanmng hia admiration into a 
she eould not have done better than to stafnl obstinately 
by the door. Nothing appeals to a man like resistance: 
resistance for a principle appealed to Bob, although he did 
not a iig about that particular principle. In ipa 
forme) witl^ young women — and they Imd not 

been few — the son of Dudley Worthington had encotui- 
tered no resisiriTice worth the mentioning. Ho looked at 
the girl before Li n, and his blood leaped at the tbaughi 
of a conquest over her. She was often demure, but do- 
hind that deiiiurenes»a was firmness : she was mistress of 
herself, and yet possesaed a marvellous vitality. 

Aiid now/' said Cy^iilua, don’t you think you had 
better go ? ” 

Go ! He lauded outright. Never ! He would mt 
down under tJiat foTtresa, sud some day he^ineant* m sCalh' 
the walls. I.#ike John Fan! Jones, he nad^ not yet begu'X|.'^ 
to But he did not sit down just jet, because CyiK 

thia remained sianding. 

^ Fm harojiow/’ he said, whai’s the gfKwi of going 
l-away ? I might as well stav -the rest of the afternoon,” 

^ You will find a photoglyph album cm the tablei” said 
Cj^nthia, with pictures of all Um MoriiU family and their 
, friends and relations/’ 

'j . In spite of 'the threat this remaiipi(/.d^ Im coi^ 



mmsms 

n€it it. ■ Mib. MiafrriH m, 

ij^^ard -the laugh, and felt that she wo\ild|M|p|^ 

a heavy, album, Cynthhi,’^ Iie-fwiict; ‘'perhaii^^ yik 
woukj^itold uppiKi aide of it/’ 

lt;wali CjaifHia’a turn to laugh. She could not decide 
whet!i0i» lie were a man or a lioy. Somotirues, ahe had to 
admit, bf was very uuicli of a man. 

5ire you going ? ’’ he cried. 

‘‘ tlpriairs, oi course/^ she answered. 

This was really alarming. lint fate thrust a fuuil 
w 6 a}>on into his hands. 

All right/’ siud he, ^‘Dl look at tho Hlbiim. What 
tjme does Mr. Merrill get Immc / ‘ 

^ About six/’ answ ered (Jvjithia. Why ? 

** When he comes,” said Bob, 1 shail put on my niost 
disconsolate expression, fledi ask mo wlctf I’m doing, 
and Til tell him you wmiit upstairs at hulf-pa»st four 
and haven’t come dowm. He’ll Hvmp;Uh)/o, 111 bet any- 
thing/’ 

\Vhether Bob wore really oapahie of d» ing tins, f -yiitbia 
could not tell. She believed he was. I'eriuips she really 
dill not intend to g<i upstairs just then. To his intoiiae 
reiiid she syateil lou'sidf on a straight-backed cluiir near 
the door, although siic hud the air of being about to get 
ni> again at. au}' ininntia It was not a siirreiKbo*, not at 
all — but a parley, at lejist. 

I ready want to talk - you seriously. Bob/’ .slie sauL an<l 
her voice ivas scc'iuus. 1 like you very ! a! wax s 

have — ami I want you to listen licri^msly. All x.d‘ us 
ha- VC friends. Some peof/io — you. for ifistaitcr* '--s.hava a. 
great mam*. ' , We have but/tme father/’ Ifor \^uce failed 
a little at the woi:d. ” friend can ever be the mine in 
you vour B^ud no fnemlslni'* can make np what 

liis dis'pi<'as*ui^^'%ili c«'^st you. 1 d<,i m'»l. mean to say that 
1 shan't ah\ 4 ys -bo your friend, for I ^hrll b^/’ 

Young law seldom' arrive m.atnriiy by gradual steps 
— ^0100^1111,11' gets 'thinkhig, a week pasjias, and 
denly tJie ir#irhl has a dilFeteid aspect, Bo|> had tlioughts 
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liis father during that week, and%i^;!Ooriaf^iRig^ 
thilr rejlatidnt^i^ f^vy carefr^y, ll*i had a r^oda 
memories of His ii#other before she had been Taid td ‘te^ 
under that hideous and preten^ioua moimment in the 
pranipton hiU cemetery. How uidike her was that uh^bu- 
inentl Even m a young boy, when on occasions had 
wandered into the omnOtery, he need tb stand before it with 
a lump in his throat and bitter resentment in his heart, and 
once he had shaken his fist at it. He had grown up of 
sympathy with his father, but he had never untUmow 


began to analy!S$e the rt^asons for it. His father iiatl given 
him eyerythinif OTcept that coramunion of which Cynthia 
spoke so felllhgfly. Mr. Worthington had acted ac» 5 ord- 
ing to his lights : of all the people in the world he thought 
first of Ills som But his thoughts and care had been alone 


of what the son would be to the world: how that son 


would carry on the wealth and greatness of Isaac D. 
Wt>rthington. 

Bob had known this before, bu^ \f hinl had no such sig- 
nificance for him then its now. lie was by xio means lack- 
ing in shrewdness, and as he had grown older he Jiad 
perceived cdeariy enough Mr. Worthington’s reasons for 
throwing him socially with the Duncans. Mr. Worthing- 
ton had never been a plain- 8 pok»*M man, Imt he had as 
ranch as told his son that it was de<;ree<l that he,. should 


marry the heiress of the state. 'Tiiere were other plans 
coiineeled witli tins. Mr. Worthington meant that his 
son should event uaiiy own the state itself, for he saw 
tluit the tiiun who controlled the highways of a state 
could snap his fingers ;.t governor and comieiland legisla- 
ture and judiciary: <ouki, indeed, do more — could own 
them oven more completely than Jethro Bass now owmed^ 
them, and without effort. The dividends woxxld do the 
work: would canvass the counties and per||tode this man 
and that wuth sufficient elispiem t*. tokens it 

will be seen that Isaac 1 >, Worthingtoajpi^destined to 
become great, though the greatness w ill w akin to that 
possessed by those gentlemen who in hiiwi 

built castles a6|508s the highway between Vwica dsud tto 
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AB this wm ia. »to» for Boh Worthiagtcai"' 
if Jbe e<mld be brought to see it. These thiags would 
be » van him, if he would but coafiue his worship to the 
god of wealth. 

We are riiuiung ahead, however, of Bob's reflections 
io Mr. MeriiH’s parlor in Mount Vernon Street, and the 
ceremony of showing him the cities of his world from 
Brampton hill was yet to In* gone through. Bob knew 
lus fatlier's plans only in a general way, but in the past 
week he.h^fl come to know hi^ father witii a fair amount 
of thoroughness. If Isj^iao I). Worthington had but 
chosep a worldij’' wife, he might have liad a more worldly 
son. As it was, Bob’s thauglits were a little bitter when 
Cynthia spoke of his father, and he tried to Uuok instead 
what his mother would have him <la- Ht) euuivt not, indeed, 
speak of Mr. Worthiagtoa’s sbinicomings m he under- 
stood them, lull he answertxi Cynthia vigorously enough 
— even if his words were not as serums as she desired. 

^ 1 toil you 1 am old enough to judgt‘ for mfself, Cyn* 
thin,’' said he, ‘'^arcl f intend to judge formyselL I don’t 
pretend to be a paragon of virtue, but I have a^kind of a 
csonseience which tells me whei\ 1 am tioing wrong, if I 
listen to it. iiiave not ahvays listened to it. It tells mo 
I’m doing right now, and I mean to iist-eu to it.” 

Cynthia could not but think there was very little sell* 
denial attaciied "to *this. Meb are not given lai^feiy to 
self-denial. 

** It is easy enough to listen to your nonebieftee when yod 
think it impels you to do that which ybu want to do. 
Bob,” she answered, laughing at his argun^nt in spite of 
herself. 

^ Are 3 oil wicked ? ” he demanded abnipMy. 

‘‘Whyt no, 1 don’t think I am,” said ^Pynthia, taken 
aback. But she corrected herself swAiyi |ierceiving his 
bent. I should be doing wrong to let yoti come bare.” 

He ignored qualiflealioiu 

** Are you vain and frivolous ? 

Bh 0 r&mem'bered that she had locked m ’thf::glaM^ 
she had come down -to ldi% smd ' ' ' ' ’ 
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**:Ai?i,yoai givoa ove#ia. .p^. . . 

men frd-m tlw5ir cKJcupatioi#-ildBP|ut^ 4 4 ^ " 

ynn’v© come here^^ recite Ihe Blue 
langbing agaiA **1 haw aoin^t li&g bettor t<| do tibto 
iiatan to them*’^ 

^"Cynthia” he cried, ‘*1*11 toH you wl|at }oi|ar«L 111 
draw yonr caaructeir for ybti, and. tnei". if yon can give me 
one good reason why 1 shotiid not associate with you, FU 
go away and never come back*'** 

^‘That’s all very well/^^saia Oyiithi^ **bnt suoptolt I 
don't admit yoor qnalitications for drawing mj charaii^r* 
And I don’t admit tlmm, not lor a minute.** 

I will draw^ it,” said he, standing up in front ol hot. 
“ Oh, confound it ! ” 

This exclamation, astonishing and out of place Iis it WftSi 
was caused by a ring at the doorbell- The ring wsl» foL 
lowed by a whispering and giggliiig in the hall, aiiti then 
by the entrance of the Misses Merrill into the parlor 
Guriogity ha<i been too strong for them. Susan wM 
hinnan, ahd here was the opportunity l\)r a little rev^ige. 
In jtiRtice to her, she meant the revenge to l>e very slight. 

Well, Cynthia, you should have come to the concert,’* 
she said : ! r vas fine, wasn’t it, June ? ^ Is this Mr. Worth- 

ington f How do you do, I*m Miss Susan Merrill, and 
this is Miss Jane MerrilL” 


Siisan only inteiulod to stay a minute, but how was Bob 
to know Ihut ? She was tempted into staying longef. 
pob lighted the gas, and she insj^ectcd him and apptovel* 
tier approval iimreascd when he began to talk to her in 
hm tiantering wi|r, as if he had known her always. Th«i^ 
when sdi© 'Wis ftilly intending to go, he rose to ta|,e Ms 
leave. 

Fin awfully glad to have met y^ou at last,” he said to 
Susan, Fve heifrd ^ much about you,” His leave-takii^ 
of Jane Was effusive, and then he turned to CyniMsi 
arid took her htod. ** Fm going to Braihptcm on Friday,’* 
he said, ‘‘for the holidays. I wish you 

We couMn’t think of letting her go, Mr. Worthing- 
torilF cried Stmmjh the though|; ol the hills had made 



moftpable- 'Oiil3r;;|b bave 
' her, l^}i»ne *«hort ** . '*> 

^Yaja, J know/' smd Mr. W<^hingion, gravdA^: «ril 
;f,4iea#;Old Ephraim, and tell him you Vo. well, and wlmt a 
milfm of ieurning you’ve become- Aiul — and I'll go to 
*j,C6piaton if that will please you*'’ 

Oh, no, Bob, you rnustuV do anything of the kind/* 
answered Cynthia, trying to keep back the tears. I — I 
write to Uncle Jethro very often. Good-by. I hope you 
wi&^joy^our holidays/’ 

^.I*m ©oming to see you the minute 1 get back and tell 
all about everybody/’ said he. 

How was she to forbid him to come l>eforo Susan and 


Jane! She could only be silent. 

Do come, Mi\ Wurthington/' said Susan, warndy, 
wondering at Cynthia’s coldness and, indeed, inisiuterpret- 
ing it. I am sure she will he glad to see you, Atia we 
shall always make you welcome, at any rate.” 

As soon as he w as out of the door. Susan became very 
repeiiituit, and s]ip|>e<l her hand about Cynthia’s wakt» 

We shorddu t have come in at all if we had known 


he would BO sfKuu indeed we shouldf/i, Cynthia/' And 
seeing that C jnt Ida was still sitent, she added : I wouldn't 
do «uch a mean thing, Cynthia, I really vvoiildi/t. Won't 
you believe me and forgive me ? " 

Cjnthi i scarcely heard her at first. She was thinking 
of Coniston mountain, and how the sun had just set be- 
Mnd it. TliS mountain w^onld be ultramarine against the 
white fields, and the snow^ on the lull pastures to the east 
stained i*ed as with wine. What would she not have 
givenAo be going back to-morrow — yes, witli Bob. She 
confe^ed — though startled by tlte very boldness of the 
thought — that she would like to be going there with 
Bob. Susan's appeal brought her back to Boston and the 
parlor. 

Forgive you, Susan! There’s nothing to forgive. 1 
wanted him to go/’ 

^ /CYou wanted' Mm' to go?" mpmted Susan, amas&ed. 
Sle may be p^irdoned if she did not balieye this, but a 
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face scarcely l«fl a room for doabfe. 
“C^hBldi&i'^Weililierell, you’re tbe etraa^st fjirl Fto cvot 
Imown in all my life. If 1 had a — -a friend ’’ (Susan had 
another word on her tongue) “if 1 had such a friend as 
Ifr. Worthington, I shouldn’t be in a hurry to let him 
liinfe me. Of course,” she added, “ I shouldn’t let him 
know it,” 

Cynthia’s heart 'W.as very heavy during the next few 
days, heavier lyr far than her friends in Mount Vernon 
Street imagined. They had grown to love her almost as 
of therasel’*^ and because of the sympathy which 
CoDies of such loVe they gue-ssed that her thoughts would 
be ttii^ng homeward at ChristmastidB. At school she 
had liaUmm, perforce, to thu festival plans of thirty girls 
of her own to accounts of the probable presents they 
were to receive, the cost of some of which would support 
s family in Coniston for several montlis; to arnHdl||||ents 
for visits, during u iMt.h there were ^ bo theati^jjPTrtieB 
and dances and otlier gayetios. (’yrithia could not help 
wondering, as she listened in silence to this talk, wl^ther 
Uncle Jethro had done wisely in sending her to Miss 
Sadler’s; whether she would not have been far happier if 
she had never known about such tilings. 

Then csuic the last day of school, which began with 
leave-takings aiul embraces. There were init many who 
embraced Cynthia, though, had she known it, this was 
largely her own fault. Poor Cynthia ! huw was slio 
know it ? Many more of them thaji she imagined wbuld 
have liked te embrace lier had they believed that the 
embrace would be returned. Secretly they had grown 
to admire this strange, dark girl, wbohatas too proud to 
bend for the good opinion of «iy 0*id»— eves of Mi« 
Sally Broke. Once daring the term Uynthia had held 
some of them in tbh hollow of her hand, and had incurred 
the severe displeasure of Mutt Sadler by refusing to tali 
what she knew of certain mischief-makers. 

Now, Miss Sadter w»s gotng about among them in 
the school parlor saying gOod-by, sending particular 
remombranoes to such of the hitfacm and mothers as she 
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tiskoagM worthy tbaO bonots boim «hakl% 

buMb with »!1. It Oras than that a i£MJ3»sti|, 
ooeatwA. -««4i«»iatic lor a gIthi'fchDoU at JetK'f. ? Grai|E$a 
delibnaiiidly tq^ed her ba^ on Misa Sadiet knb looked 
oat of the window; The ohattffl- in tihe room was haebrnt, 
and lor a atonieDt a tfOngeroaa wrath flamed ixi Mias 
Badlet’a eyea. Then ahe pieeed on with a siuii^ to msM 
mold particular messages to the inothp of Miss Xahhid 

Some few momenta’ afterward Cynthia fdt a touch ' 
on her arm, and turned to find herself codfronted bf 
Mls-s Sallv Broke. Unfortiiuately tbt»re is not much room . 
fo^Mbs Broke in this story, altfaottgli «5ie may Apltear in 
another one yet to fao written. Sh»^ wms extremely* gOot|- 
looking, with real golden hair ffi'l miscbierons Idue eyedt 
She rms, in brief, u»e loader of Miss Sadler’s school- 

“ Cyps^a,” she said, “ I was rude to you when you 
first arnt jfere. and rtn sotry for it, I want to beg yonr 
pardoi.” And she held out her lumd. 

There w«e a mom iit’s suspense for tliose watching to 
see if Cyuthb would tak^^ it. She did tshe it. 

“ I’m sorry, too,” Siud Cynthia, simply, “I couldn’t see 
vv iiiU I’d done t o i Ifend you . Perhaptw ymi’ll explain now.” 

Miss Broke blushed violently, and for an instant. looked 
decidedly uncomfortable. Then she burst into laughter, 
---merry, irresistible laughter that carried all before it. 

‘* I was a snob, that’s all,” said -slie, “jirsf a plain, low* 
(iow n snob. You don't understand wbat that meam, 
betsaiise you're not one.” (Cynthia did undhilllBiid,never- 
theiesH.) “But I like you, and 1 want yott tohe my fneisti. 
I'erhaps when I g®t to know von better, you will come 
homo with me soraetime for a vbit.” 

Go home with her for a visit td tlmfc house in Washing- 
ton Square with tho picture gallery I 

“ I want to say that I’d give my liead to have been able 
to turn my back on Mbs Sadler as you did,” continued 
Mbs Broke,; ** if you over want a friend, f'omember Bally 
Broke.” ■; " . 

Some of Cynthia’s trouble, at kiist, wte nullgii^toi by 
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tbis 0|>i8ode; and Mi^s Broke having led the way, Miss 
Brokers followers came shyly, one by one, with proffers of 
friendship* To the good-hearted Merrill girls the walk 
home that day was a kind of a triumphal mai’ch, a victory 
over MiSsS Sadler and a vindication of their friend. Mrs. 
Merrill, when she heard of it, could not find it in her heart 
to reprove ^ynthia. Miss Sadler had got her just dewserts. 
But Miss Sadler was not a person who was likely to forget 
such an incident. Indeed, Mrs. Merrill half expected to 
refjeive a note before the holidays ended that C)ynthia\s 
presence was no longer desired at the school. No such 
note came, however. 

If one had to be away from home on Christmas, there 
could surely be no better place to st>end that day than in 
the Merrill household. Cynt/hia rememhers still, when that 
Jjlesscd season comes around, liow each mend)er of the 
lamiiy vied with the otliers to make lier happy ; how tliey 
sbo|rered presents on lier, and how they strove to ijiclude 
her in the laughter ainl jokes at the big’ family dinner. 
Mr. Merriir.s brother was there will) Jiis wife, and Mrs. 
Merrill’s aunt and her husband, and two broods of eousins.^ 
It may be well to inention that the rehitiojis, like 

Sally Broke, had overcome their dislike for Cynthia. 

There were eatables, from Collision on that board, A 
i turkey sent l)y Jethro for which. Mr. Merrill declared, 
S^ke table would have to be strengtlumed ; a saddle of ven- 
, Lem I fallo well having shot a deer on the mountnm 

_ befr)r(? ; and miiiceoneai made by A man chi 
liatcn h^raiill. Otln-:!- presents had conic i o Cynthia from 
the hills ': a^'gor^euHs copy {>f Mr. Longffdbov's prxnns 
from Comin Ephrsuni, and a gold locket from lTn<d(3 
Jethro. This locki^t t'ras lllle precise counterpart (had she 
but known it) of a silver dn 6 bought at Mr. Judsoirs slioj) 
many years before, fhougii the inscription “ Cjmthy, from 
Uncle Jethro,’^ was within. Into the other side exactly 
fitted that dagiier#^type of her mother which her father 
had given her when he died. The locket had a gold 
chain with a clasp, and Cynthia wore it hidden beneath 
her gown — too intimate a poasession to be shown. 
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Tbere was still another and rer^ mystei^iljiS pi^sehti. 
this being a huge box of roses, addressed to 
Wetherell, which wsf delivered on Christiuaa^iorhiM 
If there hfi^d been a card, Susah Merrill wo^ld ^rtaihfy 
have foiiml it. T]i,ere was no cahj* There wte japw 
pretended speculation on the part of the MeMli girls ^ 
to the sender, sly reference to Cynthia’s heigMsnbd color, 
and several attempts to pint on her dress a onneh of the 
flowers, and Susan declared that one of them would look 
stunuidg in her hair. They were put on the diniug-rooin 
table, in the centre of the wreath of holly, and undat the 
mistletoe wliioh hung from the chandelier. Whether 
Cynthia surreptitiously stole one lias never beau dis« 
coverecL "" ^ 

So (Jhristirias came and went: not altogether utihappiljl 
deferring for a day at least the knotty problems of life. 
Although Cynthia accepted flic present of the roses witlv 
sin^li rnagniticent unconcern, and would not make so much 
as a guess as to who scut them, Mr, Robert Worthington 
was fie juently in her thoughts. He had declared his in- 
tention of condlig to Mount Vernon Street as soon as the 
holidays endovl, an^ bad been cordially invited by Susan 
to do bO. Cynthia took the trouble to prociu’e a HarvfUrd 
CJ^alogm^ from th0 library, and discovered that he had 
many holidays yet to spend. She determined to write 
another letter, which he would find in his rooms wdieu he 
Just wJiat terrible prohibitory termili^he was 
to emptioy in that' letter Cynthia could not decide in a 
moment, nor yet in a day, or a week. She #©nt sdfar as 
to mahje a^-^veral drafts, $ompp| W^ she destroyed for 
the of ieniemry, and dmers that of severity. 

What was she„-to say to him? She had expended her 
argumeuf^ to ho avail. She pould wound him, indeed, 
and at len|l;h made up her that this was the only 

resouro© hdi her, althoughoslito^^^i^^ thereby wound her- 
self more deeply. When she hadiirrived at this decision, 
there remained still more than a vi^k in which to com- 
pose the letter. 

On the morning after New Year’s, iw^en th€ family were 

r ' 'tA . V' ’ ' ' ' 
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the br«M(Mai6t tillile, Mm Merrill m 
xtm^ked tiiat her hiisl^iitd wm fiegleating m eumtom wMdh 
had been his for many years. " . 

^ BidTn't the til?w»paMr eome^ Stephen? she asked. 

Mr# Merrill had read it. ^ 

Read it! repeated his wife, in surprise, you haireu^t 
been doiTB lopg enough to read a coiumjj.’' 

** It was ftlM of tra8^^*^ said Mr, Merrill, lightly, ami 
began on his usiia! jokes with the girls. But Mm Merrill 
was troubled. She thought his jokes nut as hearty as 
they wye wont to be, and disquieting surmises of tusi.- 
nass worries filled her mind. The fact that ho beekoned 
her 'in to' his .writing room as soon as breakfast ^v^lS‘'0^w 
did. not tend to allay her snspieions. He closed and 
locked the door after her, and Uijking the |>ii|H3r from a 
dnrwer in his d,esk bade her read aecrtaiu article in it. 

X'he article wm an arraignment of Jethro Bass — and a 
terrible arraignment indeed. •Step by stop it tratxnl his 
from the beginning, showing first of all how he had 
debauched his own town of (>>niston ; hoV^ enlarging on 
the same mclhodH,' he had gmdxialiy, extindod ' his grip-' 
oyer the county and finally over the state; how he nwi 
and sold men fur his own power and |,»r0fit, do- 
"erived tljose who loul trusted in him. ocj^rupied governo,ni 
and legislators congrassmeu ami senators, and 'efen jus- 
tices oiilthe courts; how he hml trafikkmi rufbleai^lj in 
the eniiibrises of the j>eople. Jnstaiiecvnpori iM.>»t4inef? was 
given, pw muii of Iiigh prominenoe friiin wdiom he had 
received bribes ware named, not tlie least important of 
theBO being ’’tlic Ilonoribl© Alva of (h,>s|>qrt 

Mry^^M^rrili looked up from'tliC piq'wr iit <lismay..r_ 

for lack of iinmediaie po v%'er ,to 'Oam>aent. we G^-nar* 

d'km, the chief .paper iti 

'^¥#8, Worilim,gtoii’s boiii^t it, and Im insrigi^d the 
armrie^' of ^ iM>umk ‘ Tve .afraid of this for a long 
tima, Cigktrf^^ mid 'Mri^,/MefTp, '' joeing up and down. 
'^There’s a bigger 'than '• they’ve ever hmi coming 

on pp 'there, and thia is the first gun. WorfJdoftoit, with 
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Bmiimil beliind Urn, is tryii^ lo get l|| aiMf ^ 

consolidate all the jrailtoads ia wt»st6r» pK jX jbafe 
state* If be siieededs, it mil m*yJk tlm emi ^ 
power* But be won^t suoeeed^^^* i 

‘"Stephen;’^ fseid bit wile, ^ do you tnean ,to say tiiat 
Jethro Bass will try to defeat this consoliuatkm 8bop|y tp 
keep tie powerl ” ^ 

‘"Well, my ieaf^” answex^ Mr. Jfer^il!, »tW paa|gt ^ 
“two wroogs don’t mahe a ri^t, 1 admit. IVe^tio^il ^ 
these things a long time, ae«| Fve thought about tbtem M 
good deal. But Fve had to run along with the tida» 
01 ^ giTO place to another man who vrould, and ~ and 
starve.” 

Mrs MerrilFs eyes slowly filled with tears. , i, 

“ Stephen,” she began, do you mean to say — ? ’’ Th^^ 
she stopped, utterly unable to speak. He ceased his pfflto* 
ing and sat down iKistde her ana took her hand. 

“Yes, my dear, I mean to say Tve submitted to these 
things. God kuows wliether I've been right’ or wrong, 
but 1 have. J’ve often thought Td be happier if I re- 
signed my offieo as president of road and became a 
clerk in’ a storf^ I clurrt attempt td^axcuse myself, CaiTy, 
but sin has been in holding umvlI^Biy post* As lou^l 
as I remain president I have to cope mth things as | find 

Mr* Merrill spoke thieldy, for the sight o£ )^|| wif©*» 
tears wrung his ineart. 

""Stephen,/ uuid, “ when wa were first 
you W'erc a diatiict •supiuintondeiit, you used- 
everything.” 

Stephen Merrill was a man, aud|| good 
How w^ae ho to tell her which 

led into hk present situaUp^; was 

that these d< gvtyis had beeii^W^raduSI that hi 
had had but a passing wrench here and there? 
being what they werijJ^ogress and protection ha^ to w 
obtained in accordaai^^'ith them, a^d there was a duty 
to the holders of bonds and stocks. 

Hk wife had a<jue»tion on her lipsi^ qu«ticm fb|r i^ioh 
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Wluui to samiDon all he* cx>an^e. Ske chose that lorm 
fat it which wi^|ld hurt l»m le^t. 

“Mr. Worthington is going to trj to diiaage these 

■ thin^?'” ■ 

Mr. Merrill roused himself at the words, and’ his eyes 
flashed. He became a different man. 

^ Change them I ” he cried bitterly, “ change them for 
the worse, if he can. Ho will try to wrest the power 
from Jethro Bass. 1 don’t defend him. 1 don’t defend 
myself. But I like Jethro Bass. I won’t deny it. He’s 
hnmim, mid I like him, iind whatever they say abo^ him 
I know that he’s been a true friend to me. And ’1|jtell 
you as 1 hope for happiness here and hereafter, tlttil^f ' 
* Worthington succeeds in what he is trying to do, if the 
(^railroatls win in this light, tliere will be no mercy for the 
pec^le of that state. I’m a railroad man myself, though I 
^yei no interest in this affair. My turn may come later, 
l^fll come later, I suppose. Isaac D. Worthington has a 
Tery little heari or soul or mercy himself but the corpo* 
ration which h^ iheans'to set up will have none at all. It 
will grind the peoph^md debase them and elhg their 
progress a hundred Iwus more than Jethro Bass hasdonOi^ 
Mark my words, I’m ninning ahead^of Jl^ tiroes 

a little, but I can si!# it all as clearly as if it e|^||iptLow.” 

Mrs. .Merrill went about her duties that n!|PIEmg with 
a heavy heart, and more than once she paused to wipe 
away a tear that would have fallen on the linen she wM 
At eleven o’clo^^ the. doorbell rang, aiyi BUen 
.^||||phlipl-'at the entrance to the 'linen ul^t' wiUt' a cord 
Mrs. Merrill looked at it with e^flurry of 

■ 'r.'r.'T .« *A '' .. . ..JWiwSi. ' 

INjrOlW 



Mise Zicrca 


How 



CHAPTER X 

Oir AK DKKXJfECTKO RKTtJES ^ 

It was certainly affinity that lad Miss Lncretia to choose 
the rofij^wood sofa of a bygoq^ age^ whicU was covered with 
horsehisdr. Miss Lacretia’s features seemed to be con- 
struJ^Sd on a larger ard more generous principle than 
those of women are nowadays. Her face was loageiff 
With her curls and her bonnet and her bomlmzine,™ 
which she wore in all seasons, — she was in complete 
harmuu) with the sofa. She had thrown aside the storrh 
cloak Avduch lv;id become so familiar to pedestrians -itt 
certain parts of Uoston. 

‘^"My dcuir Miss Peimiman/’ said Mrs. Merrill, am 
delighted and ! tenured. I scarcely hoped for such a 
pleasure. I hav^ t - long admired you and your work, 
and I have heard Cynihia speak of you so kindly/’ 

' yifel.g ood of you to say so, Mrs. MerrEl/’ 
answered Mfflp^ucretia, iii her full, deep voice. It wm 
by no means an uiiph asant voice. She settled herself, 
though she sat quitjjp u[»right, in the geometrical C6nti*«^ of 
the horsiduiir sofa, and dear^ her. throa^^ ^ To be quite 
honest with yo§, Mrs. Metm!,” she ijputinued,, eaine 
upon a particular errand, though I believe it wolild miA be 
a perversion of the truth if I were to add that>I have had 
for a month past ev^ intention of paying you a frieiidl|i 
call/’ ' ''' 

Good Mrs,:||etriir8 breath was a little taken awajlf by 
this extremely scrupulous speech. She also began to iael 
a misgiving about the cause of the visit, hut she manii|f«^ 
to my soiaethihg polite in veply. ' 

1 hate come about Cynth W’ Mmouho^ Miss Liion$ti4 
without further preliminaries 

m 
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H Cynthia ? ” faltered Mra. Merrill. 

Miss Lucretia opened a reticule at her wi^t and drew 
forth a newspaper clipping, which she unfolded and handed 
to Mrs. Merrill. 

“ Have you seen this ? ” she demanded. 

Mrs. Merrill took it, although she guessed very well 
what it was, glanced at it with a shudder, and banded it 
baeJc. * 

** Yes^I have read it,” she said. 

‘*1 have come to ask you^ Mrs. Merrill,” said Miss 
Looretia, “if it is ti’ue.” 

Here was a qu&tion, indeed, for the poor lady to answer! 
But Mrs. Merrill was no coward. 

“Tfcis partly true, I iKdieve.” 

“ Partly ?” said Mias Lucretia, sharply. 

“ Yes, partly,” said Mrs. Merrill, rousing herself for the 
trial ; “ 1 have never yet seen a newspa];K*r article which 
was wholly true. ’’ 

“ That 18 because newspapers are not edited by women,” 
observed Miss Lucretia. “ What I wish you to tell me. 
Mrs. Merrill, is this : how much of that article is true, 
and how much of it is false ? ” 

“ Really, Mias Penniman,” replied Mrs. Merrill, with 
spirit, “ 1 don’t see why you should exp^t me to know.” 

“A woman should taka tai intelligent interest in her 
husband's affairs, Mra. Merrill. I have long advohaied it 
as an eutering wedge.” 

“ An entering wedge! ” exclaimed Ills. Merrill, who had 
never read a page of the WotRon't Bow. 

“ Yes. Your husband is the president of a railroad, I 
believe, which is largely in that state, I should like to 
ask him whether these statements are true in the main- 
Whether thk Jethro Bass is the kind of man they declare 
him to be.” 

Mrs. Merrill was in a worse quandary than ever. Her 
ovtn spirits were none too good, and Lucretia’s eye, 
in its search f 6 r truth, seemed to pierce into her v«^ soul. 
There was no evading that eye. But MiUi Merrill did what 
few people ^vouldhave had the courage or good sense to do. 
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' is a poMcid wrtiele, ]|f0iw.Peniusti«ii^^l^ liiit 

“inspired by a bitter enen^ td. Jtsf^KO B8S%<}M V< 
ixiftcm, irbo has bought the £roat ‘n^h 

copied. Fpr that i'««8oii, I was rip.-it in sajipg' 

|iKtrtl3' trc 0 . You nor I, Miss Peurmpau, mact not be the 
)Ulig{N» el any m<ai or woman, for we know nothing ^ 
their problems or i^emptati-'-tiS. God wul jpdge t^is. 
We can only s&y that they have acted rijfhtly or ’wf&ng'ljr 
acseording to the light that is in as. You will find Jt 
difficult to a judgme it of Jethro Bass that is not » 
partisan judginent, and yet I bdieve that that'lirtMsih;ia IflP 
the main a history of the life of Jetliro Bass. A pactuHUa 
history, but still a history. He has unquestionably ccttK 
mittea many of the acts of which .he is accused. ’’ ^ ? 

Here was talk to make the author of the “ Hymn te 
Couiaton ” sit up, if she hadn’t been sitting up already. 

“And don’t you condemn him for those acts?-” Ihe 
gaspeii. 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Merrill, thinkhig of her own /bus* 
band. Yesterdajf she would certainly have condemned 
Jethro Bass. But now 1 ft I -do not condemn anybody, 
Miss Peniiiitian.” 

Miss Lucretia thought this extraordinary, to day the 
least. 

“ T will put the question in another way^dlirs^ Mer- 
rill,” said she. “Do you think this Jethro Bass a proper 
guardian for Cynthia Wetheiell? ” 

To her amazement Mrs. Merrill did not give her an 
instantaneous answer to this’ question. Mrs. Merri|l wan 
thinking of Jethro's love for the girl, manifold pv^ncM 
of which she had seen, and her heart was ffiled with 
a melting pity. It was such a love, Mrs. Mec^bA^w, 
as is not given to many here below. And,^^^Vwas 
Cynthia’s love for him. Mrs. Merrill had siulHirthat 
morning thinking cf this tragedy also. , ; ' 

“ I do not think he is a proper gWir^^i for her, Miw 
P©nnhn?tn.” 

It was then that teai% came to Merrill’s vymk 
for there is a limit to all human endusiihod. The sig^ dt 
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th'imofibsed a r09«irkali|p change ia Miss 'Laer!^||% aad 
she leaned forward Iliad slb^ Mra* Merrill’s arm. 

** My dear/’ she l^ied, *‘iBy dear, what ate we to do? 
Cynthia can’t go l^ck to that man. She loves him, I 
know, she loves him as few girls are capahk) of loving. 
But when she lin<M out what he is ! V\' heu she finds 

out how he got the muuey U> supf^^^rt tier father- 1” 
Mim Lucretia^ fuiubled in her reticule and draw, forth 
a handkeiohief and brushed her own eyes — eyes which 
a moment ago were so piercing. I have seen many young 
women,” she continued ; ** tmt 1 have known very few 
who were made of as fine a fibre and who have such 
principles as Cynthia Wetherell.” 

^‘Tnat is vhty true,” assented Miv. Merrill, too mucli 
cast down to be amazed by this revelation of Miss 
Locmtia’s weakness. 

**But what are we to do?” insisted that lady; who 
is to tell her what he is? How is it to he kept from 
her, indeed ? ” 

Yes,” said Mrs. Merrill, “there will bo more articles. 
Mr. Merrill sajs so. It seems Uiere is to 1)6 a great i>oliti- 
cal struggle in that state.” 

“Precisely,” said Mins Lucreiia, sadly. ‘‘And who- 
ever tells the girl will forfeit her friendship, i — I am 
very fond of her,” and here' she applied again to the 
reticule. 

“ Whom would she believe ? ” asked Mrs. Merrill, 
whose estimation of Miss Lucretia was increasing by 
leaps and bounds. 

‘‘Precisely,” agreed Miss Lucretia* “But she must 
h€?ar about it somatiine.” 

“ it be better to let her l|ear ?” suggested 

Mrs.ll^^tel ; “we cannot -very well soften that, shock* 
T talkra we matter over a little with Mr. Merrill, and 
be tiiinka that we must take time over it. Miss Penniman. 
Whatever we do, we must not act hastily.” 

“Well,” said Miss Lueretim “as I said/l am tery fond 
of the- girl» and ,1’ am wiBipi|r’to. do my -duty, wlttiteveT it 
may be. 'And' I ^|dim.wi|ied to sjiy, Mrs. Msrrilh'tl'»^ 
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I thmght about auotj^l^ aiatter 
i iw willing to provide for f 

cdd to live alone. 1 am getting imepd^':tp ao 

my work properly, as I used it* i ahbuid 19i^e 

to have her to' live with *■ . 

*‘Sbe ha® beconae a» one of my own daumters^*'' said 
Mrs. Merrill. Pet she this offer of Miss 

Lucretia’s wse not one to be ^Mijiitiiy t aside, and that 
it might eventually be the bfrtt sjlutiou of the prfAIem. 
After some fiuther eaniest dkeotsion it was agreed be- 
tween them that the matter was, if possible, to be kept 
from Cynthia for the present, and when Miss Lucretm 
departed Mrs. Merrill promised l^r an e^riy return of her 
call. 

Mrs, Merrill had another talk with her husband^ w|doh 
lasted far into the night. This talk was about Cyn^ia 
at»ne, and the sorrow which thi^eatened her. These good^ 
peop le knew^ that it would be ho light thing to break tha 
laita of such as she, and tWy made her troubles their 


own, 

Cynthia litUe guessed she exchanged raillery with 
Mr. Morrill the next morning that he had risen fifteen min- 
utes earlier than usual to search his newspaper through. 
He would read no more at breakfast, so he declared in 
answer to bis daughters' comments : it was a bad habit 
which did not agree vritik his digestion. It was some- 
thing new for Mr. Mej^rill to have trouble with his 
digestion. 

There was another aud scarcely less serious pbaem of 
tlui situation which Mr, and Mrs. Merrill had yet to dis- 
cuss between them — a phase of which Miss Lucretia 
Peaniman knew nothing. 

The day before Miss Sadler's school was to reopen — 
nearly a week before the Harvard teren was to eommenoa 
—a raging, w^et snowstorm came charging in from the 
Atlantic. Snow had no terrews for a Coniston person, and 
Cynthia had been for her walk. Returning about five 
o’clock, she was surprised to have tlm door oiiened for her 
by Susan herself . 






entortain him, but I am afraid 
itnte. However, I per^ 
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a piotrara y<fa are in those 
> j^ntion which for Uie oupNinf^ eras 

thought would come. Yon must 
^to Dedhaoat fMsjtitue. Who do you think is 

“IlHivk'iNipn tay-ing 
I have bai^^yery jjoor at 

soadfid hiia'Tta stay for . 

** It Beedi^ hut little persuasion,” said Bob, a^^iomhg * 
in the doorway. All the snowstorms of the wide Atlantic 
could not have brought such color to her cheeks. C'ynthia, 
for all her confusion at thC'meeting, had not lost 
faculty of observatiim. lie seemed to have changed agah^ 
even during the brief time he had been absent. His tone 
was grave. 

“He ueed-s to be cheered up, Cynthia,” Susan went on, 
as though reading her thoughts. “I have done my best, 
without success. Ho won’t confess to me that he has 
couie bark to make up soiaie^ of his courses. T don’t mind 
owning that I’ve got to ffe0) a theme to Ihj handed in to- 
morrow.” 

With these words Susan deparl^Sdfand left them stand- 
ing in the liall together, lioli took hold of Cynthia’s 
jacket and helped ber^ff witli it. He could read neither 
pleasure nor disjttea^re iu her face, though^ he smndied 
it anxiously enough. It was she who led the way into 
the parlor and seated herself, as befor6, on one of wm un- 
compromising, stmight-backed chairs. W'hatever inward 
tremors the surprise of this visit liad given her, she lodbed; 
at him clearly and steadily,,completely mistrem of 
as over. ‘ - ■., 

“ I thought your h^days did uot^in^ unttl n^sxt wmdt,” 
she said. b ' - | 

“They do not.” , ' 

“ Then why are you here? ” ' p 

“ Because I eould not stay awfty, CynUiia,” h« anwrewiit 
It wtks not tk) manner in . ‘#hicn he would have Mid ^ 
a month ago. There was It pote of intense earniwtti||e to 





to II the oottld uitfl 
ntiozpeetad 

g^^de atli^eiMapOB » line of 
*When did jroa leave Bij^n^toc? ' Rt 
ticne^ Bat with the 

country. ' if^ • 

<‘Tlii» 0joming,1* he 8ai^fcm|g,;tlje eai^,. 
huve tfi»e« feet of snow upppppl* He too, seenaii^ll^bd 
of a, TOS|rite from something, '‘Tbey’re havii^iii 
foaa ift Brampton auout a hew teacher for 
school. Miss Goddard has got married. Hid 
Miss Goddard, tiio lanky one with the glasses?” ■ 1 

i*»Ye8,” said Cynthi|j b«^niiig..t» be amnsedV iilytibf 
Hilo the conversation was i “s » 

' *“ Well, they can’t find anySody smart enough to i ^ 

;kiaa Goddard. Old JEkrs Graves, nfto’s on the prude 
committee, told Kphiaim they 
the post-oCi when they t 
vhat a reputation for leaifi: 
jBthia was p‘ainJ^^pdsa(' 

Min'- IS Oousin 

Happy as a Ms’ said 



get yon. I 
g abont it. Jol 
have in BramptOTi I 
compliment. ^ 



“the gfipit liTSfig 
authority m ll^ptod on the Civil War.™ He’s made 
the posfcK)fiice*the most popular social elob I evai saw. 
If auyliody’s missing in Brampton, you can »lway*i 

hnd them in the post-oihoe. But 1 smBed at notion 
of your being a schoolma’ara.” 

“ I don’t see anything so fanny about it,” rwKed (ihm 
thia, smiling too. WhyiBiouldu t Ibe? . lii^ MOEem.” 

Yo". tvore made .for sometjiu&g diffetnlP^e anawmed 
■ %. 

«he a subject she diiT not ohoniB to diaonn with hcati 
am dropped her lashes before ime plainly ^^(Bcen adadw* 
tion in his eyes, Bo a silence fell between tbem, bmUsp 
only by the tickine of the sgate clock on tile m«^ Mi4 
ii^ mosic of slei^-bells in a distant sigeet. 
tiie sleigh'bells died awayt <md it seomed to Oyntida titidl 
thesemndof her own hetwiiliM^ miilt be loudeT than Ap 
t#t|dQg<dtii«okM^. He«i!Mhhad|Bddeidy 
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^wi^out r^tagotif and she did not dare to glanhe again 
Bob as he sat under the lamp. That minute — ^for it 
was a full minute — was charged with a presage which 
she epuid not grasp. Cyntlua^s instincts were very keen. 
She Understood, of course, that he had cut ah#^ his 
holiday to come to see her, and she might have dealt with 
him had that been all. But 4-^ through that sixth sense 
with which some women are endowed — she knew that 
somethiite troubled him. He, too, had never yet been at 
a loss for^vords. 

forced him to speak first, and he tried to 
ji?iitore t?he light tone to the conversation. 

“^Cou/siu Ephraim gave me a piece of news,’’ he said. 

Ezra/ Graves got it, too; Ho told m you were down in 
Bostori^i at » fashionable school. Cousin Ephraim knows 
a thivhg or two. He says he always callated you were 
cut- out for a line lady/’ 

Bob,” said Cyntnia, nerving herself for the ordeal, 
*^ did you tell Cousin Ephraim you had seen me ? ” 

I told him and Ezra that I had been a constant and 
welcome visitor at this bouse.” 

^ Did you tell your father that yoit bad seen me ? ” 

This was too serious a question to avoid. 

I did not. There was no reason why I should 

have.” / 

There was* every reason,” said Cynthia, “and you 
know it. Did yoc? tell him why you came to Boston 
to-day?” 

“No.” 

“ Why does he think you came ? ” 

“ He doesn’t think anything about it,” said Bob. “ He 
went off to Chicago yestl^rday to attend a meeting of the 
board of directors of a western railroad.” 

' “And so/’ she said reprt^hfully, “you slipped off as, 
soon as hiiUbaek was turned. I would not have believed 
that of you, Bob. Do 3 ’^ou think that was fair to him or 
tae?” 

Bob Worthington sprang to his feet and stood over her. 
She had spoken to a boy, but she bad aroused a man, and 
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fiSiHBi 4|aft^g ihiill at the tesfOt. » t5ie mamk W 
las Me tigitanea, ami deepeaed ^ikieaiiMii lit awaa^^ 
and a l%htdd idaout his ejnpi. ^ ® | " » 

“CyatMa,** h» Md y0i|Mf 

to jpi %d. .M l feadjh>lii^«d it ^ t 

Ijiitlallsllri’l^ it i»wiM 1iave»dona an|r goo# Mjrww 
owAb, 1 «ltoaId»ltaiird''t«M#a 7 lather M imiiiMttii 1 gE«^.|d 
Brampton. In al^p of^^ads ldad’~»4D • loatM W «» 
much hnportance m roy ISfet” he oodiiiiliedi ehoMiSE jbiS 
words carefully, “Bdm likely tao kiiotl wliStialr 
right or wrong. If my motner wero alir^ I am s(|po 
she would approve of this — this Irieodahi^/’ 

Having got so far, he paused. Cynthia tibtat ^0 
was trembling, as though the fc^roe and feeling; ilmt waa 
in him had charged her also. ^ “ * > 

“ I did not intend to come sO so<m,” be went on, w}l< 
— I had a reason for coming. I knew that yoti did. not 
want me.” 

“ 'i ou know that that is not tme. Bob,” she faltered., 
Hih T,est words brought her to her feet. 

“(’ynthifi,” he said, in a voice shaken by the intenmty 
of his jiaasion, “I came because I love you better than all 
the world— because I always will love you so. I came to 
protect you, and care lor you whatever bappena I did 
not mean to tell you so, now. But it cannot matter, 
Cynthia I ” 

He seized her, roughly indeed, in his anns^tot his vmry 
roughness was a proof of the intensity of his love. For 
an instant sh ) lay palpitating against him, and as long as 
he lives he will lemember the first exquisite touch of her 
firm but supple figure and the marveuous communion oi 
her lips. , A current from the^spredt store that was in her, 
pent up an<i jll uuknown, %rough him, and then she 
had struggled out of his anns and led-nng him stmid* 
ing alone in the parlor. 

It is true that such things h^pen, and no mttl or womatt 
may foretell the day or the hour thereof. Cyiiib|ij^ Bet 
up the stairs, miraculously arriving unaotioed ^ hm* iMm 
room, and locked the door and flung herself on tied. 



sbafie, of joy, of sorrow, of njoleing, 
wr^pot ; lean that bomCMli and yet relieved her, teins that 
pained while they qomforted. Had she sinned beyond tin 
pardon of heaven, or had she commuted a supreme act of 
right? On^'lndjiftent slie gloried in it, and toe next up* 
braided herwif bittSrly. Her heart beat with tumnlt and 
a^pdlf«eemed to stox>. Such, though the words but faintly 
delbribe them, were her feelings, for thoughts were still 
to emerge out of chaos. Love comes like a Same to few 
women, but so it came to Cynthia WcthereU, and burned 
out for at.while all reason. 

Only for a while. Generations which had practised self- 
iiistraint were strong in her — generations accustomed, 
too, to thinking out, so far its in them lav, the logical con- 
sequence of titeir acts; generations asliamed of these 
very instants when nature has chosen to take command. 
After a time had passed, during which the world might 
have shuffled from its course, Cynthia sat uj) in the 
darkness. How was she ever to face the light again? 
Reason had returned. 

So she sat for another space, and thought of what she 
liad done — thought with a surprising tmlinness now which 
astonished her. Then she thought of what she would do, 
for there was an ordeal still to be gone through. Although 
she shrank from it, she no longer lacked ti>e courage to 
endure it. Certain facts began to stand out clearly from 
the confusion. Tlie least important and most immediate 
of these was that she would have to face him, and iuci* 
denWly face the world in the shape of the Merrill family, 
at supper. She rose mechaniei^y and lighted the gas and 
bathra her face and .changed her gown. Then ahe heard 
Snsan’s voice at the dodr. 

“ Cynthia, what in fchff^jWorld are you doij% ? ” 

Cynthia opened the door and the sisters entered. Was 
it possible tliat they did not read her terrible secret in her. 
face? Apparently not. Suaan was busy oomntentibg on 
the qwlities and peculiaritiea of Mr. Robert Wortiiiogtosi, 
sodi^oweriaguponCynthuinhandredqneations wfahm 
answered she knew mit how z bol neither Susan diinb' 
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wof seem,iib^ 

he8ei)i<itl:^^wers? ’ Cynthia hi^aotatekdd jfe; 

«Mat to Icnoir ^ribethw sh# i^alj tli^nov-'rappeii^ Be' 
Iwd aaked iShtaan before Cju'^afPmmo;- 
i«idy to repoat the wh^'lo of her coqirorsaMoh with Mm. 
Why did he seem HO partionlar aboot Bud 

he notions that girls onght not to read thips?’ | 

The signiiicanoe of Bob’s remariia abont neWOT|pei|i 
was lort upon Cynthia then. Not till aftwwamt o^Ao 
think of them, or connect them with his iihexpectMd l9ipt« 


4><ii^ Be' 
Bi»ao<ims 


Then the sapper bell rang, and they went downsteir*; / 
The reader will be spared Mr. Worthii^ton’s feemaw 
after Cynthia left him, although they were intense enoogn, 
and absorbing and far-reaching enough. He sat dow* Olt 
a chair and buried, his head ih his hands. His impuls^ad 
been to leave the house and return again on the morrow#, 
but he remembered that he had been asked to stay tot 
supper, and tijat such a proceeding would cause ooo^sieiltl 
At length he got up and stood before the fire, his tiioi^l^tis 
still alrave the clouds, and it was Uius that Mr. Metxffl 


found him when he entered. 


“Good evening," said that gentleman, ^nially, nel 
knowing in the least who Bob was, but prepossessed in Mk 
favor by the way he came forward and wook bis lunid and 
looked him clearly in the eye. t 

“I’m Robert wortfaingt^, Mr. Mertill,’J said he. , 
“EM” Ml. Merrill gasped, “eht Oh, eeftaiciB, iMW 
do you do, Mr. Worthington?” Mr. Merrill wouMiiWi% 
been polite to a tax collector or a sheriff. HesegMSkHiid 
the ofBoe from the man, which otwht not alsrsfs to 
done. “ Fm gl^ to see you, MrTwortiiingt^ 
well, bad storm, isn’t it ? 1 had an idea tlm 0(dk|^ AkSihf 
Open until next week." a 

“Mr. Worthington’s going to stay for wimor^* BlWil#* 
said Susan, entering. ^ 

“Good!” cried Mr. Merrill. “Capital! You 
miss the old folks after suppenv will you, giiiif Ydipt 
mother wants me to go to a wiwt party.^’ ' * 'w 

“It can’t 'he hnl^i^.i^ry,”' .^|tid Mr. Mantis' 



■-■r'Gmmrm ■ 

walked up the liiU to a tlwt 

evening. ■ ' 

“He’s in love with Cynthia,**' said Merriil, some- 
what sadly; “it’s as plain as ^ iidse en yfpir &oe, Sto* 
pheo." 

** 'that isn’t very plain. Suppose he is I You can dam 
a EKHintain stream, out you cah’t prevent it reaching the 
‘hea*aB we used to say vmen I was a boy in Edmundton. 
1 hk® ’ 80 b,” said Mr. Merrill, with his usual weakness for 
Cfelstian hames, “and he isn’t any more like Dudley 
Wdrlhington thau I am. If yt>u w'ere to ask me. I'd say 
he ermldn’t do a better thing than marry Cynthia.” 

“ Stephen 1” exclaimed Mrs. Merrill. Butin her heart she 
thought so, too.'^ ** What will Mr. Worthington say when 
,he hears the young man has been coming to our house to 
see her?” 

Mr. Merrill bad been thinking of that very thing, but 
with more amusement than concern. 

To return to Mr. Merrill’s house, tl»e three girls and 
the one young man were seated around the fire, and 
tlieir talk^, merrily .as it had begun, was becoming minute 
by minute more stilted. This was largely the fault of 
£jusan, who would not be happy until she had taken Jane 
upstairs and left Mr. Worthington and Cynthia U^ether. 
This matter had been arranged between the sisters before 
sapper. Susat| found her opening at last, and upbraided 
Jane for her unfinished theme; Jane, having learned her 
lesson well, accused Susan. But Cynthia, who saw 
through the ruse, declared that both themes were finished. 
Susan, safeoinUy indignant at such ingratitude, denied 
this. Ttm manoeuvre, in short, was executed very clumsily 
and very obviously, but executed nevertheless ^ the sisters 
irntrching out of the rootta under a fire of protests. Th# 
render, too, will no doubt tlnnk it a ver^ obvious manc||vre, 
but some things are managed badly in life as well ’Ka in 
jbooks. 

Cyntidik and Bob were left alone t left, moreover, in 
niortel terror, of each other, tt'is comparatively eiM|r to 
ttgm the door of a room and n»h into a lady’s 





if tbe.lady and.^tone. to he-db^doia^'iiil 

Sosan bad absi&^ tbam, illd vitb au«^ 
creates quite a waw^t tMxogj^hieiiB. BcK^Ja^ dp^iij|. 
bope for such w o{MpCit^tt|(1|^*d nwMfe.Q{ites^i^iNI 
ing supper, whue striTing to be agreeable;, Jfist ts^& iM 
would do if the opp^uiiity came. Instead, all he eaeld 
do was ^A> eiffoolhwiy in his chair aad look at the oealMiiJilRt 
so much as ventosuig to turn his traad until tWaoundj^. 
footsteps bad died awat on the upper Soon. It wtm 
thia who broke the. silence and took otontnand — a Tetjp 
different Cjhfbia from i^e girl who had thrown hertlt^ 
the bed not three hours before. She did not look ai him, 


but stared widi <^liarmination into the fire. 

« Bob, yon sbje said. ^ >i, 

“ Go! Hef*' voice lOosed nicl totters ofma 
passion, an^kj^ptod to^ein the hand that lay on the uiB 
of her cliM^v^fi did not resist this. 

“YeSfc^Pwroust go. You should not have stayed lor 
supper,*^ 

“ Cmthia,” he said, •‘ how can I leave you? I will not 

le|AVou;’' 

^nul you can and roust,” she replied. 

“ Why ? ” he asked, looking at her in tQsmay. 

“ You know the reason,” she answered.' , 

“Know it?” he cried. “I know wtty | should stay. 

I know that I love you with roy whole hear^ «id soul. 

know that I love you as few lOen have ever loved and 
'that you are the one woman among QiiUiOiis who can 
inapire such a love.” ♦ 

^♦‘No, Bob, no,” she said, stoiving hard to keep her head, 
mthdrawing her hand that it might not betray the treaecm 
of her lips. Aware, sti'ange as it may seem, of the abstmd*^ 
ity of the source of what she was to say, for a trace cl (ft, 
smile about her mouth as she gazed at the coalft, 
“ You Virol get over this. Yon are not yet out of ooU^|ev 
and many svu^ dancies happen there.” ' 

For the ntthient he was incapable ofisepeakistf, iaoftiMh|e>( 
of finding an airawer sufficiently en^ih^o. How wuft he 
to her of ^ rooks upon which hie love was luilt? 
"ft » ' -■ 





WM h« ta declare that tW vai^ perils vidoh rioiMii* 
eaed her had made a man of hiyir, with all of a mau’a 
veandog to share these perils aod aUeld her fiMa them ? 
How was he to speak at all of those perils ? He did not 
declaim, yet when he spoke, an enduring sincerity which 
she eoold not denj was m his voioe. 

, , “ You know in heart that what you say is not true, 
CynShi*^ WhatevKihappens, I shiill always love you,” 
’■S\^t4|^er liappens ’ She sbu<|ilSFed at the words, re- 
raindiitg her as they did of s^ ,1^ yag^ misgivings and 
fearg.jt'-:„ ■ 

“ Vmatever happens 1 ” she fouiM herself repeating riiem 
involuntarily. ’ , 

■y Yes, whatever happ<ins t will 1 ot$^ j^'truly and faith- 



as long 
“you love 


fully. I will never desert you, neve 
I live. And you love me, Cynthia,” 
me, I know it.” 

“ No, no,” she answered,' her breath cotfiffiiK||yst. Ho 
was on his feet now, dangerouMj, near In ani^^»e rose 
swiftly to avoid him. She turned Lor head, limt ttmight 
not read the denial in her eyes, and 3'or hati to look atjiim 
again, for he was coming towiwrd her quickly. “ Hon’t 
touoh me,” she said, “don’t touch 

He stopped, and looked at her so pitifully tliat she could 
scarce keep back her tears. 

“ You do love me,” he repeated. 

So they stood for a moment, while Cynthia made a 
supreme effort to speak calmly. 

“ Listen, Bob,” she said at last, “ if you ever wish to 
tme me agmo, you must do as I say. You must write to 
your father, and tell him what you have done and — and 
what you wMi to do. You may come to mi and tell me 
his answer, but you most not come to me before.” She 
would hive said more, but her strength was almost gone. 
Y«Si and more would have imj^ied a promise or a conoes- 
sibu. She would not bind berself even by a hint. But 
of '^Is she was sure : . ibat tshe would not be tbe means of 
Urrecking b» opportunitiei. “ And now — yqu must 
; Hesfii|j^.wA«re ImwaS, tb<^^ bis blood leaped f^iu 
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hia fi(lani»ition*yi4> V§apeot for kbe girl owbwa Mi 
pasaioflu Kobert WciWHfn^<OQ was a gentl«^an. I| , 

“ I will do as you kajr, Cyntlii%” tie amwerad, flwt t 
am doing it lor you, Whatovpr my fethei ‘i' reply 
be will not cJianga io«» or my intentions. |'or I m 
determined that you shall bo my wife.” 

With these words, and one lonallugering look, he 
turned and left •her. ffo had lackeoroe eonrage to l^ak 
of bis father's bitternean^ and animosity. Who awl blauje 
him ? Cynthia thought tione the less of liim for not tell- 
ing her. ' There Fas, tedaed, no need now tio dtMorfbo 
Dudley Worlhii^on's rWtlHgfi, 

When the door had closed ah© stole to the window', and 
listened to his footfalls in the snow until she heard them 
no more. 



CHAPTER XI 

\ if WHICH MISS SADLKE WRITES A liETTER 

t The next morning CyntMa's heart was heavy as she 
greeted her new friends at Miss Sadler’s school. Life 
had made a woman of her long ago, while these girls had 
yet been in short dresses, and now an experience had come 
to her which few, if any, of these could ever know. It 
was of no use for her to deny, to herself that she loved 
Bob Worthington —loved with the full intensity of 
the strong nat are that was. he’rs. To how many of these 
girls would come such a love ? and how many would be 
called upon to make such a renunciation as ficrs had been? 
No wonder she felt out of place among them, and onee 
more the longing to fly 'away to Coniston almost over- 
came her. Jethro would forgive her, she knew, and 
stretch out his' arms to receive her, and understand that 
some trouble had driven her to him. 

She was aroused by somevotie calling her name — some 
one whose voice sounded ^trangeh familiar. Cynthia wiis 
perhaps the only person in the scliool that day who did 
not know that Miss Jsinet Duncan lia<l entered it. Miss 
Sadler certainly knew it, and avsked Miss Duncan .very 
particularly , about* her ^ mother and even her 

brother. Sadler tnew^ even before Janet’s unex- 
pected ai^tal, thali Mi's. Duncan had come to 

Boston after Christmas,fand'had taken a large bouse in, 
the Back Bay in ord^f to be near their son at Harvard. 

Puncan was, in fact, a Bostonian^ and more at home 
ibere i^n at any other place. 

w 'ler observed with a great deal of astonishi^ent 
aibraoe that Janet bestowed m Cyntihia, The 
m 




iH' WHICH wttiras.A m 

oocurreace started in Mtes Sadler i aa ai 

result of which she le£t the droWi^Jr^room 
reunions were held, and went ii^io^her 'Own 
to write Tlxia she to ■ jM-rs, twI m Mg td ar 

at a certain nur^ber on Heacon Street, ana "iseiit 
ft out to be |>Obted immediatety. In the meantime* Jfai^ 
1)uncc»ii had seated herfeW on the sofa l^ide Cji|tMa, 
flavin^ for an instailtiOeaa^d to talk pQ peril Of wl^t^tiie 
to write a romancdt^hen they uniolaed ""thema^Vef 
beaiitiMliy in real |^i Here was the country gijrfcdfe 
had seen in Washidfton already in a^|ine way to oecooie 
the princess, and in four months ! Janet would not have 
thought it possible for any one to change so much in such 
a time. Cynthia listened, and wondered what language^ 
Miss Duncan would she knew how great and how 

complete that change Romances, Cynthia 

thought sadly, were one theorize about and quite 

anotlier thing U) endure ~-r and smiled at the thought* 
But Miji i Diinca?! had uo use for a heroine without a heart- 
ache* . - 

.. 4t is no imp) ^>^bable ^hat Miss Janet Duncan may appear 
with Miss Sail;, Broke in another volume. The style of 
her conversatioa is known, and there is uo room to iPipro- 
dace it here. She, too, had a hoiirt, but she was a ybung 
woinmi given to infatuations, as Cynthia rightly guessed. 
Cynthia must spend many affeTuoons at her house — lunch 
with her, drive with her. For one omission Cynthia was 
thankful. : she did not mention Bob Worthington’s name* 
There was the romance under Miss Duncan’s nose, and she 
'did not see it. It is frequently so with romanoers. 

Cynthia’s iiupassiveues^ her complefc poise, had fasci- 
nated Miss Diiucaii with ti^ otbj^n^ Had there been 
nothing beneath that exterior, |j|net would never have 
fuessad it, and she would ha^,been quite us happy* 
Cynthia saw very clearly that Mr* Worthington or no 
o^er man or woman could force Bob to marry Janf% 

The next morning, Hn such intervals as her 
mitted, Janet contintie<f her attentions to GyntluA ^ - ^ 
fiame morning she had bought a note Iroxn her mthdr^ 



TMs wa8 the note p^. 


oomsTcas 

ateato of whida Jea^ kaew ahtiiisigr, 
into her etodj to read it, and tfiw 
bU out of it under the paper-oatt^. 


“My PEAB Miss Sadleb: Mrs. Duncan has refesfied 

? 'oar note to me, and I enclose two clippings which spe^ 
or themselves. Miss WetbereD, I believe, stands in 
relation of ward to the i)orson to whom they refer, and 
her fatlmr was a sort of politiail. assistant to this ]gexmml\ 
Although, as yo»i say, we are from, that, part IB? the 
country ” (Miss Sadler had spoken of the Dnricans as the 
people of importance there), “it was by the merest acci- 
dent that Miss Wetherell’s connection with this Jethro 
Bass was brought to my notice. 

“ Sincerely youra, 

Alexander Ddncah.” 


It is pleasant to know that there ^^■cro })eop]e in the 
arorld whocoakisnnb Miss Sadler; and there coijtld be no 
^|bubt, irom the manner in which she laid the letter down 
ipiiid took up the clippings, that Miss S.adler felt snubbed : 
(l^nally, there could be no doubt that the revenge would 
fall on other shoulders than Mr. Duncan’s. And when 
Miss Sadler proceeded to read the (dippings, her hiatr 
would have stood on cud with horror had it not been «o 
^belently plastered down. Miss Sadlmf seizevi her pen, 
ai^ began a letter to Mrs. Merrill. Miss Sadlers knowl- 
edge- or the proprieties — together with other qualiiiea- 
tion»— had made her school what it was- No Cynthia 
Wetherells had ever before entered its sacred portals, or 
itooold again. 

The first of these clipping was the article containing 
the arraignment of Jethro Bat»i which Mr. Merrill had 
shown to his wife, and udiich had been tlie excuse for 
Miss Penninmn^s calL second was one which Mr, 

4>aacan. hs4 dljp^d CjEOtip NeweaxUe O^uarSion the 
day bMore, sad gave, fitoca Mr. W(>rthiiigtott*s side, s 
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gmphi& mmnit of the eonfiiet <3ba.- 

Mimder, , The r'tilrosde 'PlyMil^’foH-ftS 

Jhp^ghjef of of thieves «ind’ * wiaa 

long tiimttled tte 'V^hicb nourished 

hteit to — ia L-hort, to Basi??. Sadier-waw not 

interestecj to the and 2 .Ti'‘Uj*hors of 

' ^m|:.-o«i^ioiiB. Right imd toitml a tjhainpicm, — th4'ijirttole ' 
jiiiued- — in Mr* Isaac 1). VV'^*rthto'g coa of 
Men! ot the Tn^ro llomi and owih't of targe hold* ' 
Mr. Worthington, iccked by olhie?-' 
r>]ierty interests, wouid fight this monster 
the death, and releaBO the state frei*i his 
tht^iiidom. ttolftro Hjiss, the article allegocL, 
about his abominable work — had long been .»fl^its in 
mockery of that xmj vigilance whicto is said* to be the 
price of lil>erty. His agents busy in every t(>w!i:<|0# 
the state, seeing to it that the slaves of Jethro Bass should 
be sent to the ii^xt legislature. 

Ai}d what 'was this system- which he had buii.t up 
among these rural communities? It might aptly 1;^ 
called the Sysiem of Mortgage. The mortgagg^r-^ dre^ 
name for a dr^jadiul thing ~ was the chief weapon of tm 
mouKter. K\eu m Jethro Bass held thi* mortgages ^ 
Conlsifm aini Tarieton and round about, so his lieuteh* 



mid 
Whi 
V bet>vce 
the heads o; 

•Volt' tor the" 
bciiome 
his oth ^ 
article did ned nay 


in every town apd haiiilet of the 
J^or farmer to 'Hj#..;choice was...;' 

and ^vTOIlg, but l^tfreeh a roof over 
aiul children and no roof. He mmH 
to Rass and eorruptidn oi^ 

wi^ art pteu r. H<iw the' gentleman 
0 bncker/j w ere to fight the system 
Wt^re they to buy up all the mil- 
ages ? Asa matter Of fact, they intemied to buy up ent^gll 
f 'these to cowt, j|||||^to mention thie would be tof betray ' 
the methods of MK^^orthingtou’s reforn^iv,' The firi^'’bit- ■ 
tor frontier fighting betweem;#h« adytoeh eohorto € the 
new giant and the old — caucuses and 
the polls — had begun. but little^and 

undemtood less of all thia^tepiler * She Ungerei^ over the 





mmstois 


^eutenoes which descriiybed Jethro Bm» m a monater of in** 
iquity, as a pariali with whom decent men would have no 
intercourse, and in the heat of^ her |)a»sion that one who 
had touched him had gained admitUiiiee to the most ex- 
clusive school for yoimg ladies ix) the country she wrote 
a letter/;!' 

MisS' Sadler wrote, letter, and threO;nmtrs later tore 
it up and wrote another aud more diplomatic Mis. 

Merrilh though not by any m*Miiis of the same im|K>rtance 
as Mrs. Duncan, was not a person to be wantonly offended, 
and might — knowing nothing alK>iit the monster — in 
the goodness of her In^art have Uihea the girl into her 
house. Had it been otherwi.Ht\ surely Mrs. Merrill would 
not have had the effrontery ! She would giv<‘ Mrs. Morrill 
a chance. The bell of release lr<'iu Hiuuies was ringing 
as she finished this second letter. a.iul Mi^.^ Sadler in her 
hast© forgot to enclose tiie tdippiugs* S!u* ran (uit in time 
to intercept Susan Mtirrlll at the tioor, aivl to j^resK into 
her hands the clippings and th<! note, uilli a n^quest fo 
^take hotli to her niuther. 

Although the Duncans dined in th,c cvcuinir, t\\e Mer- 
rills had dinner at liatf-juist one in the afU'riec‘c.K \v!ien 
the girls returned from school* Mr* Merriij usitally cam© 
home, but he had gone off ^^Khimwdicre for this partieul*e:y' 
day, aud Mrs* Merrill had a sowing e.ircle. The girls sat: 
down to dinm^T alone. Wlicn they got up l|*om the table. 
Susan suddenl)' remembered t)i€ note whieb'^ah© had left- 
in her c »at pocket. She drew out; the clippings with it- 
I wonder what Mi»s Sadler is scu<liug jaamnut clijjpino**- 
‘for/" she said. Why^ Cynthm, they>as|&0iit your uncle. 
Look ! *' ' ■*1'" 

And she liHiided over the article headed **' Jethro Hass.'’ 
Jane, wiio ha.d quicker intuitions than her 'sister, /would, 
have snatched it from. Cynthia « hand, aud it was a long 
time before Susan forgave herself for her folly. Thus 
Mii«B Sadler had her reven^. ' - ’ ; ^ 

It is bftenmercifnlly tjr&ned that the migbti'eit blbw# 
of rnisfortime are t<smpe'rdlr'';for us* Buying the 
evenings in Ooniston,, Cystl^ had read little iiew»]^pcr 
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on and a^med . thtem m - oiijardljr' 

d#yiy&s of They imd laNeen, indeed^' nntgtiii^d^d 

atid eorerl; alliiJ^tens — g'riiiiaccsK from d: t^fe dBat^ee. 
Oytithj..a*s first senaation as 'she read was a|iiger^^si|^ef, 
Si} intensa as to ij^iid aii the blood in b^t wdy tvmhnig 
to her head: But what was this? ** Eight had found a 
champion at hi* — in WoHMfi'jtcn! That ^ 

wris the &t$i blow, and none but (’yiithia knew the weight 
of it. It sank but -'lowly into her consciousness, '^id 
slowly the blood her" face, slowiy but surely:' left 
it at length as wtaie the lace ^■".urtain of the window 
which she clutclied in her Words whi^^h some- 

body had spoken were ringing in her ears, Wfmtever 
happen.il '"Whuii.v^*r happens I will never desert you, 
never deny yotn bjng as I live/' This, then, waS'ivh^t; 
he had meant l y newspapers, and why he had come to 
her ! 

The sisun's, winching her, cried out in ^bsmay. There 
WHS no iiced to lell Uitmi that the}?* were looking on at a 
t.rage<ly, and rll tiic love and sympathy in their hearts 
we!)t out to her. 

Cynthia I (.’u Ihia'! Wh^ is it? ’’ cried Susan, who, 
thinicing she would faint, setml her in her arms. What 
have 1 done? 

Cynthifi did itot faint,' teiog made oi sterner 
Ccutiy, blit xvstli iiiexorabio instinct of hei" kind 

which compels Ihcn^ to look for u'eliance within thodr- 
Helves even in ti.o direst of extrendtics,- Cynthia released 
lunrself from Susan’s embrace and put a Ivuid to her 
forehead. 

Will you leave me here a little whale — alone ?’’ she 
said. 

It was Jane now wlm drew Susan out and shut the dow 
of the parlor after thetUi. - in utter misery they waited oa 
the stairs while Cynthi/ fought out her battle for Iterself* 

When they were gone she sank down into the big ehair 
under the reading lamp — the very chair in whiclA he 3md 
two nights before. She saw-' now with a terrible 
cleaiti^s the thing which for so long iiad been but a vague 
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And wiiea aiter a epaoe the tofioh at ahana. ia 
]i(» hand braaflit item teok to her rememteaaee, dw 
hated the eourage to read them throogfa. But not for 
haw.* Soddenlj her feat of them gave place to a «oiuntni> 
ing aattad of the man who had mepired these artfelea: of 
Isaac D. Worthiogtuit, for dio knew that he must hawa 
iosmtad them. And then ehe began again to read them. 

Truth, thoogli it come perverted from the month of an 
enaaay, has la ttaelf a note to which the soul responds, let 
tte deny aa vabemently as It wilh Cynthia read, 
and as she read her bod/ was shaken with kilis, though 
the tears came hot. Could it be true*'' (kmid the least 
particle of the least of 'these fearful inaiiiuations be tnm? 
Oh, the treason of t|a|se w-hispers in a voice that was surely 
her owi|,1||id /et which she ooold not hush ! Was it 
jioesibjs thatisiich things could te printed ali^'ut one w'hora 
*^■^*1^ admired and respected amve all men — nay, whom 
I die* had so passionately adored frimn t^hOdhood ? A mon- 
ster of iniquity, aopsrialil Tlia'teuel, bitter calumny of 
those names I Cynthia thoq|^ of lus goodness and low- 
ing kindness and his chiuity||pi,h^ and to many others. 
Hb charity 1 The dimded^^U|i|d''Mp«*ted that word, and 
gent a thought that struck j^^into her h««tti Whence 
Jba^ come the sobstam^ charity? Then came 


miMer word — morteate|*|^R^I^ it waa,on the paper, 
ahm'at sight of it th^^aapoa out of her memory a 

5 olden-green poplar shiaomeru^ agalaet the sky and tte 
istant blue billows of mountamam tte west. She heard 
the high-pitched voice of a woman speaking the word, a»d 
even then it had had a faatefnl sound, and she heard her 
self asking, “Uncle JethrO, what is a mortgage?** Ho 
had struck his horse with the whip. 

Loyal though the girl was, tte whispers would tet 
hush, nor the doubts cease to assail ter. What if ever 


so <nni^ a portion of this were tone? Ooold tte wludfl of 
this hidaona atmetnre. tier emtiag upon timv te^ tesn 
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jjI which. 

fiei^Iy thou^. «fae liftie^i Ilf s' leAMufif 

tkaiign i»Ia wpe»te<l uovd that tier lov^iop 9tim 

Iwv&itb w li«n bad net dumi^ tiie ranUSa^. 

Yet they mmamed nnaeknewledg^f . 

4ii> hoar paaaed. It <. as a tliieg beycsid bdiil OQ0 
hour e^ld have |^d each a stow uf s0mf*. ja||jK»«r 
passpdf^nd Cyn&ia can'e dry-eyed fr<%ai the Jicriffir. 
Busan and Jane, waitiiifr to give Wr c .unfort odrestt ehe 
was jwcoveied a Uttle from ti^ unknown hut jpveiwheliQ*- 
ing adl^thtti, were fain to stand mute when tb^ saw her : 
to pay a i^ent deference to one whorri sOrroir had fitted 
far above tiiem and tninsfigured* f'hat was the Ieoh: w 
Cynthia’s face bhe went up th^stair^. and they stcgod. i» 
the hall not knowing what to do, whis}ienog in awe-shnaolc 
voices- They were still there when Cynthia came dofm 
again, dressed fpi the stieet. seised her by Ibp 

hand. ' '# 

“ Where are ^ ou goiug, Cynthia?” she asked. ^ 

'• I 6 hall be back by five.” s^i i Cynthia. *• 

She went up the hill, and across to old Lottitihai|{f 
Square, and up the hUi again. The father had fldareo, 
tlie violet'paned windows caught the slanting sanltghi^ 
and iuag it hacR adroi^L^ piles of snow. It was a day' 
for weddii| g- bells. C’yuthia came to a q^UQerly 

fashioned ^iHs green dSK&t seemed all askew with thjo 
slauting Streep and ranMHOBVaud in another moa||^ 
was standing on the tatienl^M|o{ Miss Lucretia, 
man’s little sitting room.-' To.MiS| Lucretia, at hersstit- 
ing table, one glance was suffiment. She rose quickly b> 
meet the girl, kissed her unreTponsive cheek, and led her 
to a chair. Miss Imcretia was never one to beat about 
the bush, even in the gravest crises. 

^ ¥oa have read the articles,” she stud- 
Eead thorn ! During her walk hither Cynthia hafl 
been incapable of thought, bat the epithets and armign- 
m^ts ana aoousatioiis, the sentences and pan^rsj^ vsre 
|Nnat»d now upon her brain, neviur, the he&v^ to bo 
<^l|0s4t Uvery jptep of the way i|te had bean nnomif 
ioiefhiiif xspootuig tt«m. 
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you read them ? ^ lu^ked Cyathia. 

my d«mr/’ 

everybody read tliam?’" Did the whole world, 
then, know of her shame? 

** I am glad yon came to me, my dear/^ said Miss Lucre- 
tia, taking her hand. y<^o talked of this to any one 

else?’’ 

No/’ said Cyntldii, simply. 

Miss Lncretia was puzzled. She had not looked for 
apathy, but she did not know all uf (Cynthia’s troubles. 
She wondered whether she had misjudged the girl, and 
was misled by her attitude. 

Cynthia/' she said, with a brisk?u;ss meant to hide 
emotion (for Miss Lncretia had emotions), ‘•"I am a lonely 
old woman, getting loo i>ld, indeed, to iinisli the task of 
nvy life. I went to see Mrs. Merrill the other tlay to ask 
her if she would let you iome and live with me. Will 
you ? ” 

Cynthia shook her head. 

No, xMiss Lncretia, I cannot,*' she answered. 

J won t press it on you now," said Miss Lncretia. 

“ I cannot. Miss Lncretia. Tm going to Crmisioa/’ 

Going to Coniston ! exclaimed Miss Lncretia, 

The name of tliat place — magid name once so I'eplete 
with visions of happiness and content — seemed to reoalJ 
Cynthia’s spirit from its flight/ Ves, the spirit was theiHi, 
for ii flashed in her ey^es as she turned and looked into 
Miss Lucrelia's face. 

Are these the articles you read?” she asked, taking 
the clippings from her muff. 

Miss Lucretisi put on her spectacles. 

I Itave seen both of them,” she said. 

"‘And do you believe what they say about — about 
%fethro Bass v 

Poor Miss Imcretia I For once in lie r life she wm at a 
loss. She, too, paid a deference to that face, young as it 
was*’ She had;robbad herself of sleep 'trying tomako^tip’ 
her mind what1||ie would ^^v*u,pon such an occasion 
came. A v|pnd^ul vir^n faith had to be shatteretL ami 



m wHiiiH mm wnims a 1.^3^ 

yias,iiie to be't^ jfcirl 

that.' Strang®, intense affection senaNlfcili^ 

the alderij and the lonely, and me had pr.iy^ tiat this 
cup mi^ht pass from her* " Wm it p^*ssjble that it v>ws her 
Ovrn Toice using very naich the same words whioii rite 
had rebuked Mrs* MerriU? 

u rjynthia/^ slie said, those articles ware writteii h;;^ 
politicians, in a political contmversy. Nq such ai1ife|ies 
can ever be takcii rally.” 

‘‘Miss Lucre tia, do you believe what it says aboh't 
Jethro Btes? ’ repeated Cynthia. 

How was she to avoid those eyes? They pierced into 
her soul, even as her own had pierced into Mrs. Merriirs. 
Oh, Miss f utjretia, who pride yourself on your plain speak 
iug. that 3 'ou should be caught quibbling ! Miss Lucretia 
bluslied for t})e iir.^t iiaic in many yeai’s, and into her face 
came rlio lighf- of barfle. 

>1 am a cow.-«rd, my dear. I deserve your rebuke. To 
the J.H st of mv Iniowledge and belief, and so far Jis I can 
judge from sht- iinjuirics I have underJakero Jethro Bass 
has made hi^ living :?a.j gained and held his power by the 
methodn des^Mibed in those articles.” 

Miss Lucretia toqk off her spc'ffacies end wiped them* 
She had committed a fine act of courage. 

G}jit,|iia stood ii|>. 

‘‘ Thank y< > i die sahl, ‘‘that is what I wanted to know.” 

“ fhit- Mied ;vftss i.ucretia, in amazeouent and apj>r#- 

hensioii, ‘‘bit’ whn.i a;'?’ grnng I 0 do 

'*1 HP) to (^ciisturh” saiil l.ymlhia, ‘‘tO' ask him 

if those things .u'r 
To ask him ! ” 

Yes. If he t ells ue' tliey are true, then I shall believe 
thenK” 

If he tells \a'ju ?"' Miss Lucretia gaspe.fl. Here was a 
< oarage of which she Iiad not reckoned. ‘‘ Do you think 
he will tell you?” • 

“ He will tell int?,and T shall believe him, Mijss Lucretia*” 
You arc a remarkal/le'girl, OynthitiJ' said Miss Lucres 
ti%|pvolun^rily. Then she paused for a moment. “Sup*« 
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tells yoa they are true ? Yon suxely^a’t 
with bua again, ' Cynthia.” ^ ' '■'''/ 

'w Dt» you suppose 1 am going to desert him, Mim La§a 
oretia?'’ aha asked. ^ Ha loves me, and — a]t^ 

Mui/*' This was the first time her voice had faltered^ 
/‘ Ha kept my father from want ami poverty, and ha haS' 
*hrought me up as a dfuighter. If his life has been m- you'"' 
say, I fibair make my own living ! 

How ? deinandocl Miss f.ncretia, the practical part of 
hOr coming uppermost. 

“ I ghalT teach school. I beliete 1 can get a positioOf 
in a place where I eaii see him often. I can break his 
heart, Miss Liicretui, I — I can bring sadness to luyseil, 
but I will not desert him.” 

Mias Lucrc^tia stamd at her for a moment, not knowing 
what to say or do. She perceivmi tliat the girl ^had a 
spirit as i«trong its her f)wn : that her plans were formed, 
her mind made up, and lliat no arguments could change 
her. 

“ Why did you come to me ? ” nhv asked irrelevantly. 

“ Because I thought that you would have read the 
articles, and I kiiew if you had, you would have taken 
the trouble to inform yourself of the world’s opinion.” 

Again Miss Lucretia sUtreil at her. 

“ 1 will go to tJoniston with you/ she said, “ at least 
as far as Brampton.” 

Cynthia’s face softened a Utile at the words. 

“ I would rather go alone, M iss Lucn^tia,” she answered 
gently, but with the same firmness. I — I am very 
grateful to you for your kindness to me in Boetori. I 
sliall not forget it — or you. G(MM-by, Miss Lucretia/ 

But Miss Lucretia, sobbing openly, gathered the girl in 
her arms and pressed her. Age was coming on her mdeed, 
that she should show such weakness. Fo® jj^bng ti||m 
H-he o6iild not trusiE heiwdf to 8{>eHk, aiidHiliiMier w4ild» 
were liioken. Cynthia must come to h*?r at the ftfllf sign 
'of doubt or trouble : this, Miss Lueratia’s house, was to. 
be a refuge ill ituy storm that life might send — and Miss 
ImoretiaV' ^beart, . Cynthia f rcimiiieC' snd whan she irent 



tbe li^e 

iMlKi^^'iorybe loiw^ Mi8« I^oretia. , - .p- m 

Cfnihm wa» going to Coc&to«}/ Th^-'^^unby 
txo^ as inevitable, as thingi mortal Bm wb#l 

g!^ to Coniston unlesfl sbt, perished on the w^. Ko iof 
tolarentiea, no fears #f Mrs. Merrill or her dkngbt^rs, wore 
olfisaiy avail. Mrs. Merrill, to<i, was awed by the vaatisoBa 
^i^^tiie girFs sorrow, and wonder^ if her own nature 
smMl by oomparkon. She had wept, to sure, at ^ net 

hhflhands confession, and lain awake over it in the night 
nvafehes, and ihought of the eariy days of their mandate. 

And then, Mrs. Merrill told herself, Cynthia wmM 
have to talk with Mr. Merrill. How was he to come 
nnscathed out of that ? There was pain and bitterness in 
that thought, and almost resentment against Oynthiifct 
quivering though she was w ith sympathy for the For 

Mis. Merrill, though the canker remained, haa already 
oardoned lier hasband and Imd asked the forgiveness of 
Go<i for that pardcm. On other occasions, in other crise% 
she bad waited aud watched for him iiiriie parlor window, 
and to-night she was at the door before his key was in the 
lock, while hi was still stumping the snow from bis Ixmta. 
She drew him iiuo the room and told him wbat had hap- 
pened. 

Oh, Stephen,” she cried, %vhat are you going to say 
to her?” 

M^hat, indeed? His wife had sorrowed, but she had 
known the obstacies and perils by which he had been be- 
set. But what wm he to say to. Cynthia? Her veiy 
name bad grown upon Mtn, middle-aged man of affairs 
though he wjia, unt il the thought of it summoned up in 
his mind a liguT-e of purity, and of the strength which was 
from purit y. v/ouid not liare l>elioved it possible that 
the country girl wluuu they had tiakeii into their house 
three months before should have wrought such an influence 
over them all. ' • 

Even in the first hour of her sorrow whilh ihe bad 
SMut that afteimoon in the parlor, Cynthia had IbougJ^I 
of Mr. Merrill. He could tell her Whether those mmm* 
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wete triie 6r false, for he was a friend of Je^ihroV 
He^ natearal impulse — the primefal osfe^of a creature 
wMch is hurt — had been to hide herself ; to fly t<;> her 
^ own poorn, and x>oi'haps by nightfall the courage would 
comd her to ask liim the terrible questions. He was a 
frieim of Jethro\s. An illuininating fliisli revealed to her 
the meaning of that frieiidsbij> — if the accusations were 
true. It was then she had thought of Miss Lucretia 
Panuiman, and somehow she had found the courage to 
face the sunlight and go to her. She would spare Mr* 
Merrill, 

But had she spared him ? Sadly the family sat down 
to lii^pper without her, and after supper Mr, Merrill sent a 
message to his club that he could not attend a committee 
meeting there tliat evening, lie sat with his wife in the 
little writing room, he pretending to read and she ])retend- 
ing to sew, until the silence grew T/OO oppressive, and they 
s}>oke of the matter tliat v^as in their liearts. It was one 
of the bitterest evenings xu Mr. Mcfriirs life, ami there is 
no need to linger on it . They talke<i earnestly of Cynthia, 
and of her future. But they both knew why she did not 
come clown to thenn 

^‘So she is really going to Coniston,” said Mr. Merrill. 

“Yes,'’ answered Mrs. Merrill, “and I think she is 
doing right, Stephen.’’ 

Mr. Merrill groaned. His wife rose and put her hand 
on his shoulder. 

“ Come, Stefdien,” she said gently, “ you will see her in 
the morning.” 

“ I will go to Coniston withiiier,” he said. 

“No/’ replied Mrs. Merrill, “she wants to go alone. 
And 1 believe it is best that she should.” 
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“ IK TltE:. TAKKlWr .SHIED ! " 

O-BasiAT affliciioiid generally bring m Wkoit^i^ain 
*nf smaller soiTow>iH eacL with its o'wo little''v|)ang^;l 
of these sorrows had been the parting with the 1 
family. Under any circanistance it was not easj 
.Cynthia to oqrross her feelings, and now she had‘ftii||||^pV 
very diiHcult to speak of tlu^ gratitude and aifectioa wjj 
she" felt. But they im lerstood — dear, gt:>Od people m 
ths y were : no oloqnenoe was needed with them- The 
ordesd of breakfast over, and the tearful God ble^a you, 
Miss (a. rithia.'’ of Ellen the parlor-maid, the ^hole family 
had gone with hor to the station. For Susan and Jane 
liad spent their last day jvtf^iss Sadler’s school, 

Mr. Merrill iool sent for" the conductor and hiddei|ivhim 
take care of Miss Wetiicreli, and rccoinniend her in his 
name lo a coudnclor on the Tnir<> Read. The man took 
off his cap to Mr. Merrill and callofl him l»y name and 

E rouused. It was a dark day, and long after the train 
ad pulled out Cvnihia remembered the teart|#i'Jboea 'Of 
the family slandiug ou the damp ]?!atforiii s^tion. 

As they fled northward through tlie flui 
the conductor would havei|4fc^d ti tclk io 1 
Merrill ; there were few employees on any raiir 
did not know Uie genial and kiji liy president 
Grand Gulf and ftyinpaihi/e w^ith his tr^^: 

there was a look on the gij'i’s face that forbjkj^ 

Passengers stared at her covertly, as though %GiTia^d by 
that look, and some tried to fathom it. But her eyes 
wore firmly fixed u|K)n^a point far beyond their wiom 
The oar stopped many times, and 3e# on ag^aih, but lioth^ 
ing seemed to b^ak her absorption. 

2o m 
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4^1^ she was aroiised bj^ the touch of the condvietof 
c^ &r sleeve. The people were Lvi^iiining to file out of the 
car, aud the train was iXmier tba shadow of the snow-covered 
slicds in tlic station of the state ca}>ital. Cynthia rec- 
the |dace, though it was cold and bare and very 
different in api^oarance.irom wimt it had been on ilie 
summer's evening when she had come into it wit.h her 
father. Thah in effect, had l>eeii her tirst glimpse t)ia 
world, and well she recalled the thrill it luul given her. 
The joy of such ibings gone mm, the rapture of Indi- 
dajf' and nmr sights. These were over, so she tedd her- 
aelJK ' Sorrow ha<l quenched the tlirills forever. 

The kind eonductiir led her lo tlu^ eating roem, and 
wheUvjhe would not eat his concern grew grcnf.cr than 
■OTga- He tmtk a strange interest in lh).s yim?>g iady vvho 
snoh a f^oe and buch eyes, lie poitned iun^ out to 
his friend the Truro (.antdaclor, raid gave him some sand- 
wiches and fruit winch he lu?uself had bouglit, with 
instructions t.o fo'ess ilicm on her dnritig riie aliennia-n. 

Cynthia ccackl ihU. <.\iU She hafcd thu |jia.ce, wnh its 
nmniories. Hated it, too» m. a mart wiiore men Were 
bought and sold, for the wot^dittg of shose aitudea mn in 
her head as though somepdil^t of ev*ii r;;-uiiirig them 
in her ears. She did not renicude-r iinni the sweerer 
asjatct of the old town, its pretty Imnu's set aumug i.heir 
shaded gardens — hoonas full of good ami kindly peopke 
State Hoinso affaii’s were far removed from most of tdiC'se, 
and tli0 -sidtnoss and corrapi3<>ii of the IhrIv politic. And 

had she known ir, was no wornc 
thaa.llpb of the other states in the wide Union : not so 
badp^ftJl^loed, as uumy, tliaugh thii^ w^aa small coinfoH* 
No edmfort at ail to Cynthia, who did not think of it. 

After a while slm rose and followed Uac uew coxiductoi' 
to th#'®ruro Train, glad to leave the capital Unbind Iw* 
She was going to the hills — to the inountairm. They,, in 
oould hot change, though the sea^ions pruwexi ova? 
them, eohU and ary*'^: They were iraumtablil 

in theii*-|[toN^illess Presentiiy saw" thenq the lowtar 
ones t t^e waters of the liiiie stream beside her broke the 
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blaoV of im%iai meed oy'eie the rapdd®. ; ||t 

waa pi^fiiBg md groaning on the grade*^ 
c^^pt ont, alowly, from the in4e<|na|i|0 taper 

that fating liia««|<:l over the iowoomi^y. ' ‘ ■ 

Yee, she ba<l eome ;to tht hffls. and up the 

Irain, through the little white villa gel inlhe Talley noote?, 
banked with whiUsr enow 5"' through the narrow 
ftometimes hanging oTer thetn.— ^ vfc|; walla 

aeared with ice-'liheil eracks, their with khiaa^ 

Trurc>‘<P^«s U nat "au high aa Brenner, hut it hm 
a grande wil l look in winter," rtoote a» it is from the 
haunts (»f men. A fitting refuge, it niight l>e, for a 
great spirit heavy witli the sins of the vvorld below, Htioh 
a place miglit have h>,teii chosen, in the o]d®n ttn3i.\for a 
rncmastcry — a gray I'aHtness iyialt against the bhick forest 
(jver the crag looking dowu upon tlui green clumps; of 
Hprurc.s against the snow. Some vague longing for such a 
refuge was in Cy ] thiass heart as she gazed upon.tliat silent 
place, 'Tid then the waters had already begun to run west- 
ward — tile watcis ol nn|inhle J>nvii brcaik, which fit wed 
into Oni.Htou Water ahov^e fc^rupton. The Bun still had 
more th:,ia two hours to jourueyM-o the hill crests 

when the train puilec! ir^HHHpton station. There were 
but a few people on the'ffHHBfRi, out the lirst face she saw 
as she stepped from tie' cur 'was Lein Halloweirs. U was 
a very'' red face, as \m know, and its owner was , Mending 
in front of the,^prn,ston stage, on niiiners now. Ha sta.reu 
at her for an ftstauL and no wonder,, and then he ran for- 
. ward with outstretelicd hands. 


Cjnlhy — (-ynthy Wetherell.I” he cried. *‘'G©ea|: 
Godfrey I ^ 

He got so fai. he sci'ned her hands, aind then he stop|xi|f 
nol'^’*knovving why. There were many more ejacul|.tiami’ 
and’'welcomag and what not on. the end of his tongaefe It 
waa|^t that she had become a iady — a lady of 
h|4''_»yeT before seen. He meant to say 
hlwl|ib way, but he couldnT, And that 
wtmlO'havi% bothered LeiO hut WhMpf^^®»e 

change, then*^ Why was he in ol^ her 


he cried. ^ Greal 
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had mv^t hmm m of eet one? He 
hie head, as thotigh op^y coojlteing hi$ inability 
to answer that question. He wanted to ask others, but 
they would not come. 

** Lem,^ she said,, f I am so glad you are here/’ 

;/‘ Glin*b right in, Oynthy. Til git the trunk.” There 
it iay^eli!iTlfetle rawhide one before him on the boards, and 
he picked it up in his bare hands as though it had been a 
paper parcel. It was a peculiarity of the stage driver that 
he never wore gloves, even in winter, so remarkable was 
the circulation m his blood. After the trank he deposited, 
apparently with equal ease, various barrels and boxes, and 
then he jumped in beside Cynthia, and they drove down 
familiar Brampton Street, as wide as a wide river; past 
the meeting-house with the terraced steeple; past the post- 
office, — Cousin Ephraim’s post-office, — where Lem gave 
her a questioning look but she shook her Jiead, and he 
did not wait for tlie distribution of the last mail that day; 
past the great mansion of Isaac D, Worthington, where 
the iron mastiffs on the lawn were up to tlicir. muzzles in 
snow. After that tliey took the turn to the right; which 
was the road to Coniston. 

Weil-remembered road, winter or summer, Cyn- 

thia knew every tree and fa^tmiouse beside it. Now it 
consisted of two deep grooves in the deep snow; that was 
all, save for a curving turnout here and there for team to 
pass team. Well-remembered scene I How often had 
Cynthia looked upon it in happier days I Such a crust 
was on the snow as w^ould bear a heavy man, and the 
pasture hillocks were like glazed cakes in the window 
of a baker's shop. Never had the western sky looked so 
tlirough the black columns of the pine trunks. 
A lonely, beautiful road it was that evening. 

For a long time the silence of the great hills was broken 
only by the sweet jingle of the bells on the shaft. Many ' 
a day, winter and summer, Lem bad gone that road aiqne, 
whistling, and never before heeding that silence. NoW it 
seemed to symbolize a great sorrow: to be in subtle hjtt^ ' 
mony with that of the girl at his aide* What tiiat sorrow 
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was he coidd'ilat gtefets* Tim gc^ mm coA** 

fort ker,'^<l yet % fait his comWfc W to be 

not^eed by suoh Sorrow. to si>eiik, for the 

first tiiiiein his life feared the sotuiilof his owu toice. 
thiahad not spbkaii %inee she left the slitiori, |»d mol Ibojted 
at him, had not askiadtlor the friends and naigblK>rs 
she had loved so well 7 — had not asked f<»r 
there Jiny sorrow on eai^to be felt li|e that ? And Was 
there one-to feel it ? , ^ 

At lengtli, when thQ|^ reached the great forest, Lem 
Hullo well know that hS^must speak or cry aloud. But 
what woiild the sound of his voice — after sucluan age 
of disuse? Could he speak at all ? Broken and Jioarse 
and hideous though the sound migJit be^ he must speald 
And hoarse and broken it was. It was not his own, but 
still it Avas a voice. 

Folks — folks’ll be surprisei^ii^ee you, Cjynthy.” 

No, ho had not spoken at ali. Yes, he had, for she 
c ns wo red Iiim. •• 

‘‘ I su[»pose they -will, Lernd’ , 

“ Mighty glad to have you back, Cymthy. We think a 
sight of you."! We missed you.” 

Thank you, J.cnu” . 

“Jethro haiii’t lookin' for you by any chance, be he? ” 
“No,'' she suid. But iho question startled her. Sup- 
pose he liati not been at home I She had never .once 
thought of that,, donld she have borne to wait for him ? 

After tliat 1-#em giive it up. Ho had satisfied hiihfl«ilf as 
to his vocal powers, but he had not the courage even to 
wdiistle. The journey to Coniston was faster in the 
winter, and at the next turn of the road the little, village 
came into view. There it was, 'among the siicws. The 
pain in Cynthia’s heart, so long benumbed, qirickened when 
she Saw it. 'Mow write of the sharpness of that pain to 
those who have never known it? The sight of every 
gable brought its agony, — the store with the checker- 
paned windows, the harness shop, the meeting-house, the 
white parsonage on its littlh hill. Rks Richardson ran; 
out of the store in lug carpet slippers, bareheaded in the 
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Of^^ au& iave om shont. Lorn , 

stopllie^B m u»ual, bnt straighjb m boui» 

and pulled up under the^uutternut Ivrea. Hilly Skinner 
ran out on the porch, and gave one long looki Una cried: 

Good Lord^ it’s Cynthy 1 ” . 

Where's Jethro ? ” demanded Lem. 

Milly dtd not answer at ouce.» Si» was staring at 
Oynthia. ^ 

in the tannery shed/’ she saidy b choppiu’ wood.*’ 
But atill she kept her eyes on Cynthia’s face* TH fetch 
him.” 

No/’ said C3mUiia^ I’ll go to him there.” 

She took the path, leaving Miilicent with her mouth 
open, too amazed to s{)eak again, and yet not knowing why. 

In the tannery shed! Would Jethro remember wvhat 
happened there almost six and thirty years Ix^fore ? Would 
Ife remember how that f)ther Cynthia had come to him 


there, and what her apyjoal luid been ? 

Cynthia came to tlu^ doors. One of thcHe was open 
noviT — both liad been closed that other evening against 
the storm of sleet — and she caught a glimpse of him 
standing on the tioor of chips and bark — tau4mrk no 
more. Cynthia caught a glimpse of him, and love sud-. 
denly welled up into heart as waters into a spring 
after a drought. He had not seen her, not heard the 
sound of the sieigii-belis. He was standing with his foot 
upon the sawbiifk and the saw across his knee, he was 
staring at tlie woodpile, and ih^e was stamped upon his 
face a look which no man or woman had ever seen there, 
a look of utter loneliness and desolation, a look as of a soul 
Oondemned to wander forever through the infinite, cold 
sptices between the worlds — alone. 

Cynthia stopped at sight of it. What had been her 
misery and affliction compared to this? Her limbs re- 
fused her, though she knew not whether she would have 
fled or rushed into his arms. How long she stood thus, 
and he stood, may not be said, but at length he put down 
his foot and took the saw from his knee, his eyes fell upon * 
her, and hk lips spoke her name. 

« Cynthy ^ ^ 






iieck, aiid W dropped tile sft ^ 

m he had held t&t otiu^G;^th1^%il-hei^ phioi iu 

S one by. And yet not-e^rf^-Noiiirh^i clhagst^ l%er wiin a 
^peratioai that was tcrrilble, aa though df her 

would ho to fall intd nameless voids t»ey ond humaiiii^m^ 
panioiitthip and love. But at last be did release her, and 
stood kK)kmg down Ler face, as if seeking to rea^ e 
sentence there. ' ’ . 

And how wr*s s||S to pronounce that sentence ! Though 
her faith might be taken away, her love remained, and grmt 
all the greater because he ueedetl it. Yet she knew that 
no subterfuge or |»reteuce would avail her to hide why aha 
had come. She could not hide it. It must be sppksn out 
now, though death was preferable. 

And he was waiting. Did he guess? She could not 
tell. He had spoken no woud but her name. He had eK**> 
pressed no surprise at her appearance, tisked no refisoiis 
for it. Supcrhitives of suffering or joy or courage are 
hard to convey ~ - words fall so far short of the feeling. 
And Cy ithia^s pain whs so far beyond tears. 

Uncle Jeth rod' she said, yesterday something — some- 
thing hHp})ened. I could not stay in Bost^>n any longer.'* 
He nodded. 

I had to conn to you. I comd not wait.” 

He nodded rgaiin 


“ 1 — I read .- oner hi ng,’* To take white-hot irtto and 
sear herself w odd. have been easier than this. 

Yes,” he said. 

She felt that the look was coming again the look which 
she had surprised in his face. His hands dropped life- 
lessly from her shoulders, and he turned and went to the 
door, where he stood with his back to her, silhouetted 
against the eastern sky all pink from the reflection of 
sunset. He would not help her. Perhaps he could not# 
The things were true. There had been a grain of Kope 
within her, ready to sprout. 

‘‘I read two articles from the IfSweastU &uardi^^ 
about you — about your life.” 



Wwsos. 

t'fT'JfT* ■ 

: he mdd. .Mut ba did not Imto* , 

**rtow vott bad— how you bad earned your 
How you had giikiad your power,^’ rfie went on^ her pain 
loaadhig to her voice an exquisite note o{ many moauia- 
tions* . . * ‘ 

said, and still stared at the eastern 
aky; ' , 

3ha took two steps toward him, her arms outstretched, 
her fingers opening ami elusiug. And tlum siie 8iop[ied, 
v’ would ‘believe no one/’ she sai^v‘* I ,wiii l:>elis>ve no 
' one — -until -^-'-'Unless yon tail me. Jethro/’ she 
'cried -in agony, Jude Jetikro, tell me that those thiiigg 
■are not true ! ’’ ' ^ ^ 

She waited space, but he <lid not stir, 'riicra was no 
soiimh save Ike song </f Conistou Water uudcu- the shat- 
tered iee. 

Won’t you speak to me?” she whispered. 'AVon’t 
you teli ulS that thay;are not true ? ” 

liis shoulders shook couvulsivdv. O for the right to 
turn to her and tell her tinii they were lies I He would 
have bartered !)is soul for it. What was all the power in 
the world coiiifiared to this pricoitms treasure he had lost? 
Once biifore he liad east it away, though withc*ut meaning 
to. Xhen Ir.j did not the oternal value of love — of 

such j>>ve ;ts iliose two'women had given him. Now he 
'knew taat ,d wa,s beyond value, the one precious gift r*f 
lifn, an«^ Uie km wv ledge had conm too late. Could ho have 
,mv«.'d hi- lii'e if he had listen<')d to that other Cynilii;* ? 

’ \V K>n t you tell me that they are not true? 

Even then he did .not turn to her, but he’ answered. 
’Gurion» to relate, tiiough his heart was breaking, his voi*.v 
was steady — steady as it always had been* 

« 1 — Fve seen it eomink Cynihy,”'he said. never 
kriowed anything 1 W«ui afraid of ^;jtpfOr© — but I wasafnuii 
of tiiii, 1 knqwed wiiat your uOtioua of tight ajul wrrong 
was — your — your iBother bad them. Thky^m the priti^ 
dpics of good people. 1 — f knowed the day would come 
whem you"d I waitted.ta he happy as long as I 

coidd. I baia’t been happy, ’Gyntby, Bat you was -right 
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whm mid IVl tell you dbi» ^ 'S*' %. ^piik> I 

guess them things which yousp^k 4;he 

way I got where f and ihi way t i .ladh mf 
They — tiiey^iain’t put juia^ as they'd oogtrl? to ^-jAnyn^ 
but that’s the traj^ 1 dune h in the 

It was thus tiiEt* Jeth!y) Bass met s^ttjueiue orit‘>.of 
his life. A||<1 wlio shall suj be did not meet it v.'k- 
and honestly ? Few rmn of ibre and nsore wlk5i»u- 
morals would ha‘^e ^M'quitted theini^iilveg aa well. Thai 
wm a Judgment J’bij fi>r i|^^thro ; and ihmigh he knew it 
not, he spoke t!rf^*.‘iigh <Jymtiiia to ins Maker, eoiii’meis^. 
his faults freud} an"'.;! humbly, and dwelling on the justness' 
of his punisiiineJM ; patting not forward any good he mMf 
have dont‘% nor thuikin.g of it, nor w.ekiiig excuse becauaS' 
of tlje light that was in liim.'. Had he ’.been at deatli’s^ 
doordu the face of namele»s.^ tortures, no man could have 
dragged t^nch a cjorifcssion from hiai. ll^t love 

had been given iiiia, and to that’.We he iu||st speak the 
truth, even at tin; cost of losing it. 

Hut he was rc:*t to lose it. Even aa he wm speaking a 
thrill of admiration ran through Cyntlii s ruercing her 
sorrow. Tho superb strength of the wmh wm there in 
thai. simple coiitession, and it is m the natuii of woman to 
admire strength. He harl fougi^ ids lighl. and |g^ned,and 
paid the price without a mnrnmr, seekii^g no palliation. 
Cynthia liad rot come to that trial - so hater for Ther — 
judge. If the r(*adcr lets seen youth and innocence sitting 
m the seat of justices with age aud experience at the bait 
he I'kas mistaken Cynthia. She to Conistou ineiE^* 
rable, it is true, because hers w is a nature impelled to do 
right though it perish. She did i>ot presume to say what 
Jethro’s liglits and op|K>rtiinities might have been. Her 
own she knew, and by them must act accordingly. 
When be had finished speaking, she stole sileutly to hia 
side and slipped her hiind in Ids. He trembled violently 
at her toucli. / * 

Uncle Jethro,” she said in a loir tone, I love 
At the words he trembled more vioiently stiU. 

‘^No, no, Cynthy,” he answered thickly, ‘^dotft cay 
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.'i don’t «xpect it, Cynthy, I- know you oan’t — 

be rights Cynth;y. 1 haiii^t fit for it/’ 

,^11‘ttele, Jetbro/*-«!i6 said, lov© you. l:>dUt’^r than I 
bi*ve eirer lo¥nl you in my life/’ « ' 

how welcome were the tears! atid how hiimau I 
He turned, pitifully incredulous, wouderin,^ that «h© 
shmdd seek by deceit to soften the blow; he mw them 
running down her (dieeks, and he bolieved, ^ es, he be- 
lieyed, though it seemed a thing beyond belief. tinwT>rthy, 
unjat though he were, she loved liirn. And his own love 
aa/he gazed at her, sevenfold increaa(^d as it had been by 
the knowledge of losing her. changed in texture from 
l^mage to worship — ^nay, tr» adoration. His punishment 
would still l>e In^Hvy ; but whenec )iad come such a 'won- 
^droua gift to mitigate it ? 

don’t you believt.. me?” she crietl, uan’t you see 
that it is true ? ” 

And yet he < oulfl only hold her then* at arnTs length ^ 
with that new and si range reverence iti his face* He 
was not wortlr ro touch her, hut still Stic loved idm. 

The tiu&'h !*ud faded from tlie eastern sky, and the 
faintest border <d yellow liglit ))etrayedt the ragged out- 
lines of t!i-, amunia'ici its they waik^d together to the 
tannerv -cause. 

MnUseot, In the kiudich, was niak lag groat preparations 
- - lor" 'Mulioent. Mls» Skinner %vas a person who, had 
iiiCherto laid it ih»v. u j |Li>rinciple of life to pay deference 
honor it? no loin iilainudv: of mere duSt, like herself. 

exception, it "Hmthia lunl thought about it, was 
a f,c> mcan«<c’<h’r. Cynthiay'alas, did not think 

it " qbi u.e?t know that, in her abaence, the dire 
lia?l iM'>fe ki-e4iit ;h€ evening, Jethro aupping oik 

cTuckiim and ;o.!k and Mttly partaking of the evening 
home. Moreover, Him Skfnner hild an engage- 
ment jwith a ymiiig mam Cvnthiatiw the fire, and thi*ew 
off' fi^r sealskin coat wliirdi Me. and’ Mrs. Merrill had given 
her for Cteistmas,. and took f4'owri the :^rucepan from the 
familiar nail on which it hung/ ' ft wa» a miraeuloim fact, 
for which she’ did not atteitpt to aoeouiit, that she was 
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almost, l^ppy,5 happy, iB4#e<Mv|p ocfinmrii^.- 
which had ba^ her state ainca/" the' 

Millkeoti snatcjbed the saucepan aj|grily f^n, le3 hand* 

Wimt be yoa doin', Cynthy sue demanded. 

Such was Miss Skinn"*^'*"’ little way o£ sJiow'inp ^fejCereiaca, 
Though defeienccj is hot usually vehement, Miss Bitimier’f 
was very real) no vertbelesH, . 

; u wixy, Milly, what’s the matter?” e-iclaimed 
in aBluiiishment. 

You hain’t a-gohf to do any cookin’, that’s all,” ssid 
Milly% very red in the face. 

Ih. t ISe aiwaya helped,” said Cynthia. ** Why not ? ” 
Why not ? A tribute was one thing, but to have to put 
the rcaHoas for that tribute into woids was quite another. 

“ Why not?” cried Millv, ‘^because you hain’t a-goin’ 
to, that’s all,” 

Strange deference I But Cynthia turned and k/oked , 
at the girl wiih a littlu, sad sruile of eoinprehensioii and 
aflfeciifUK She took he.f by the shoulder.^ and kissed her* 
Whcicupon a aiost amazing tiling hap|>vUKHl — Millicent 
burst into tea s — wild, ungovernablo tears they were. 

Ik'cause you hairdt a-giua^ to,” slie rej>eated, her wonk 
inteispersed willi violent sobs. You go 'way, Cynth'y,” 
she cried, git out ! ” 

Milly,” said ('ynf.hia, shaking her liead, ‘^yoti ought 
to be ashamed of vourself.” But they wore, not'’v(^-ds of 
reproof, She i >ok a littic^lamp from the sh14f; and went 
up the narrow stairs to her own room in the gable, wbefc 
Lemuel had deposited the rjiwhide trunk. 

Though she had luoi nothiiigall day, she fel%^o hun^if'^;- 
but for Milly’s sake she tried hard to eat the supper waeu ’ 
it came. IkToie it had fairly lieguii ly^es Hatch had 
arrived, with Ainaudy and Eben ; and Kiishardsou 
came io, and other neighbi^, to say a word of welcome ; 
to hear (if tlie truth be not toq disparaging to their 
characters ) the rea«IJ||l far Tier sudden appearance, and 
such news of her Boston eirperiencea as she might choose 
to give them. They had^ learned froih Lem Hallowell 
that Cynthia had returned I lady : f| real lady, not a ahao^ 
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relied on airs and graces, such m liad come to 
^niflfton the summer before to look for a summer place 
on the painter’s rocommendafcion. Lem was not a gossip, 
in the disagreeable sense of the term, and he had not said 
a word to his neighbors of his feelings on that terrible 
drive from Brampton. Knowing that some blow had f alien 
upon Cynthia, he %vould have spared her these visits if 
he could. But Lem was wise and kind, so he merely 
said that she had returned a lady. 

And they huid^found a lady. As they stood or sat 
around the kitclieii (Elxai and Bias stood), Cynthia talked 
to them — abunt ^h>niston : rather, !.aj it said, that they 
tiilkod about Coniston in answer to her <|ln^stions. The 
sledding had been go<al ; Moses had Intuletl so many thou- 
sand feet of iuinher to Brampton ; Kam Brieve’s woman 
<^she of Harwich) had had a spell of sciatica; (/hester 
Perkins’s hull had tossed his brother-in-law, come from 
lowy on a visit, and broke his leg ; yes, Amandy guesscwl 
her <l\spepsy was sc>mew'hat imprewed since she had tried 
Graham’s Golden Remedy-— it made her feel real light- 
hearted ; Eben (blushing furiously) was to have the 
Bro'->k Farm in Uie Hj)ring; there wiis u CiiSrC of «],kj tied 
fever in d'arleton. 


Yes, Ltuu Hallowell had iHJen rigid, Cynthia was a lady, 
but iKd a mite stuck up. Wliat was the difference in her? 
Not lier clothes, wdiicdi she wore as if she had been used 
to them all her life. Poor Cynthia, the ciothes were simple 
enough, Not her manner, winch was as kind and sweet 
as ever, '\\dnit was it that compelled their talk about 
themselves, that made them ndrain from .asking those 
questions ahevnt Boston, and why she had coma back/ 
Some gueb query was rimmnf^, in tlieir minds m they 
'talked, while lethro, having finished his milk and eraokets, 
sat silent at the end of the table with hun eyes, upon her. 
He rose when Mr. Satterlee came in. 

Mr. Sattcriee looked at her, ami then he want quietly 
acsroiiw the room and kissed her. But then Mr. Satterlee 
the minister. Cynthia thought his hidr a little 
thinner and the lines in bis face a little deeper. And 
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— perhaps he was the only one of the 
#ho guessed why she had oome back. He kid 
luHi t|lii 3 t hand, on her head, as though in benediction, and 
n% iiowh beside iiet. 

^ ** AndhCw is thalearning, Cvnthia? ** he asked. 

Kow, indeed, th*y were going to hear BC/mething at 
^IimC An iiitui|ion impelled Cynthia to tdke advantage 
'qi^t ppporti^ity. 

#The learning has become so great, Mr. Sat te rice/’ she 
said, ** that I Ik^e come back to to make some use of 
it. It shall ‘wFasted no more.’* 

She did not dare to look at Jethro, but she was aware 
that he had sat down abruptly. Wliat sar*nfice wdll not a 
good woman make to ease the burden of those whom she 
loves! And Jethro’s burden would be heavy enough. 
i®uch a woman will speak almost g^^yly, though her heart 
be heavy. But (.'ynthia’s was lighter now tiuin it had Ixaui. 

was always sure you wouhl not waste ymir learning, 
Cjhh'thia,” said Mr. Satterlee, gravely ; ‘"that }OU would 
make tlie most of the advantages Cod has given yon.” 

“I am goinj|„;Cd try, Mr. .Satterh-e. I cannot be con-' 
tent in idleno*. I whs wasting time in Bosiotu amil— ^ " 
I was not haf;py go far away from yon al! tjnek 

Jethro. ^ IVlr, 'Satti-rlee, I am going to teach scho^. '1 
have al^'ays wanted to and now 1 hiive made up ray mine! 
,>odoii.” 

Th is was Jethro’s punishment. lUtt had.*^**’ ■’o;r>t Hgh'i.. , 
eaed it for him a little by chu'*.siiig i'. .. of t 4 lUng* ' 

him that she eouhl not eat his bread or ';)arkk 0 of hm 
bounty? Henigh by reason of tlllMl^iunty she was what 
sire wiO'Vshe could not live and thrive it h>oger, coming 
it {Ikt^’froui a Mr. 'Satterlee might |Ktr- 

. haps surmise the-'truUi, but the town and village would 
^dhink her ambition a very natural one ; eeriainly 
time could Incve beep ehos^m to anuoiiuee it. 

. ^ **'ro t|Mich $(; 1 iool/* sure now that Mr. Satter- 

Im kn 0 |y||||aj:>{Ua per<‘.eiviHi something, at lemU 

of her H 3 wm> % man whose talents fitted hinr 

for a thm i lie hikl at CvUiision, but ho j>oi8eased 
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mith^ th# grooei'^'^^mahded" oPpity ^lim4lllj||^ "<i|& 
power of poshing himself* Never wns m 
man* The years she had epfnt taliis study am’ a<k gone 
for nortiirifft (or he ijiio has perished the rad can prediet 
what the flower will he, and Mr* l^tterlee jknevi hiirf^mt- 
aally better thau any lliie else in Conistf »n . He had tiOi|rd of 
her return, and liad walked < ver to the i^nuery hod«0 
of fears, tlie reiiieinbran^te of those expressions of 
faith in Jethro coming b^k to his mind. .Had the reve- 
lation which he had so long ejjpeeted com^^at last / s^d 
how had she-takeh it? would it embitter tfe? The goiftd 
man believed that it would not, and now he saw that it^ 
had not, and rejoiced accordingly. 

“ 1\> teach school,’* he Siiid. I expected that you would 
wish to, Cynthia, it is a desire that most of us have, 
who like books and what is in tlicm. I should have 



tasight school I bad not become a minister. It is a 
high calling, and an absorbing one, to develop the minds 
of tiic young.” Mr. Satterlec was often a little discur- 
sive, though there was reason for it on this occasion 3id 
Moses Hatch half closed his eyes and bowed his Mad a 
lit^ out of sheer habit at the sound of the minister’s 
Rut he raised it suddenly at the next words. I 
wiii| ^^rampton yesterday, and saw Mr. Graves, who is 
on the prudential consTiuttee of that district. You tnay 
not have heani that Miss Goddard has left. Thejy haVf 
siiiot yet succecdiHl J.i filling her j>lace, and I think itjmpre 
'tlian likely r-ha.: you can get it.” 

Cynthia glanced at Jethro, but the habit of years was 
so strong in him t hat he gave no sign. 

*‘I>o you think so, Mr. Sattcrlt>e?” she said gratefully* 
‘"I had heard of tlic place, and hoped for it, because it is 
neiir enough for rue to .spend tlie Saturdays and Sundays 
with incl e .Jetliro. And i meant to. go to Brampton to- 
morrow to see about it.” 


“ I will go with you,” said the muauster ; “ t haiw bum- 
neto in Brampton to-morrow.” He did me^on-tl^t 
this was the business. Jj^B' . 

When at length they had. all depacted, Jeti||Hpiae and 
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about tho hnvm making fast th^ do0r% as was bk 
ixuatoiiiii while Crnthia sat stiitiog through tlis bars at tha 
dying embers ia the wtove. He huew aow, and it was inevt- 
stable that he should kuow» what she had nmde up her 
ia|ad u» do* It had been deoreod that sin?, who owed him 
evfrvtiiing, should be made to pass this iut>st dreadful of 
,<iers?ires upon his whole life* Oh, the cnielty of that 
"decree! • 

* she mused^ would it him? Had the blow 

been iso great tliat he \v<»uhl relimjuish those }u*actioea 
which had become a lifelong habit with him? Would ha 
(sha'CttUght her brcaih at this thought) — would ho Hkiu-* 
don that struggle with Isruic I). WiU‘tiiiagton in whieJi ho 
was striving to maiutaiu the mastery (d the state by those 
very practices ? Cynthia hattal Mr. Wonhinglou. The 
term m not too stroiig. and it expresses lier feeling. But 
she would have got d'ovn uu her knees on ihe board floor 
of the kitcherCt hat very night and imjdori'd Jethro to 
desiBi from that, contest, •* if she could. She remembered 
how, in her innocence, she luui beHoved tliat tlie j^aople harl 
given Jethro his power, — in those da)s when siio was so 
proud of that very power, — now she knew that ha had 
w'rested it from thc*un Wliat more supresuo sacrifice 
could he make Uuin to reliiupush it! Ali., iliercwcui n 
still greairu' sacrilice that Jethro wm to make, had she 
known it. 

He came and stood r)ver lier by the stove, and sho 
looked np' into ids i'aeo with these yearnings in her eyes. 
Yea, she would iiave thrown herself on her hneea, if she 
could* But she could not. Perhaps he would abandon 
that struggle, Perliaps ™ perhaps his heart wfia broken. 
And could a man with a broken heart still fight on f She 
took his hand and pressed it against her face, and he 
felt that it was wet with her tears. 

B-battcr go to bed now, Cynthy/’ he said ; ^ w-inuei 
be worn out - m-must be worn mV 
He Btmmd and kisBcd her on fclie foreh^wi, II w»# 
ihm tJml^^hro Bass ^tccepted his sentence. 



CHAPTER Xin 


CYNTHIA BKCOifBS A TBACHKB 

. - ' 

At 8UBriBt5, in that OmistOB hiU-country, it i» the 
hill® which are red, and a distant Mlloek ofli 
meadew farm w)a<*Ji was soon to be Ebeu'e looked 
daintiest eonicaJ cake with pink icing as CyUthia 
the familiar /ww the next inornirg. There waa themonh* 
tain, the pahtures on the lower slopes all red, too, and 
higher m]> the dark ntasses of bristling spruce and pino 
and litcjniock motiied with white whete the soow-covered 
rocks showed tiinjugh. 

Sunrise in Januarv is not very early, and sunrise at any 
season is not cio’ly for Coniston. Cynthia sat at her win* 
dow, and wondered whether tlun. beautiful landscape would 
any longer be hc**s. Hrr life had grown up on it ; but 
now her lifi? had thaiiged, Wouhi the beauty be taken 
from it, too? Almost hungrily siie gazed at the scene* 
She might look u};on it again — many times, perhaps ^ — 
but a cormctioi'i wu^> in her that its daily possessioB 

would BOW be only a memory, 

Sattcrlee 'v'as iis g‘oojd as his word, for he was seated 
in the stage when it drew up at the tannery housei ready 
to go to Itnimptori. And as they dro^^ away Cynthia 
tooK one last l(K>k at Jethro standing on the porch, I|; 
seemed to lier tind; it had been given her to feel all thingp|> 
and to know all things : to know, especially, this stmngh 
man, Jethro Bass, *is none other knew him, and to lov# 
him as none other loved him. The last severe wreneh wg» 
oom6| and she had left him stauding.; there alone in 
'Qold«^^||||i!i^g what was in his heart tbongh4| w^arO'In 
her Smk How worthless was this ^ghtf 
’“I'iin ,401 





fed, how hateful, *^en lie could u# InWtow the 
juient of it tipou one whom be Wad ? Some om 
®^degciribed hell m disqualifioation in the face of opiX)r** 
tuuitv^, Such wm Jetbro'j^ iomieiit that raoroing aa he 
gaw iier drive away, the nunister in the place where he 
ehonld have been, at her side, and he, Jethro Base, as hel|>* 
though he had indeed been in the pit among the 
flames, Ilad tlic prudential committee al Brampton 
promised the appointment ten times over, he udfrlit still 
have obtaiiied it for her by a word. And he nurst not 
speak even that word. Who shall say tluii large part of 
the pniiishmeiit of Jel^hroJ^p di^ ut>t eoinc to him in tlie 
life upon this earth ? 

Some such tht)ughts wore running in (* ynthia’s head as 
they jingled awa)^ to Brainjiferiii that dai^^ling morning. 
Perhaps tin? stage driver, too, whf» knenv sometliing of men 
and things and wlto med<Uci! not at a?l, had inatie a guess at 
the situation. He thought that OvnihiihH sjurits se«‘med 
lighteaed a little, and he nmaui to lighten them more; so he 
joked as much as his resp|rtt for his passengers would per- 
mit, and told the nr'ws ol:;:|jrann,»ion. Not the. least o£ the 
nenvs coocei'ii^^U the first citkon of that {>!ace. There wfli 
a certain railroad in West which had got itself mtiell 
into Ooj^gress, and, .milch inU) the m'wspapers, anA IsfiC 


D, Worthingtr#?! had got himself into that railroad 

f one West, it was said on that business, and nuglit not l>e 
ack for many weeks. And Lern Hallo well remeinlxrred 
when Mr. WoHliington was a slim-chested young unm 
wandering up and down (Nj^ton Water in search of 
health. Oood Mr, Sattc^lee, tninkiiig tliis a sahy subject, 
alloived himself to lie led into a discussion of the finstf 
career, which indeed had .som^hing faseinating 


they jiiiffod into Bramptoii Street ami stopped 
before ihe ' cottage of J tidge Graves ™ a eourkisr title. 
The Judge himself came*, to the door and bes'towea a pro- 
nouneed 1k>w on the .for 'Mr. Satfcerlee wm hon- 

ored iu Brampton. Just think of what Ezra G^f^jalffht 
Jkairu lodih^. like, hare him. He 
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tliiiH lo<% with a warm welcsome — f# ' Eitm 
uaheri^ .them' into a beat whfcU w%a ree^rvedtfesr 

miaistem iWGNd fimeraia and grant oc^oiaionn io general and 
actoailir raiwd tlm blinds. Then ^ Mr* Sat^rie#, with 
mueh hemming and hawing, statfOd the botinesi whmh 
had brought them, w^hile Cynthia looked out of the 
wind m, ' 

Mr* Gravw sat and twirled 'hi« Qiumbs. He w^enf; , 

m far m to say that, he admii’ed a you.og ^^^omao xviio" 
to live in idleness, who wif^hed to impart the. 
iearning with which she had l>oeii endowed. Fifteen' 
applicants were nnder consideration for the and 

the prudential committee had »o far been uiiabh; to declare 
tliHt any of them were completely qualified. ( Jt was w'eli 
uanied, that prudential committee!) Mr. (Iravc.s, furtiier- 
more, vcdiinteered that he had expressed a W^h to 
Culooel PrcHcoU. ('Oh, ICphnaim, 3^011 Uxi liavc^ gal a title 
wdtih your new l4onor% !'), to Colonel J'^rescott end others, 
that S'lifvs Wethereli miglit lake ilm plac^e. ’'Fhe Tniduie 
term, op«uied ‘m the morrow, and Miss llrnce, of the 
Wirrthiugtoa ,Free Libmrv. haAllieen induoerl to teach 
until a successor cordid be appointed, altliotigh it was most 
tor Mi-s Bruce. 

Could Miss Wet.lierell start in at once, provided the 
committee agreed? Cynthia reptod that site \vouid like 
‘nothii-ig l>etter. Th,ere would W^Ht' examinatiori before 
Mr. Errol the Bnimpton 8u{>drinti||i^ of Schools. In 
short, owing to the pressing nature of tlie occamon, the 
judge would take the liberty of eallirig the comisStfcee ^ 
togotlier immadiateiv. Would Mr. Satterlec and Mbs 
Wetharell make themselves at home in the parlor? 

It very fretiucnily ha]>pens that one member of a com* 
mittee b the bniin, and the other memters form the body 
of it. lt,g|gis so ia this case. Crrav-es ty pined all of", 

prudenee'lH^fe WHS about it, — which; it. miwt feadmitledt 
was a great deal. He it wa# who bad weighed in the 
balance the fifteen appUeanbi and lennd them wanting, 
jlbitiiei^member of the tlmt comfortable 

with the tuft -^-yeUow'lNiAft^ id^ hMdwtm 
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d^ler wKora we hare eeen at the biisebill game* Mr* 
Oodd waa not a person who hud opinions unless they wem 
presented to him from certain Sources, and then be had 
been known to cling to them tenaoimisly. It is suiSeient to 
add that* whan Cynthia Wetherell’s name wa4S mentioned to 
him, iie remembered the girl to whom Bob Worthington 
had paid such marked attendons on the grand stand* He 
knew literally nothing else about Cynthia. Judge Graves, 
apparently, knew all about her ; this was st|i|ieient, at that 
time, for Mr, Dodd ; he was siek and Urea of tlie whole 
affair, and if, by the grace of heaven, an applicant had 
been sent who conformed wdtii Judge Graves’s multitude 
of requirements, he was devoutly tiuiidvful. The other 
member, Mr* Hill, was a feed and himber dealer, and 
not a very good one, for he was always in dillicuitieH ; 
certain scholarly attainments were attributed to him, ami 
therefore he laid been put on the committee. They met 
in Mr. Dodd’s little ofhee l>ack of the store, and in five 
minutes Cynthia w'as a schoolmistress, subject to examina- 
tion by Mr. Errol. 

Just a word ai>out Mr* ErroL He was a retired lawyer, 
with some means, yvho took an interest in Uuvn affairs t<^, 
occupy his time. He had a very delicate wife, wbom bei| 
had l^een obliged to send South at the l>eginiuag of the 
winter. There sho had for a while improved, but ha«i 
btnm Uiken ill again, and two days before Oyntbia^s 
I'M'dntment he had simnuoned to her bc^dsido by a 

telegram. Cynliiia could go into the school, and tier 
examinrUimi wernid take:? platie when Mr, Errol returned. 

Ail this was explained Ijy the judge when, half an hoii" 
after he liad left tbent, he returned to the best parlor. 
Miss Wetherol! would* then, be prewired to take the 
school the following morning. Whereupon the judge 
shook hands vvitii her, and did not deny that b^jen 

iuhtrumental in the matter. 

^And, Mr. Sattorlee, 1 am so grateful ix> you,*’* said 
Cynthia, wheti They weto iu "th^strect once more* 

“My ^Cyntbia, I did 'aoihing,’ViW0Swefe4 
minister, quite :De\nldered by the quick turn had 
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,tal£en; your own^^ood KptthUm i^ii 

pl0o,e/* y,' ' _ . .J ;, '■ ' ” 

N#ivfertTie}.e38 'Mr. Satteme l#H dt>isi^ hm nh^rn'm tii^ 
matter. He had known Mr. (jra/es for a ii«l4\’ 

better tbaii any other peraim m »i% ^xiaTts"' 

rememl^iered; Oymthia Ware, and r;.jv:i f|ioken tici'' 

Cjiiihia that day akeit fu.Kr Imd iJtjBo 

read p{>or William Wt-ihereil ^ u' to ''the 

emth (xuar<lian^ duXii^ .ay had not reiui that paper sittoethey 
had oeasedv From time to time Mr. Satterlee h»d men- 
tioned hia ]inpil to the jndge^ whose mind had immediately 
fl(»wn to her whi n the vacancy occurred. So it all eama 
about. 

*S\nd nowh’ said Mr. Satterlee, ‘^what will you do^-'.: 
Cynthia? We’ve gut tiu* good part of a day to arrange " 
where v(ju will live* befor^^ the stage returns."’ 

I won’t hack tomlght, I think,” said Cyntliia, 
turning her head uway; ‘‘if you would be good enough 
!a) Uni Fueic tb thro to scud niy inink and some other 
thiiigs.” 

Ferliaps ihat is just as well,” assenttnl the minister, 
uuderstaritlifgj f ^rfectly. I have thought that Miss Brace 
might be glad to l)uard you,” he continued, after a pause, 

“ Let us go to see her.” t:'; 

“ Mr. Satteriee,” said Cyntliia, “ would you mind if we 
went first to ?iee ( ’ousiu Ephraim ? ” 

“ Why., of cuursr. wc raiLst see Epliraini,” said Mr. Sat- 
teriee. hriskiy S; Uu*;, walknd on pa»st the mansion ol 
the lirst tdi.ivrrn, ,o'id the lorw block of stores Avhich tlm 
first citizen had built, to the old luick building which 
held the Brampton f>o.;t-ofhce, and right through live door 
of the [»artitiou into the sanctum of ilie postmaster himself^ 
which iconic one had nicknamed tlie Brampton Club. On 
this occasion the postmaster was seated in bis shirtsleeves 
by the stove, alone, his listeners being conspicuously ab* 
sent. Cynthia, who Imd caught a glimpse of him through 
the little mail- window, ‘thought he looked very happy atid 
comfortable# 

Great Teeumsehl” he cried, an exclamation he 
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reaarved for extraordiniilpy oottasions, — 

started to hobble toward her, but Cynthia ife4a,him^ 

** Why,^’ said he, looking at her closely after tb© greet- 
ing over, you be changed, Cynthy. Mei'cy,^ don’t 
- know as I’d have dared don© that if I’d seed you first. 
What have you b’on doin’ to yourself ? * Yoh uuisfe have 
seed a whole lot down there in Boston. And youVe a 
flijl-blovm lady, too.” * 

“Oh, no, I’m not, Cousin Eph,” she answered^ trying to 
smile* < 

“ Yes, you bo,” he insisted, still scrutinking her, vainly 
trying to account for the change. Tact, as we know; was 
not Ephraim's strong point. Now lie shook his head. 
•* You always was l>eyaBd me. Got a sort of air about you, 
and it grows on you, too. . Wourldn’i be surprised,” he de- 
clared, speaking now to the minister, “ wouldn’t be a mite 
surprised to see lier in the White House, son^e day.” 

“Now, Cousin Eph,” said Cynthia, coloring a little, 
“you mustn't talk jionsense. What have you done with 
your coat? Ton have no business to go without it with 
your rheumatism.” 

“It liain’t b'en so Imd since Uncle Sam took me over 
again, Cyiithy,” he answered, “with uotMfi’ to do but 
sort letters in a nice hot room.” The room w'stshot^ indeed. 
“But whore did you come from ? ” 

“I grew tired of being taught, Cousin Eph. I — Fve 
always wanted to teach. Mr. Satterlc^ has In^en with me 
to see Mr, Graves, and they’ve given me Miss Goddard’s 
places I’m coming to Brampton to Bve, to-day.” 

“Gireat Teemnsah r’ exclaiincfi n^ain, ov©r- 

J oweted by the newe^ “ I wafU U> know ! What doe© 
ethm my to that ? ” ' 

' he i« willing,” she 'replied in a low voice. 

■ said Ephrmm, “ I always tlmught you’d come 

to i%,; ' It’s, in th©::lblood^ I guess — tcmchirr. Your mother 
bad it too. !'’m kind''idf sorry for latfiro, though, so I be. 
But, Fur .glad for myself, Cynthy^v 'So you’re earnin’ to 
Brampton %.d:iyf'-;with me I” 




ia^H^i^tii y , _*'* ,J ' v« <^<4^ittie a 

dy '■ ■/ 

^'IllSft.you let nie shate^ e3q>euse6, Couem Epht ^ 

Jl^jflet yoci do any^hiog you want, * said he, a(p!# yjpjti 
comet fjoidt yon thtrik she’d ouffl^t to ooiutf 9^^SI^0isd\ 

care of ^t**o?d Jo.alii, Mr. .Satlerlee'?’** ’ ’ ■ 

^ Mi:* . Sbtt^^iieo ,,tur,r?ed. He had been contompiating^ 
^durihg this ^Cortv^riiatioB, a life*size print of <3teneml 
Gh^aii^t under two crossed flags, that was Inrng^ ooct^ieu^ 
(liO-'wall. ' ,r:|‘'' | U; 

noi^,.,4;hrf dc jon coald do Ixtiust, Cyntmia,"*' to":'' 
ari^wertd, Tli*’ liuniiiter liked Eohiulnu and'iijfc^^ 

liWed a liltfe joke^ ocJcasionaUy. He felt that one would 


ntx mucomm jL ^aciiee '.,4#' 

'‘%ask:-^tks 


not l)\ partic'tHrly <»’at of place just now;, so he repeated#* 
*' I do Tiottbojk you could do bettCT thau to jM|pe the 
offo’ of Colonel Pre^ott/' ' o>-' ' ' r . 

Epnrato grew ^cry red, as was libi vvv^nt tiW 

aiwfc Ip#,, lu:' w tkJc. lie took thi.i||:s litd^aliy. -/ 

'"I haiu’t a oolunc:., i\o more than you be, Mr, -S^e'l^' 
lee. Put the boys flf>vvu liere will it 


Three days later, by the early H^am which leaves 'the 
state capital id an uaJieard-of hour in the niorning, a 
youiyg manoirrivcil in Hrampt<‘n. iJis se<3nied squarer 
than ever to the citizens who the traui onl of cariosity^, 
and to Mr. l.>ndd, wtK> was expecting a pump; and Them' 
Wiis a mX h.ok on 'his face like that o4|:..a man who m going', 
into a race or it, tight. ' Mr* Dodd, astonished", has-’ 

teii^y^pwardddm. g • ■ ’ '/p' 

, ‘*'Weil,_tJiisps:anv'X|HvlcdvBob;”‘4aid%e., y How bayou? 
Harvaini Goilege faked u|> ? ^ - 

Poi* Mr. Dodd iieviu* let slip chaiica to aaatrre a 
MOtntor of the Worthington Mmliy ol liis . continued 
friendship, ^ 'V- p. r ■ ' 

How are you, Ifh Dodd ” aSSwereiPBob, nodding at 
him carelessly, and '|S||^iiig on. Mn Dodd did not dare to 
follow. ^What was y tong WorthiiigtOii doing in Brai|i||r 
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father in the Weat on that railroad hnaiaeas? 
Filled with curiosity, Mr. Dodd forgot hia^mp, Bob 
was already striding into Brampton Streel^carrying his 
bag. If he had stopped for wfaw moments with the 
hardwaiNSi dealer, or cJmtted with an^ of tlie dozien |>^>p|n 
who bowed and stared at him, he might have saved hi#i- 
self a good deal of trouble. Me turnod in at the Worth- 
ington mansion, and mug the bell, which was answered by 
SamK'tho housemaid. 

Mr. Bob f she exOtainiod. 

utVhere'^s Mwi Holden ?” he askeil. 

Mrs. Holden was the eldevlv liousekceper. She had 
gone, unfortunately, to visit a Ij^rreaved lelafivo ; unfor- 
tunately for Bob, because she, too, might have told liiin 
something. 

'"Get mo some breakfast, Saraln Amihing/’ ho com- 
manded, "^and tell Silas to hiudi up thf? thick trotters k> 
my cutter. 

Sarah, though in consternation, did as nho was lad. 
The breakfast was forthcoming, and in half an hour .Silas 
,ha.d the black trottere at the door, in without a 

word, seized the reins, the cutter tlir^v A(nvn Bnunpton 
Street (observed by many of the rcaidv’'c,is thereof) and 
turned iiUo the ConistCn road. Silas sidd Siltm, 

as a matter of fact, jiever did s#iy anythiiig* He bacilwan 
the Worthington coaclniian for five %tni tw'erity years, and 
le was know"?! iu Brampton as Silas the Silent. Young 
Mr. Wortliirigton had lut desire to talk th*U moridug. » 

The black trotters covered the tei! miles in much quicker 
time than Lem Halloweii coubi do it In his itage, but the 
distancjc seemed endless to J^>b. It was not much more 
tliHU half an hour after he htd left Hranipton Street, how'- 
ever, tliat he shot past the storev^'aiKl by the time Rias 
Richardson in biH"oarj>et slippera reaeheil the |>latform the 
t'-utUir wm in front rd the tannery house, mid tlm trotters, 
witfk tlieir smoking, were pawing up the snow 
the butternut tree. 

Rob out, hurried up the path, and kuOt^ked at 

the door. It wa** opened hy aethro Bans hiinself.^ 






. do 'fijia 4i, Mf,, ^|«ifc,V fcfi r 

gT®^f elyvaad,^e l^aid cut hn.wL mm saeh 

a scrutini'/ing look W, lu:. ' p-vi a wmy n -man whom 
bimoeds ht "eared L>ai.'ed ''earle^aly into 

Wfieyea*' Jethro toe bijs htuid* - 'y-z 

^^il%come ill,’' he mtkl 

Bob went into.'tlwr where Jethro and 

Oynthia had Bpeiit bo v.;..-': ■■; !,f, 4 'nt»s f>>^ether, aud Jiia glance 
flew straight to the pv^’uxm on. tuu wail, the |>ortra|| 
of Cynthia -Watherell in cnniBrm and seed p^wris, so 
strarigoly set amidst wuch surrouraUngs. His glance went 
to the j><_>rtrali, aud lus feet followed, as to a lodeatone^ 
He stood in from, of it for many laiuutes, in silence, and. 
Jethro witched Uioi. At last he turned. 

Where is she ’ ' he asked. 


It was a queer qoostum, and Jethro's answer was qnitd 
as lacking in (‘(^uveotion. 

‘"(jr-gone t<i flni/nplon — gone to Brampton.” 

(hnie to riniLnpToit ! Do you mean to say — ? Wh«^t 
is she doing there ? '' Hol> demanded. 

Teachin school,' said Jethro; g-got Miss Goddard^S 
place.’" 

Hob did not reply for a moment. Tlie little schoolhouse 
was the only building in Hr«uii})ton he had glanced at as 
he came through. Mrs. Merrill had told him that she 
might take tiiat ]4afi€, but he had little imagined she wa8 
alreatly then* on her platform facing the rows of shini ng.. 
little faces ai tin* desks. ^ He had deemed it mo're tbsaP 
possible that he might see Jethro at Coniston, but he had 
not taken into account that which he might say to him.- 
Bob had, indeed, thought of notinng but Cynthia, and of 
the blow that had fallen upon her. He had tried to realise 
the iiuiUipie phases of the situation which confronted 
him. Here was tlie man who, by the conduct of his life, 
had caused the blow ; he, too, was her benefactor ; and 
again, this same man was engaged in the bitterest of con** 
flicts with his father, Isaac D. Worthington, and it was 
this conflict which had precipitated that blow. Bob oouM 
not have guessed, by looking at Jethro Bass, how great 



'' was mtow which hml hllm umb hliu.- , Bdh 
, ihal.l^limhatad liiti father, must- hate hiiB Ii0ir,-he0aii4^# of 
■Cyiilhia, with a hatiwi given to few men to feet He 
thought that Jethro would crush Mr. Worthington and 
ruin him if he couKI ; and Hob believed he could. 

' ' Wlfat w^Jie to say,? Me did not fear Jethro, for Bob 
Worthington’ had f?ourage enough ; bur thesf^ ihin,gs were 
running' in his mind, and^he felt tlie power the man 
before him, men did. Bob went to tho window and 
came back a^in. He knew that he must speak. 

Mr. Bass,’’ he said at lastT did Cynthia oyer tuention 
me to you?”, / • ^ ' - ■ 

N said Jethro. 

^ Bass, I love her. I have toid her so, and J have 

asked her to IxMiiy wife/’ 

ddiere was no need, indeed, to have told Jotliro this. 
The shock of that revelat ion had come to him vvlien ho had 
seen the trotters, had been* ciontirmcd wiiou the young 
man had stoml before the portrait. J( thro s lace might 
have twiU'hed when Bob stood tiKue with his back to 
him. 

Jethro couU'l not S|>eak. Once more there had come U) 
him a nioment when lie W'ouid not trrist his voice to ask 
a quest He drcadtvi the tu'iswcr, tic.'ogti ns.»!iC niighr 
have sunaised tins. He knew Cynthia. He, knew litat, 
wvicn siic had given her heart, it wivs lor all time. He 
.drt-aded the aastver, because it might mean that her'Sonxtv^" 
%as doubled. ^ 

“ I believe,’’ Bob continued i>aj n Cully, seeing thalf' Jethro 
would say nothing, ‘*1 believe that Cynthia loves me. I 
should hot. dare to say it ur to hope it, w|tliont miaon. 
She hae not said so, but — ’’the words very haril for 
turn, yet lie stuck manfully fo the trniti i but site told me 
W W'rite tO’^'iy father' 'Hud let him know what I had done, 
and not to » ba^^tk to Ikr until 1 His answer. This,’’ 
he added, v/'^’^ijidoring that a mau'OfmM to Buc*h a 

dihng witho-i'^a aigrn *Hhia was befajP — before Hhe had 
jmy idea of < home/^ - 

Sfes, Gynthi M love him. There wm no doubt aWtit it 





-‘Cnprasai^ 

in miud. Shaipronl^p^ot .. 

hid fabi'her if she had not love^il^^ 
spaak, bat hj dome iiirangible fivrea a^vupjiiod B6]t>‘4tog<>%i3u'* 
^ J:" ! f^hall write to my father ad cooa m Ui^0siSi^ 
thiV Wcst^ .but 1 Wish to day to 
whataver hid answer conuiins, 1 mean to marry 
Notlung -eatt. shake me from that* redolatiOD. I 
this liGcanso my father is lig-htin^ you, and you Idaol^^hrt 
he will say.^’ knew Dudley WokhiugtOil^^VeU 

enough to"ai^)reoiate tluit this wotild make tt6 j>ar1^uh|jr 
difference in his o), position to thu niarriaga exoept 
make that ^opposition more vehement, ) * l^eeans^ 
you do not know rre,” contioue<l Bob. ‘‘When I aay « ' 
thing, I moan it. Even if my %tluBr cuts me off andS^ia 
mo nut, I wdll marry Cynthia. Good-hj, Mr. Jl" 

Jethro took the young man's hand again. Bob imagiifdd 
tliat he even prtvssfd it — a little — something he haii never 
(iohe ht'forr. 


‘M' ;;,,{)dd>y. Boh/’ 

Bob got a.s its the door. 

‘‘ Er — go hack to Harvarch Bob?” 

I inhcid ic'c ^Ir. Buss.'’ 

^^t]r ™ liub?” ■ 

‘‘Yes?” . 


‘‘ i>-doift quarrel wIA youi? fayjier — don’t quarrel with 
Your father.’* ■-* ^ 

'•‘I. shan’t bo the one to (luarrci, 

‘‘ Bob — hain't yod pretty young— ’pretty young / " 

, Yek,” said Bob. rather Unexpectedly, I uni.” Then 
he’ added, “ I know my own mind.” , t . 

“.F-pretty you?i,ca Don’t vouit to gjal married yet 
awhile — do you / •* # ' ^ c ‘ 

“ Yes. I da,” sahl lk5b,./‘'but r'Hi|pp^e I shan’t be able' 

“Er — waft: ‘.awhilq,^ Jk/o.-y. Gc<*^;,back ^.flllvardb' 
W-wouldn’t* write that lexte^f/lf I was ^ you. 

“But I will. J’li hot ha him thmic FirfkjAiamtd of 
what I’ve done. Tin proud qrft,.Mri ^ 

In the eyes bf Coniston, rwi^h had l>een vsdiiting f oa* bis 
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r«apjpeatahce. Bob jiimtKjd iata tho slaigb 

and drove off. He left l>ehiBd him Jethro who .eat 

in hig chair the real of the raorning with hie head bent hi 
reverj so deep that Millioent had to call him twice to his 
dinner. Bob loft behind him, too, a score of rumors, 
spirting full grown into life with his visit. Men and women 
au tterediblo distance away heard them in an incredible 
tiin e t l^ose in the village found an immediate pretext for 
leavih|f their legitimate occupation and going to the storxj, 
and a gathering was in session there when young Mr. 
Wort|ungton drox^^e past it on his way back. B<»b thought 
little about the rumors, and not thinking of them it did 
not occur to him that they might affect ('ynlhia. I'hc 
only person then in Crmiston whom he thoaghl about was 
Jethro Bass. Bob dechled that his liking tor Jethro hud 
not <Umimshed, but mther increiised ; lie ailnured Jethro 
for the advice he had givcm, although iic did noi tuean to 
t^ike it. And for the first time he pitied him. 

Bob did not know that rumor, too, was spreading in 
Brampton, He had Ids dinner in the big walnut dining 
room all alone, and after it he smokc^d his father’s cigars 
and paced up aiul down the big hall, xvatching the clock. 
For he could npt to her in the school hours. At 
length he put on his hat and hurried out, crossing the 
paralike enclosure in the middle of the street ; liowed at 
by Mr, Dodd, who always seemed to be on hand, iind 
others, and nodding absently in return. Conoealment 
was noi in Bob Worthington’s nature. He reached the 
post-office, where the partition door was open', and he 
walked right into a eomparatively full meetitig of the 
Brampton Club. Ephraim sat in their mirlst, iind for 
once ha was not telling war st-oriea. Ha silent. And 
the others fell suddenly silent, too, at Bob’s entrance. 

** Mow do YOU do, Mr. iPrmmM ? ** he said, as Ephraim 
struggled to his feet. How is tlte^jrheumatism ? ’ 

How be you, Mr. Worthing loh f *] «a|d Ephraim ; 
this is a kind of a,surpri|ii, 'ham^ i:t f "Ephraim was get- 
ting vmd to surprises. Well, it ia goodTuatured of you 
to come in md ah^e hands with m old iob&er/’ 



CYNTHIA BECOMES A TMAORI 


•*T>Sn"t mention it;, Mr, Pre8cof.V*ans\i«rere£ii©nea® 
a little abaahedi I abotsld Uave Jont so an| 
fact is, I wanted to i 2 p<^afc to'j'oa- fr;moiaen!t m 

Certoin/' Maid Ephraim* glii&ng lAP'fplessly'UrdtiitS 
him, ‘‘Jest como mit front/’ lTia¥s|>ace, liifheiB the pub- 
lic were suppose ! to be, was ohe only private place in the 
Brampton posf-c^liee. Ihjt the members of the Brampton 
(Uub could taki* a Krv^, and with one consent began to 
make excuses. Bo’* knew them all from boyhoo i and 
SDok(j tt> them alk ,'^oine of them ventured to ask him if 


Harvard had bust up. 

Where does Cynthia live?” be deman<lod, coming 
straigiit to the point. . 

Ejduaim stared at him for a moment in a bewildered 
fashion, and tlmn a light began to dawn on lum. ^ 

" Lives with j.ie/* he answered. Ho was quite as 
asbaviod, fur HobV sakv-i, if he himself had asked the 


questiuu, and lie \\vv,t on talking to cover that embarrass- 
ment. “It's 10 ulv some difference, too, nence she come. 
Mouse looks likt* a diiUTent place. Afore she come I 
cuok( (1 with a kit, ^ame as 1 u v»d to in the harness shop. 
1 ranied it in tlie army. CjntiiyV gova stove. 

H was not the wa} Ephrahn would have gone about 
a ivH'e affair, had he Juid one. iSam f dice’s were the ap- 
proved mctluKh’ in hat section of the (onniiy, though 
Hum had ovt‘rduno 'iiicm sopiewhat., It 'was an unheard-of 
thing to ask a m» n right out like that where a girl lived. 

“ Much obliged.” sai:i Rob, ami was gone. Ephraim 
raised his liands in despair, and hobbled to the Hi tie win- 
J )W to get a last look at him. Where w^ere thw proprie- 
ties in these days? The other aspect of the affair, what 
Mr. M^orthington would think of it when he returned, did 
not occur to the iiinoccnt naitid of the old -soldier until 


people began to talk ■ 'itbout it that afternoon. Then it/ 
worried him into another attack of .rheumatism. ^ 

Half of Brampton must have seen; Bob MJ^orthingtoh 
march up to the little yellow hbuse/^^ Ephraiin had 
rented from John Billings. I t Lad four rooms around 
big ciniuBejr in the middle, and that was alL Simp|E| 



p said that) -itl^proportioi!!^ 


CONI8TON 

-' 3jiS» ... 

»rol>ite{^|iiwjord 

„ j^arly perfect'. had it from hisGraiid- 

||™r gcMit, iMiilt Brnmpum wo«M 

Slim' laughed . W < )rthiagton'’a 

xsinmioM wawiWMflqrilly -ed^ ,U Jor beauty. The 

old cherry the old waU papers 


and ^ 

CyutUia h«d made 
HaIf3^.^ratB 
the deot 'ahd 
was shut. IJii 
time, ho wevfi;, 

C’yiithia 1 
o^id eiSh 
liM ^etfn' 
The^,^;^hwfy, 
knew , that b!ie 
"*/ ■■“Cyj.iihia. " hff'aaul. 


ro^m to the right wMoIi 

to 

t<k)i,^iixi0iia've seen Cynthia open 
entry. Ihieti the floor 
open for ;o» ajfproeiithte 
'fy^^hUs^^ wenty%«».- I)e<^.wLse 

close it. tor a Wbiic she 
■eri^nC.W^'hitu iit.-s. .Siir !i*mI 
answ ■/I'f'i ihu kiun-.k. 
,e-*»a|P(|!^,eadfe'Oi*l<j h'-i- ^h-'oks, and she 
w^ trettTtbfirSMrj'm }«,ad !■' foi.'. 


1 l ouie m 


She did not iujuwdr, for fear her voice u. 


i\ tremble. 


too. AJid she ctjuld not »e*d hioa away in tiie face of all 
ilfa.tnpton. bite ^>eaed fcbie. dpor-, a little wider, a very 
Jit^|||. and ho want in. 'rheii she closed it, and fOT a 
piit they tst^ldltfaeillg; etd^h othf^i (he ciiwy, whiith 
i“ lighted only by the jfsia-l^ht, over tlif do<»r, Cynthia 
with her hark agaimt the .w^. Ho spoke her name 
a^iu, his voiee thiofc iW*lfhifche ,%i»sion wluch had over- 
nTOii him like a tloml at%he sight of her — passion to 
. sch:®. her in his arma, arid cUerii^ a.nd corttfort ahd protect 
hecr h(>i«w<iX, and All tb^ he felt and inora aa he 

lopfed into her fa<^4nd saw the tnt a<|^p f her groat aW’j w 
.‘ there. He had not' 'thought tlwi^ ttfCTl(ii|ine '?t>uy be wore 
bciiatifnl iu its strength and was eVen so. 

•‘Cynthia — fny love!” he wiedrind raised his arms. 
But * lfK)k ^ of a great fear owne into her eyes, which- for 
one exqiiisith. moment ha^ yiidded to his own; and her 
breath cams qniekly, aii:tho'^h she wert! .siHjat— »«* indeed 
dhe was. So fur spent tbkt the wad at her back *wms 
;gr»trful. ", - a * 1 - ’ 

“No I” «|d{ w^o-i-yon must not — yw muft 



' €¥NTHI4'l$9^J||g|.iL 

.1 .-ft' ' ■ ■* ■' 

not -^yo\t{ must '' feiot ! ^ - .f4iNEil^;«D4.: «^y» me riMi|in|t 
the wordB, for ^ oouid no- Tiu^M^ 

' & inandate---^bild^.i^ j|(tew|id it'— to 
' For the time httr bfikin reMbd itwinnotliCHgiB, and idis oov^ 
, tUnk of aothis^ bat- trio fact Ibtt Ibe Wfm tl^»rdi!:|MesHi« 
her, ready to tako iiM^ in his wnaib Hoir she 
&y iiito them, node bat honteif fly into tiWm 

at into a refuge sestue against the evil powers cd the 
world. It was iM||t rer'.son x3^ lestraihed her then, bat 
something higiier in her, tiuuk restrained iuffi likewise. 
Without moving from the wall she pushed open the door 
of tiie sitting mom. - 

“ Go iu there,” she said. 

He went in as she bade him and stood before the fliok- 
oring logs in the wide and shallow ehimney-plaoe—lt^ 
that seemed to burn on the very hearth itsmf, and yet the 
smoke rose unerring into the flue. No stoye had eyer 
desecrated that room. Bob looked into the flatnOh and 
waited, and Cyntliia stood in the entry fighting thkt^- 
ond great batihi which had come upon her wliile her 
forties were: still sj>ent with that other one. Woman in 
her very nature is created. to be sheltered and protet^l ; 
and t)ic yearning in her, when her love is giyen, is intmjse 
as nattWe itself to seek sauctimry in that love. - So it waw 
with Cynthia loaning against the entry wall, her -arms foil 
length in front of her, and her hands (flasped as ^ 
prayed for strong ih to withstand tlie temptation: At 
last she grew ealmer, though her breath still came deeply, 
and she went into the sitting ro^. 

Perhaps be knew, vaguely, vmy she had ‘hot followed 
Mm at once. He had grown calmer himself, calmer With 
that deaeration which comes to a man of his type when 
his soul and body are burmng with desire for a womwai,, ; 
He knew' that he would have to fight fof her with har- 
He knew now that she was too stxhn^^ her pomHoh 
•to be carried*hy storm, and the interval had giveir him 
lime te coUeot mmself. He did not, dare at first to look 
up frpm the logs he should fierget himsedf and be 

defeated instantly. 



‘*1 'ibMi'e to Ooiii'Etottf he mid^ 

: -Ye6/* ■ ' " '■ '".f . 

*VI have beeti to Cooiatou tlaa morrang, and I have seen 
Mr, Bmn, and I have told him that 1 love you^ and that I 
will never give you up* 1 told you so in Boston, Cynthia/’ 
'ho said i:. I knew that this — this trouble would eome to 
you. I would have given my life to have saved yoti from 
If — ^from the least part of it. 1 wa>nld have given my 
life to have teen able to H<ay ‘it shall not touch you/ 1 
saw it flowing in like a great sea between. you and me, 
and 3^et I coaid not toll you of it. 1 could not prepare you 
I could only tell ybuthat I would never give you 
up, and 1 can ordy re{>eat that now/' 

“ You must, Rob/’ slie answered, in a. v«n(*.e so low that 
it w’^as almost a whis})er ; “you must give me u,ji/’ 

“I would not,’’ he said, “ I would not if the words were 
written on all the rocks of Conistoxi Mountain. 1 love 
you/’ 

“ Hush/’ she said gentiy. “I have to siiy sortje things 
to you. Idiey will l>e very hard to say, but ytui must 
listen to them/’ 

“I will lister}/' he said doggedly; “hut they will not 
affect inv deternunation/' 

“I aui sure you do not wish to drive i^/avvay from 
Brampton/’ she continued, ii'i the nnme low wee, “ when, I 
have found a place to ffarn my living near — near UhjcIo 
J ethro.’’ ,, - ■ 

These wonis told him ail he had suspected — m 

much as though he had been presiuu at the scene in iho 
tannery , slied' in Coni^toru She know now tlie life of 
Jethro Bass, hot he was still “Uncle d<>thro ” to her. It 
%vas even as Bob had .supposed, — - that her affection oiico 
given could not be takau awa 3 ^ 

“ Oynthia,” he said, “ I would not by an act or a 
word annoy or troilble you. 11 you bade me, I would go 
to the other side of the ivotld to^morrbw. You must know 
that. But r fthoukl come back You must know 

that, too. I should come back again for you/’ 

*‘Bab/^ she said agaixit and her voice faltered a very 



little 

^ 

do not Jrnow it/’ he exr.iaime^V 

Tebemently, *‘1 will not knovr it/’ 

Think/’ she said, think 1' I inakt say^.. .whatT 
to say, however it hurts mf% If it had not been for dr 
your father, those thing’s never would h^ve been written* 
They were in his newspafxn’, and they express his feelings 
toward — toward Uncle Jethro/’ 

Once the words were out, she marvelled that she had 
fotmd the comage to pronounce them. 

“ Yes/’ ha said, '^yes, I know that, but listen — ’’ 

‘‘ Wait/’ she went on, wait until I have finished* 
I am not speaking ol the pain I had when I read these 
things, I- -I am not speaking oi the truth that may bo in 
them — I have learned from them what I should have 
known before, and felt, indeed, that your father will 
never c onsent 1'> — tri marriage between us.” 

if he does not/' cried bob, ‘‘if he does not, do 
you think that I wiii abide by what he says, when my 
life’s happiness depend,; upon you, and my life’s welfare? 
I know' that yem are a good woman, and a true woman, 
that you will b*.. tlie best wife any man could have. 
Though he is my father, he shall not deprive me of my 
soul, and he shall not take my life away iVom me.” 

As Cynthia hstened she thought that never had words 
Sbdnded sweeter ilia!) these — no, and never would again. 
So she told herself as she let them run into her heart to 
be stored among the treasures there. She believed in his 
love — believe»i in it now with all her might. (Who, 
indeed, w<mld not?) Sim coiiht not demean herself now 
by striving to belittle it or doubt its continuance, as she 
had in Boston, He was young, yes; but he would never 
be any older than this, could never love again like this* 
So much was given her, ought she not to bo content? 
Could she expect more? 

She understood Isaac Worthington, ^now, as well as his 
son understood him. She knew that, if she were to yiield 
tQ^Bob Worthington, his father would -disown and &in- 


cTOcaiA^ 


“you must Imbw- tlikt J .am' 



JONISUC^: 



She looked ahead the ymm m a woman 
will, allowed hei^elf for the briefest of inomeots to 
wondi^ whether any happing eould thrive in spite of tlie 
violence of tlnif schism — any happiness for him* She 
wpnld be depriving him of his birtli right, and it may be 
tliofo who iWe born withoni birilirighta often value 
theni; <ilf!nno»t* ^Jj^nthia saw these things, and more, for 
gat the feet of sorrow soon learn the world's 
wiiW *: herself pointe<i out as the woman whose 

and ruined him in bis youth, and 
(^agonhiing IN^vnlting thought !) t}ie name of one would 
l^^ej^ken ifi^in whom she had learned such craft. Lest 
tlm Scalding tears in her eyes^ she turned away™ 
juered them. What could she do / W licre should 
her love that it might not Ire seen of men And 
tt truth, could slie tell him these things / 

he went on, seeing that she did not answer, 
taking heart, ‘‘ I will not say a w'ord against my father* 
I know you would not respect mo if I diil. We are dif- 
ferent, he and L and find happiness in diltVrenl ways.'* 
Bdb wondered if his father had ever found it. If f bad 
never met you and loved you, I should have refused to 
lea<i the life iny father wishes me to lead, it is not in 
me to do the tilings he will iiak. 1 shall have to carve 
out rny owe life, ami I feel tlmt I am as well aide to do it 
as he was. Percy Broke, a classmate of mine and, my 
friend, has a position for mo m a locomotive woftoi in 
which }m fiiiher ia hixgely interested* We are going in to- 
gutlier, the day after we graduate; it is all arranged.^ and 
Ilk father has agreed, 1 shali w’ork. very hard, and in a 
few > years, Cynthia, w^a shall be together, never td ^pari 
agsim Oh, Cyntliia,*’ he crie^L (.ai ried aw’^iry by tie ec* 
stasy of tlik drWm which he had summoned uji, whv do 
you resist me? I love you as no nutn Inia ever loved/* jie 
exoiaimed, with soornful egotism and contempt of those 
who bad mmh the work! echo with that cry throtigh the 
C4aiitun©fiu and yon love me ! do you think I do not 
feel it? Yom lord me — tell me so/’* ,, ^ 
toward her, and bow waa she to •; 



CTTNTHIA 'MCJOMES A TfACl^' 



hk her by storm? That wm 

»be knew it. In her dreams sh h^id felt m^aU iiited itiid 
borne aff, breathless in his to t:il}sium- Her i^reath 
was going now. her s^ringtb goings and yeKshe 
made him paase by the magic of a woi^. A concesamti 
Ti^ as in that word, but one ^onld not struggle so piteouslV 
and ^;OBcede nothing- ,,.y, 

‘‘Bob/' she said, ‘‘do yon love me" < "f 

I^ove her ! If theic was a lov^:*' ih^l aeVm^twkdged 
bounds, that was confined by no .au vos, it was Ids; 

He began to si)euk, but she inbwnipted ium ^ l wild 
passion that was licw to her. As lie sat in the train on hie 
way back to Cambridge thit)ugli the darkening afternoo^ig'*'; 
the note of it rang ir, his ears and gave him hope 
um.i through nuiuy Tuonths afterward. / 

“ if you love me I l eg, I implore, I beseech you in t|lt 
nume of that lov.^ — for your sake and my sake, to leatb 
me. Clh, can you not see why you must; go 

lie stepped, even as he had before in thv parlor in 
Mouiit Vernon Street. He could but stop in the face of 
such an ai)])eal - and yet the blofd beat in his head witii 
a mad joy. 

„^/rell me that you love — once,” he cried, — ‘‘once, 
Gfiiihia.’’* 

“ Do do not ask me/’ she faltered. Gfe/’ 
li^irords were e supplication, tiot a command. And in 
that"''lp>}' were a .su,ppliration lie had gained a victory^ 
Tes, though she had striven with all her might to deny, 
she had bade luin hope. He left her without so much as 
a touch of the hand, because she had wished it. And yet 
she loved him! Incre<libie fact! Incredible conjury wMoh 
made him doubt that his feet touched the snow of Bramp- 
ton StraeC whieJi blotted, as with a golden glow, the faces 
and ilie houses of Brampton from his sight. He saw no 
one, though many might have accosted him. That part of 
him which was clay, which performed the menial tasks of 
his being, had kindly taken upon itself to fetch his 1^: 

house to, the station, and to board the Umtky:-' / 
lIlSv but Brampton had seen him t * 



CHAPTER XIV 


josr WHICH THB T.OBI> OF BUAMFTOK BETHBlfS 

GBBAF events, like young Mr. Worthington’s visit to 
Brsinplon, are all very well for t while, but thej^ do not 
always develop with sufficidtffc tapidity to satisfy the 
alidie;)^ces of the drairia* Seven days were an interlude 
qyita long enough in w'hicb to discuss every phase and bear- 
injgf df this opening scene, and after that the play in all 
justice ought to move on. But there it halted — for a 
vdjilc — and the curtain obstinately refused to come up. 
1£ the mhabitaiits of Brampton had only known that the 
drama, when it came, would be well worth waiting for, 
th'C'}' might have 'been' less lestless. 

It is uunecebsary to enrich the ])ageK of this folio with 
all the iViot notes and remarks of the sage« of Bram]>ton. 
Tle;.se_crui be (condensed int^r a iui\egrapii. nr and 

we ca»‘ ring up the curtasn when we like on the next 
scene, for w hich Br'iiTn}>ton had to wait considerably over 
a month. J'herc is to bo no villain in this drama with 
^tho face of an Abbe Maury like the seven cardinal 
Comfrvrtabie-lo()king Mr. Dodd trf the prudential com- 
Tidttee, with his chin-tuft of yellow beard, is castdbr^tfae 
part of t ho viltaim but will play it bi^dly ; he wat|ld bava 
been tetter suited to a comedy part. 

young Mr. Worthington left Brampton on tha &WB 
o’clock train, and at six Mr. Dodd met his felloW’^iaeiilb^ 
of the committee, Judge Qmrm* ■ ' '/■' * 

Called a mastin’?’’ asked Mr. Bodd^ pVlUliig tba 
yellow tuft. 

What lor?” mid the Judges sharply. 

** What be you a-goin’ to do about it? ” mid Mr. ©Odd* 
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wbat? ” ^tnanded the judgcv lflmi% the 

hanivml^e dealer from tinder ef<$brows;«^ \ 

Mf* l)iKW knew weH^mougfe ibSt ^ ids was not ignr^miice 
part of Mr. &rav'» ^ whose position in matter bad 

been vary woli defined in the two sentences he had spoken, 
l> 0 dd peroaived that the Jndge was trying Ifco 
to, oOmmit himself, and w'ould then p^Oieejl to anniMliitP 
Bbi. He, Levi Dodd, liad no intention of walking 
Btlah a trap, '■ ^ ^ ^ ' 

- Well/’ sjiid .he, with a final tug at the tuft, ^ if ihalV 
the way you feel about it.”, 

Fe<d about what ? ” paid the judge, fiercely, " 

^‘Callate you l:ri<^w fest,” said .Mr. Dodd, and piihsud 
on up the street. Hut he fek the judge^s gimlet eyes 
boring iiulos in his hack. I'lie judge’s positiou wm very 
fmc. no doubi— for the jinlge. Ail of whiidi tends to 
show that Levi Dodd liaJ 8we])t his .miruL and that it wm 
rciuly now for the reception of - an opinion. 

Six weeks or nore., a,s has been said, passed before the 
rose again, bn? the snarling triim})ets of the or^ 
chestra played a litting prelude. Cyntliia’s feelings and 
Cynthia’s life need not be gone into during this interval: 
knowing her clnu'actei*, they may well be imagined* They, 
were trying enough, but Brampton had no means of 
guessing them. During the weeks §be came and want 
■betw'een the lit do hf-use and the little selKfOb puttingi|^, 
the strength that was in her into her duties.- ^.The';f& ' 


dontial Cominictee, wiiich sometimes sat on the^'^l^ji^hrrn^ 
could find no fault with ^||gprformanee of these "duties* 
orwitlpthi,^. capability of ’l3^pluchei% and it is not going too"* 
to state that the uhihlreli grew to iove her better than 
miss'-%»ddaril had been loved. It may be declared that 
children are the .citizens of a republic, because they 
are apt to makf M^|pfeir own minds on any vSubject without 
regard to public oj^riioin It was so with the scholam.pf 
Brampton village lower school : they grew to love 
new teacher, careless of what the attitude of their eldiiil'! 
might be, and some of them oouid hav<|^ been seen idmolty 
imy day 'Walking home with her down t|ie'. street. 



GOmSTO^ 

■ for th« attitude of the eiders — th^re was none. 
Before assunaing one. they had thought it best, with char- 
acteristic caution, to await the next act in the drama. 
There were iadies in Brampton whose hearts prompted 
them, when they called on the new teacher, to speak a 
kindly word of warning and advice ; but somehow, when 
they were seated before her in the little silling room of 
the John Billings house, their courage failed them. There 
was something about this daughter of the Coniston store- 
keeper and ward of Jethro Bass that made iliem pause. 
So much for the ladies of Brampton- What they said 
amdng themselves would fill a chapter, and more. 

There -was, at this time, a singular falling-olF in the 
attendance of tiia Brampton Club. EjJiraim sat akme 
most of the day in his WintUor chair by the stove, pre- 
tending to read new8pa{>ers. Hut he tlid !iot mention this 
fact to Cynthia. He was more lonesome t.;han ever rm the 
Saturdays and Sundays wfiich siie spent with Jethro 
Baas. 

Jethro Bass ! It is Jie who might l>e ma<le the theme 
of the music of the snarling tnunpelH, What was be 
'•aboui during tlnise six. weeks ? That is what the state et 
large was^ beginning to wniider, and ilie state at large was 
JcK'king on at a drama, too. A rumor reached the capital 
pa«d radiated thende to every city and town and haiulei, 
'"iud was folh,>vved by other rumors like confirmations. 
Jetliro Bass, for the fi-rst time in a long life of activity, 
was inactive ; inactive, too, at this most critical period of 
his career, the climax of it, with a war to be w^aged which 
for bitterness and fmxxdty would have no prectjdent; 
with the town meetings at hand, where the frontier fight- 
ing was to done, and no quarter given. lieutenants 
liad gone to Ooniston for further orders and iustractioas, 
and had come back without either. Achilles was sulking 
in. the tannery' house — -some said a broken Achillas. 
Not word could, he got out of him, or the sign,ol"an 
intention. Jake Wheeler mofmd through the day# in Sisis 
Richardson*! store, toasore-at^haart to s|»ak to. ahy »iani 
and Could haye wept if tern had Won a rtdief to him* No 
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more blithe erraode over: tlie .moxiilaidto A 
elaewhere^ though Jake kneiT w^ issue utoHand itched fuar 
the batiks Mid the vassals of the under a Jubi- 

lant Bijah Bixby w6vf- ermiug cap-i-pie* Lieutenaot- 
Gcneral-and-Seiiator Peleg Hartiugton of Brampton, in 
his office over the livery «tal;le, shook his head like a 
moai4iful stork whe^n qvcKtioiied by broJiet officers from 
afar. Operations were at a slaudstill, and the sinew# of 
war relaxed. Rural givers of mortgages, who had not 
had the opportunity of selling them or had feared to do 
80 , began (mirabile dietu) to express opinions. Most 
ominous sign of a!! —the proprietor of the Pelican Hotel 
had confessed that the Throne Room iiad nut been engaged 
for the coming session. ^ 

Was it possible thr.t Jethro Bass lay crushed under the 
weight of the ai'casutions which had been prinied, and 
wer(3 still l>eiug friatc<b ni the Newcastle Guardian? He 
did not answer them, or retaliate iu i»ther newspapers, but 
JeXliro Buss had nevio* made use of newspapers in this 
wn,y. StiJl, nothing ever printed about him could be com- 
pared with ihoM*. iirticles. Had remorse suddenly over- 
taken him in liis ohl age? Such were the questions 
peaph‘ were asking all over the state — people, at least, 
wlio were inUu’ested in politics, or in those operations 
wluch went by the name of politics : yes, and many 
private citizens- wb.: iiad participated in politics only to 
the extent of voting id: such ouudidates as Jethro in his 
wisdom liad sec!i lit to give tliern, read the articles and 
began to nay that boss duminalioa was at an end, A. new 
era was at hand, Avhich they fondly (and very properly) 
believed wmis to be a gohlea twa. It wnis, indeed, to be a 
golden era — until things got %vorking ; atid then the 
gohl woiiiil cease. The j^ewcaatle Guarman^ with iincon- 
sciouH irony, proclaiiued tiu* golden era ; and declared 
that its columns, even* in oil)er days and under othqy 
ownership, had uphehl the wisdom of Jethro Bass. Ai^ 
he was still a wise man, said the ho had hiSi 

sense enough to give up tlie fight. ;v 
Had he given up the fight ? Cynthi«| fervently hojped 




•'"iisja prayed tliat lie 'Sid, but. 8li0''lio|©d' slid, played' in 
silence. Well she knew^ iF the event in the tantiery nheci 
had not rhade him Abandon his affaira* no appeal could 
do se. Her happiest ihiys in this perioil were the Sattir- 
da3m and SnndayB spetni with him in Coiiiston, arid aa the 
wmkB went by she began to believe that the ciiange, 
miraculous aa it aaeined. had indeed taken place. He had 
given up his power. It Wiu> a pleasure that made t!ie 
weeks beamble for her* Wliat did it matter whether ho 
fe®|d made the .sacrifice for the sake of tm love for hor ? 
He had maile it. 

/On these yaturdavs^and -.i^pudays on h>ng 

dflws together over the Mlfe''* while she, talked to luin of 
ifi llrampU)!! or th<* buoks sht* was reading, and o| 
she hdd chosen for him b) read. Sometimes they 
m|pnot turn homeward until tlie deiicaic tracery of the 
branches ou the bjuow wariuid thmn of the nsing tnoon. 
Jethro was often silent for hours at a time, but it seemed 
to Cynthia that it w,as the sihnicc of i^eaco — of a pea#e 
he had never Jpiown before. Idiere camt* no m'VWsjKipers 
to the tannery house now: during the eatii-wook he vwl 
the liooks of whii^h she had spoken William Wethercirs 
books; or sat in thought, count irii/. ptThaps, the days 
until she should come again. And tlie |oy of 'fclioae days 
for him w'as more pathetic tiian mucli that is known iotfe^ 
world as sorrow. 

And what did Couiston think ? CkMitstim,, indii#d; knew 
not what to think, when, little by the great men 

ceased to drivt^ tip to the d<H'»r of the tannery iiouse, anii 
presently came no more. Coniston sank *.then fri>m its 

E roml position as the real capital of the stifie to a lonely 
ariilet among the hills, ('oniston, to%' was wateldng the 
drama, and had had ii better view of the stage fbtin Bramp- 
ton, ahd saw some tm^on presently for the chatige in Jethro 
Bass. ^Not that Mr. Satterlee tiild, biit saeb evidmee 
wm bound, in the end, to speak for itself* The 
dunrdiiifi dmd been read and debated at the etoff-pde*- 
bated with some hiat by "CSm^ter' Ferkint and^ 
gag ora i ik^nesedy imt^biadMai in a ptiMtiad^ tm^T than 



ft RKKral Itf fai. Then C^thfa 

Ik^ uwed titooi by its 0 afrr 0 W^ and sh^:-]^ .b^an'^to^lii^^ 
her own IMng* Then thejpoiHicmM4ad c«a«^ ; 

The credit belongs to Bias K|aha^^<l^ hamog been Chi 
fimt to piece the^ie ■ .thi^ee fiie^ts oansiiig him to 

h^u hm hmdym &^&telt on 1^ stovo that 'lie had to 
cany it baDdiiged in soda lor a likxsek. Cyttihui Wetherell 
had reformf;<1 Jethro. 

Thoogh the vilh-ig'e loTed and raye’iid. 
ton m ai?eh(>le did not rejoiee in that reform. The 
had fallen from its mighty estate, and thei^ were vsifrtain 
envions ones who whispered that it had remained for a 
yO'img girl who hi.i.d learned ci^ w^ys' to twost' Jethro 
aronnd her finger : that she had made him abandon hie 
fight with Isaac D. Worthington because Mr. Wortitintt*- 
ton had a <1011 — but ffere is no use waiting su^h seaiidiw,. 
StrippiHi of Ids power — even though he strip{)ed himself 
— Jethro began to lose their iesj>ect, r tmit tending bo 
prove chat the human race may have had wolves foraiicos* 
tors as well as apes. People had small opportunity,^ how- 
ever, <h siunving a lack of respect to his person, for in 
these days he n* M.ced no one and spoke to none. 

When the lion is crippled, the }a<ikaLs l.>egiii to range. 
A jaekal reconnoitred the lair to see imw badly the lion 
was crippled, and conceived with astounding iu^lence 
j lari of eaptufiiig the lion’s quarry. This Jackal, who was 
an old one, well knew how to round up a quarrv, aad fled' 
back ov(U’ the 'ulls to consult with a bigger jackal, 'his" 
master. As a T'esult, two days before Marcli fcowu-meeting 
day, Mr. Bijali Bixly paid a visft lo the Harwich biaik' 
and went amor*g certain (kuiiston farmers looking over 
the sheep, his clothes bulging out in places wlmn he f>egati» 
and seemingly norma! enough wdien he had fiiushccb His- 
tory re|>efttB itself, s3vcn among Hons add jackals. Thirty* 
six years before there had been a towii*ineeiing in Coniston 
and a surprise. Estal>Ushed Church, decent aud orderly 
mlectman and proceedings had been :■ toppled over that-* 
-day,', every outlying farm sending '/its rcprm'utatiVe 
through the sleet to do it. And ndw 'refeributimi was 



This M^h-^meeting day waa mildy'^tbe grain 
g a green color on tiie south slopes where the snow 
mm ted, and the outijing farmers drove througfi mud'* 
holes up to the axles. Drove, albeit, in procession along 
the roads, grimly enough, and the sheds Jock Hajykwell 
had built around the meeting-house coultl not hol^ the 
Rbrses ; th^y lined the fences and usurpod the hitching 
posts of the village street, and still they came. Their 
owners trooped with muddy boots into the meeting-house, 
;;;|iad when the mwlerator rapfied for oiuler the Chairman 
NoTtdae of Selectmen, Jethro Bass, was not in his 

place; never,' indeed, would be there again. Six and 
thirty years be had been supreme in that town — long 
enough for an 3^ man. The beams and king posts vvouid 
know him no more. Mr. Amos Cuthbert was elected 

Ckair^aun, not without a gallant and desjierate but un- 
supported light of li minority le<} by Mr. Jake Whetder, 
whoae loyalty must be lukeu m a tribute to ids species, 
liarmer Cuthbert was elected, and his m»'>rtgage was not 
■loreclosed I Had it been, there was more, money in th.e 
Harwiijh l>ank. 

Tlierc was no tclegsiiph to Coniston in these <lays, and 
so Mr. Sam Price, with his horse in a lather, might .have 
^J||^*en'seer« diiving with unseemij haste tow^ard 
'Where in due time he arrived. Half an hour latatr th^rp. 
w"as exciix^uiieni at New’-castla, sixty-five milet away, in the 
ofl&ce of the Qnardian^ and the next inormtig the excit<* 
ment had spmad over the whole state. 

Jetliro Bass was dethroned in Couistoii — diEereditc^l 
in his own town ! 

And where was Jethro? t>id his heart ache, did he 
bow his head as he thought of thai so hardly 

w-^on, so superbly held, gone forever?"*ipMixiy were the 
curious eyes on the tannery house that day, and for days 
after, but its owner gave no signs of concern. Ha read 
and thought and chopped wood in the tannery shed iw 
usual. Never,,! believe, ilid man, shorn of power, accept 
his lot more f**i^ly* ’ His , stri^gle was over, hii/birtilc 
was fought^ a greutor |>©ace tihwa lie had ever tiioiight to 
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was won* For the opinion mA of the 

had never cared. A greater reward a^vaited 
than any knew — the opinion and regard 
te praise of one whom he loved beyond all the world* 
Ou.FridayliBlie earne to hi&i, on Friday at sunset, fof the 
days were growing longer, and that was the happiest sun- 
set of l|i||ilife* She said nothing m she raised her face to 
Bis and kissed him and clung to him in the little parlor^ 
but he knew, and he had his rew^ard. So much for earthly 
^ppwer ! . 

(Cynthia brought the little rawhide trunk this time, and 
came toConLston for the March vacation a haf)py fort- 
that was s<x>n gone. Happy by comparison, tliai is, 
with what they both had suffered, and a haven of rest after 
the strugpe and tin? wildeniess. Hie bond 

between them had, in trutm hever been stronger, for both 
the young girl ami the old man ha<l denied themselves 
the tiding they held most dear. Jethro had Ukeri rei uge 
and found comfort in his love. But Cynthia ! Her great- 
est love li.ul now been bestowed elsewhere. 

^ If there were letters for the tannery liouse, Milly 
Skinner, who made it a point to meet the stage, brought 
them* And there were letters during Cynthia^s sojourn, 
— - many of bearing the Cambridge postmark. One 

evening it wvis Jethro who laid the letter on the table 
l)eside her as she sat under the lamp. He did not look at 
her or S])eak, but she felt that ha knew her secret — -felt 
that he deserved to have from her own Iif>s W'hat hf^ had 
been loo proud — yes — and too humble to ask. WhO.se 
sympathy could she be sure of, if not of his? Still she 
had longed to keep this treasure to lierself, She took the * 
letter in her hand. 

I'dci B0%,;|!m8wer them. Uncle Jciliro, bn.tr-- f cannot ' 
prevent his ^'riting them/’ she faltered. She did not con- 
fess that she kept them, every'^ one, an<l read them o\n?if 
and over again ; that she had grown, indeed, to look for- 
f^ard to them as te a’ sustenanoa. I — I do love him, but,^. 
.1 mil not pnirry him/’ ' 

she could be sure of Jethro's sympathy, though he’' 



liol «xpt0iw it i 
Jomtimik She had told him^ much m tha 6®ing^ bad htitt 
»^ri b^tiae aha feared t# hint 4i>eply/’tiyN|jjfcr 

,. r> 

l#5nrii« a tenrihle; tr^draint Im Jethro* anJi^e^r had h^_ 
dciiired ^ii6 gift of s]:>eech m Haw/ Had it nq^t bi^ 
him, Cynthia mifylit havt» |>een Robert \V/ ad hi wife.. 

Me BatdO'wn '' heir and put '|^'';bitml over hor^tliat 

lay^on the letter '-in her tap., It 'wa» ilie'only ^sWef;hi 
could make, I'^ut *pkMuip.s it was the best, after alL Of 
what use were, wor^ls at such a time ! 

Four days aftervcard, on a" Monday mornioj^, she wwt 
back to Brampl on to begin the new term. 

That same Monday a circunistance of no small 
iiiBce took place in Bramptpri “nothing less than the 
return, after a prolonged absence in the West and else* 
where, of iik first citizen. Isaac l>. Worthington w.as 
again in residemnn No bells w^ere rufig, indeed, and no 
delegation of citizens as such, headed by the selectmen, 
i\iet him at the station ; and other feudal expressions of 
fealty wiSTc lacking. No staff flew Mr. Worthi^gtontf 
arms ; nevertheless tl^e lord of Brampton was in his Ciistle 
. again, and Brampton fplt that he was there. He arrived 
alone, wearing the silk •hat which had become habitual 
with him now, and stepping into his the 

station had been driven up llrampton his 

grays, looking noithcr to the right nor left. His xi^dish 
wdiiskers seemed to cling a little more eloaely^to his 
fade than hu’inerl)/ and long years of compresriojx%iade 
his poutli look sterner than ever. A Isiiac 

WdrtMngton, to be reckoned and fearedypbether in 
a frcx*k coat or in breastplate and luHil- 

His seneschal, Mr. Mint* was 'awaifS|te|;^M ■ in the 
library, Mr. Flint was large and very u^y^^ig-boned, 
smooth-shaven, witli coarse fefitures all ' askew, and a 
large nose with many excrescences, and thick lips. 
was forty-two. F rom a. foreman of the mills he bad 
step by step* to his present positiop, which no one 
able to define/ He indeed, a stae&chaL He m^aged 
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n words. Yot she 
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ht^ lord7i|,absei]ioe, And if tit# Mill h$ tald 
-4li^4iis |>r^ ; ^u«tition» of the Tmro Railroad 

brought to Mn submitted to Mr* Wort||j 

iugton, who decided with Mr. Flint’s advice? 

ahd» witlun the last three months, Mr, Flint had invaded 
the realm of politico, quietly, as such a iiian wonld^ under 
his patron’s nanus and p^li»rv. Mr. Flint it 
waa^who had bought the Nhw^fUtle (J^uardian. who went 
cweasionally to Newcastle and a few effective words 

now and then to the editor; and. if the truth will out, 
Mr. Flint had lai>r^ly conceived that scheme al>0Ut the 
railroads which was to set Mr. Wortiiingtofi on the throne 
of the state, although the scheuie was not now Ixnng 
cjarried out according to Mr. Flint’s wishes. Mr. Flint 
was, in a sense, a liisuiarok, but he was not as yet all- 
powerful. Sometimes Iris august master or one of ius 
fellow }>ettv sovereig!is woultl sweep Mr. Flint's plans 
into the waste basket, and then Mr. Mint would l>e con- 


tent to wait. To oompleto the character siiet<di, Mr. 
Flint was not above hanging up his master’s hut and coat, 
which be did upon the present occasion, and vveut up to 
Mr. Wbrthingt4>n's bedroom to fetch a pocket hatulKer- 
chief out of the second drawer. He ijven knew where the 


baudkerchiefs Wf?re kc|)t. Lucky petty sovereigns some^ 
times possess Mr. Flints to make them emperors. 

Tlie ji^ust j)ersonagu «^eated tiiniself briskly at bis desk. 

SdiSmt scoundrel Bass is actually diacrediited at hist,” 
he said, blowing his nof;e in the jiocket handkerchief Mr* 
Flint hud brought him,. lose i»aiience when 1 think 
how long:;||i!ire stood the rascal in this state, I knew the 
|)eople rise in their indignation when they learnecl 

the truth him.” 

Mr. klmfc did not an.^wor tliis. He might have had 
other views. 


I wonder we did not think it before,” Mr. Worth- 
ington continued. ** A very simple reujedy, and only re- 
quiriri^ a little eourage and— and — ” (Mr, VVortbingt<m 
was going to my money, hot thought iietter of it)' “and th« 
chimera aisapp^^rs, I eongratidato you, Flint.” 



■ %ckb ' Qf^aiAliipi^ 




‘‘ CongratoLt^ yourvelf/’ saiidt ^ 

not have IttBen my way/^ ^ ' , 

Very well, 1 congratidate myls^"I^';'aaid 
pei^onage, who ir«« iu too ^ood ii be pur out by 

U^e..^ 3 Dejectioa or a compliment. WTou IwmembM^* what i 
attia : the time was ripe, just ngblish a few biogrttphicsai 
articlea telling people wiiat R was. and Jethro Bass 
would smiff out Hie a eandiv^|Mr. Duncan tells ine the 
town^meeiing : are very good all over the «^te. 
Evea if we hadn't- knocked out Jethro Bass, we'd hares 
faSr majority for our bill in tlie next legi^ture." 

' You kurn-c^ Bass’s saying," answered Mr. Flini^ ^Y<M 
can hitch that kind of a hoss, but they won’t alw^s * stay 
hitched.’" 

* **1 know, I know," said Mr. Worthington; **don’lcroafcr 
Flint. We can buy more hitch .ropes, if neoessamj, 
Well, whatk the outlay up to the present! Large, I sup® 
pow.. Well, whatever it is, small compared to wh||t. 
wee’ll get for it./ He laughed a little and rubbed his 
hands., and tJuM! he remembered that capacity in which hu 
stood before the world. Yes, and he stood before him^** 
self in 11'H3 capacity.' Isaiic Worthington may have 
deceived liimself, but he may or may not have been a hero 
to his seneschal. ‘‘We hay^ to fight fire with fire," he 
added, iu a pained voice, “ Let me see the account/’ 

“ I have taboliiied the expense in the different <fiti6aig|d 
towms," answe reii Air. Flint ; “ I will show you the account 
in a little wh le. The expenses in Obniston were some-^ 
wdmt greater than the sir.e of the town justified, perhaps. 
But Sutton thought — " 

“ Yes, yes/’ interrupted Mr. Worthington,. “ if it had 
cost as to carry Ooniston as Newcastle, it would 

have been worth it for the moral effect alone." 

Moral effect ! Mr, Flint thought of Mr. Bixby with 
his bulging ix)ck6tfl going about the hills, and smiled at 
the manner in which mor^ effects are sometimes obtained., 

“ Any news, Flint?" 

No newil yet, Mr. Flint might have answered. In^ 
few minutes there might be news, .and plenty of it, for It 
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4o Be^hiSlched as^dei; Mf/ Wcutbiiigt^ 

A letter in the bol^nd upright hand of his son wsslte 
ik(% top of fee pile, pwd there by Mr. i'liiit himself, who 
had examined'-xldr. '»l fct hiiigton*s face ^^elosely when he 
oame in to see how mlHK|ie might know of its ePhtepite* 
He had decided that ^K^orthingion was in tool 
a humor to know h'liitt had 

stemmed the letter opUKBBm" read the news ; hnt he 
oocdd gaess at tliem prel^aiirewdly, and so cool fe^V e 
the biggest fool in Bmiuptou. That letter containi^tiie 
opening scene of the next act in tl»e drama. 

Mr. lll^ortlungton cut the envelope nud l^gan to, resop 
and wiai^ho dit^i so Mr. Flint, who was not afra-'d of 3uaa 
ur bca^^ool-ced at hini. It wax' a manly atid atraigbt- 
forwardWottev, and Mr. Wort liington, no matter what 
his opinions on tfie subject were, .Hluiuld have been proud 
of it. Bob aiinonoeod, hist of ali. Unit he was going to 
marr3f,XJyntiiia ’Vi'.etherell ; then be proeeechsl with ]n-aise- 
wortny self-control (for a lover) to describe Cynthia’s 
character and attainments: after which he stilted that 
Cynthia had refused him — twice, because she believed 
that Mr. Worthington would op|»ose the dnarriage, and 
had declared that she would never 1 h* the cause of a 
breach betwwu faliicr and sc®. Bob asked for his father’s 
consent, ami hoj*ed to hav'l it, but he thouglit it only 
right to iidd that he had given his word turd his love, 
and did not mean to retract either. Ho 8p<oke of his 
visit to Brampton, and explainwl that Cyuthia was teach- 
ing school tiicre, aiul urged his father te sec her befope he 
made a ilecision. ^^r. Worthington read it throupph to 
the end, his lips closing tighter and tiglfter pntd his 
month was but a line across bis face. Tlterei||M pain 
injthe face, too, the kind of pain which anger end 

which come.s with the tottering of a pride that is false. 

* Of fWhat gratification now was the overthrow of Jethro 

stared at the letter for a moment after he haddttn- 
islted it, and kts face grew a dark red. Then he aeixed 
fee paper aaifS tore it slowly, deliberately, ui% Wm» 



By Woi^iagtoR waj|iiot;tlunki«^ t ^ 

^ young (aoQ in tho.wmte l^Kvor \vlbiO i|jp oaUed j 
Social Liorwry many yeais be&ae a&4-d 
whom name, too, kidjbeeii Cynthi^ii^li^o 
iaot, for^lte T.as a muS to thidic iii,|tBircr, w: 

•not poBgible' to lemove tkie Cy: " 

earth — iit least to a place beyt 


am^ 

e^bwlrtng, in 

ii-utt the faoe o£ the 
irbis horizim and tltat of 


bis • Hiul he *roru the chain mail instead of the 
fr0ck.>Ooat he would h..7e had her hung outside the tima 
Widls/' - v,'- 

“Ckiod Godl ” he exclaimed. And the words npunded ' 
profane indeed as he fixed bis eyes upon Mr, Flint. Yon 
knew that Robert hud been to Brampton?” 

“Yes,” said Fliai, “the whole village knew it.”;}' 

“Good God!” cried Mr. Worthington agaiitj^why 
was I not informed of this? Why was 1 not warned of 
this ? Have I ho frieuds ? Do you pretend to look after 
my interests and not take t iie trouble to write me on such 
asubjf-d. ?” 

“ T)o you think I could have prevented it? ” asked Mr* 
Flint, vt-ry calmly. 

“Youiiilow this — this woman to cflBBae faere to Brainp> 
ton and tcacli scliooi in a place wliere she can further, her 
design*^!;.. What were you about?” 

“When the prudeutial committee appointed her, noth- 
ing of this wm-\ kiuuvii, Mr. Worthington.” 

“ Yes, but now — now ! What are you doing, whatr ' 
aie they doing to allow her to remain ? Who are on 
comnutfceo?” ■ 

Mr. Flint named the men. They had lieen rei'lected,-j&f 
usual, at tlxe lfecent town-meeting. Mr. Errol, who ipd, 
also beo%rre6locted, had returned but had not yet hHrnifd 
the certificate or conducted the examination. ‘ , 

“ Send for them, have tiiem here at once,” oommaa^tid 
Mr. Worthington, without listening to this. 

“If you take my advice, you will do- noising of f3|s. 
kind,” said Mr, Flint, who, as usual, had the wkola 
tion at his fingers’ rnids. He had taken the trouhh|dbo 
iitfom hims^ tlm girl, and ka ,had diacovned,- 
2 » 
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^nfttighf that sbB was the kind tirhioh mighi oe 
not driven. If Mr. Flint’s advioo bed been Ik- 
tene^'to^ this story might have had ouite a different end* 
ing. But Mr. Flint had not reaehea the stage where hi* 
advice was always listened to, and he had a m^dened man 
to deal with now. At that moment, as if fate had deter* 
mined to intervene, the houseinaid came into the room. 

“ Mr. Dodd to see you, sir,” she said. 

vShow him in,” shouted Mr. Wortliiugtou; Jfhow him 

* ft jiP‘ 

Mr. Dodd waa not a man wlio conld wail^por a summons 
which he had felt in his boutss was c<|3a»mg. Ha wm 
ordinarily, as we have seen, officious. But now he was 
thoroughly frighteiied. He had seen the great man in 
the barouche as he drove }>ast the hardware store, and he 
bad made rip his mind to go up at once, ami have it over 
with. His opinions were formed now* He put a smile 
on his face when lie wits a foot outside of the library dwr* 
^*This is a great, pleasure, Mr. Worlliington, a great 
pleasure, to see you back/' he said, coming lorward. I 
callated — . ■ V 

But the gr©at;"xnan sa:. in his chair, nmd/%#'' 
attempt to rettirii'^the greeting, 

‘‘Mr. Dodd, I thought y<m were my 

Mi% Dodd went all to pieces at this reception/" 

“So I be, Mj*. Worthingbm' — soi»I'^be./' ha cried 
“That’s why Fr^lfeere now* !*ve_iyen a' friend of your$ 
ever since 1 can rmember — never ffuctuated. IM rather 
have chopped iny hand qS than fnui tins happen-^ so T 
would. 11 1 could have forc^^een what ahe was, she’d 
never have had the place, as sure as injr' name’s Levi 
Dodd/’ .. 

If Mr. BtSaci had taken the trouble to look at the sen* 
eachaFs face, he would have seen a wcUHlelined sneer 
there* . , _ 

“And now., that you know* what’ she is/' cried My 
WpitiiingtoTn nsiiig and smiting the pile of letters 
, desk, “why 4o you^eep her thert^ an 
V ^ Mr*, Dodcl'^toppd to 'pick np the ,wpch' had 
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flowB wer tbe Hmt* But th« great mai^r s tj^w ia^tlie 
full tide of hie mgm\ P 1; " '' 

Is ever mmd the letters/* be shouted “ teii 'me why 
you kacip her there*^ 

We callated tfe^d wHt'stepi' like'' 

tekeij/* aaM the trem Wing ' ' ':,/ 

Steps 1 Steps I < Jood God I Wfaat kind of mail sr^ 
yon to serve in such a place when you alhiiv the [irofessed 
ward of Jethro Bass — of Jethro Bas^i the most notori^ 
ously depmved man In this state, to teaeh the cliildfOB of 
this town* Steps ! How soon can you call your com^ 
m it tec together ? *’ 

"^liight away/’ answeriid Mr. Dodd, breathlessly. He 
would have gone on to exculpate uirnself, but Mr. WortL- 
iiigtor/fi riexombie finger wae pointing at the door. 

^*11 vfu aic a friend of mine/’ said tliat gentlenmu, 
and ii' you luive any regard for the fair name of this town, 
3' 00 will du so fOv. orn.'cd’ 

Mr. j>o(id departed precipitolely, and Mr. Worthingtem 
bv;g.in t.o pjo/tj tlh* roouu clasping his hands bow in front of 
iiim, now behind him, in his agony : repeating now and 
ugain variou£> a|>p<‘l!at 5 ons which need not be printed here, 
which he apf>lH<^ in turn to the prudential eommittee, to 
his sou, and to Cynthia Wethereii. 

ril run her out of Brampton/' he said at last. 

'"If jmu do/’ said Mr. Flint, who had been, maitadung 
him apparently mimoved, ‘\you may have Jerhro Bass on 

VMiir ('acl</’ 

‘sTotfoa' shouted Mr. Worthington, 'with a 

langli that was not pleasant to hear, ‘'Sletmro Bass is as 
dead as Julius Caesar/' 

It Vris one thing for Mr, Dodd tc? promise so readily a 
iueeling of the committei, and quite anoiher to decide 
how he was going to got tlirough the afl’af!* without an}’' 
moic burns and scrateiies than were absolutely necesmiy. 
He had reversv^d the usual order, and had teen in the fire 
— now he was going to tlie frying-pan. He stood in the 
street for soim^ time, pulling at his tuft, and then made^iiis. 
way to Mr. Jonathan HilVs feed store. Mt. Hill was 
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epirtpg when 
ivs 


re^^|% ^%j^|ftSamrtu8 ’* in his little tiie tempera* 
““jtwt have been 96% and Mr. Dodd was per- 
£e got there, 

'}& come,^’ said Mr. Dodd, senten^otisljr. 

"What's come ? ” inqiiired Mr. 

Isaac D.'s come, that’s whaV' sa^|B Dodd. "I 
liain't Vm sleepin’ well of nights, lateipF I can’t think 
what we was about, Jonathan, puttin’ that girl in the 
school. WeVl ought toVe knowed she walin’fc fit.”;:,/ 

44 WImt’s the mutter, with her ? ” in quirted Mr. Hi|^i 
"Matter with her!” exclaimed his fello\v<^omftiittee- 
man, "she lives with Jethro Bass — she/y his ward.” 

" Well, what of it?” said Mr, Hill, who oever bothered 
himself about gossip or ntnv8pa|>ers, or indeed about any* 
thing not between the covers of a lx)ok, except when he 
couldn’t help it. 


"Good God!” exclaimed Mr. Ihaid, ‘'he’s the most 
notorious, depraved man in the state. Hain't we got to 
look out for the fair name of Brainptcm ? ” 

Mr. Hill sighed and closed his book. , , 

" Well,” he said, " Fd Jioped we were thnmgb with that.' 
Let’s go up and see what Judge Graves says about it.” 

" Hold onj’ said Mr. Dodd, seizi<%‘'the feed dealer by 
the coat, "we’ve got to get it fixM in our minds what 
we’re goin’ to do, first. We can’t allow no notorious 
people in our sch(X)ls. We’ve got to stand up to the judge, 
and tell him so. We app’inted her on his rccommeudatiou* 
you know.” 


"I like the girb” repli^ Mr, Hill; "I dou’t think wo 
ever had a better teacher. She’s quiet, and nice a|»i)earin’, 
and attoads to her 

Mr. Dodd pulled hisX^fe^^ txxiked his head. 

“ Mr. Worthington holds a note of yours, don’t he, 
Jonathan ? ” 


Mr* tHiil reflected, lie said, he thought perhaiw Mr. 
Worthington (lid. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Dodd, ^ I guess we might as well go 
alontg up tq ^e now as en; time.” 

But when they go$ tbeit Idtt. Dodd’s knock was so timid 
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be had to rep<mt it^fore^ 4^. 

ted }>eered at them ov^’his i^jectacles. ^ ' 

Well, «Dtlem©ii, what cau I do for yau?’^he f£Bfcedt 
severely, though he koew well enough. Ije tod not to 
taken by eiP'prise manyf times dtoing the last forty yeato 
Mr. Dodd explained" mafcHiiey wished a little meeting of 
the committee. The judge ushered them into Ms bed- 
rooro^ the parlor being too Mod for such an occasion* ^ 
‘‘Now, gentlemen.’' said he, ^let us get down to buifc 
ness. Mr. Worthington arrived here fo-day, he has S6€^; 
Mr. Dodd, and Mr. i)odd has seen Mr. Hill. Mr. Wortjl* 
ington is a political opponent of Jethro Bass, and wishw 
Miss Wetherell dismissed. Mr. Dodd and Mr, Hill have 


agreed, for various reasons which I will spar© you, that 
Miss Wetherell should be dismissed. Have I st*ated the 


case, gentlemen, or have I not ? ” 

Mr. Giavcj; tc.ok off Ins spec4:aeles and wiped them, 
looking from ojte V) the other of liis very uncomfortable 
fellow meinbers, Mr. Hill did not attempt to speak ? btit 
Mr, Dotld, \v1k was not so *e now that this was not the fire 


and tho other tlie iryiug-pan, puiied at his tuft until 
words came to him. 


Jedge,” he sai<i finally, “I must say Fm a mite sar-' 
prised, 1 must say your language is nnw/irranted/’ 

‘‘The truth ivS never unwarranted,” said the judge. 

“For the siike of the fair name of Brampton,” began 
Mr. Dodd, “we caruiot allow — ” 

“Mr, Dodih" intenupted the judge, “I would rather 
have Mr. W'orthingiori’s arguments from Mr. Worthing- 
ton himself, if I wanted them at all. . There is no need of 
prolonging this meeting. If I were t-o waste my brteth 
until six <iV*1ock, it would ha no use. 1 was about to say 
that yotir opiiiions v/erc formed, but I will alter that, ana 
say that your mitids are fiyed. You are determined to 
dismiss Miss Wetherell. Is it not so?” 

“ I wish you’d hear me, Jedge,” $uid Mr. Dodd, des^ 
perately. ^ 

“Will you kindly answer m© ym or no to that 
tion,” said the judge ; “my time is v^uabie.” 
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yo« JMt th»fc way, I gmM aw agmed 
t3)^.^e hadn’t aa|^t to atay. Hot that I’ve anythix^ 
her personmly — ” 

right,” said tw judge, with.a tmiinnees that made 
tremble. They had never bearded him before. “All 
you are two to one and no certahcate hae been issued. 

I tell you this, ^ntlemen, that you will live to see 
^he day when you wiU bitterly regret this injustice to an 
^ innocent and a noble woman, and Isaac D. Worthington 
will Uve to legret it. You may tell him 1 said so.' Good 
day, gentlemen.” 

They rose. 

“ Jedge,” began Mr. Dodd again, “ I don’t think you’ve 
been quite fair with us.” 

“ Fair I ” repeated tlie judge, with unutterable scorn. 
“Good day, gBiiticmeu.” And he slammed the door be- 
hind them. 

They walked down the street some distance before 
either of them spoke. 

“ Goliali,” said Mr. Dtald, at last, “did you ever hear such 
talk? lie’s got the dratt«dt«st temper of any man I ever 
knew, and lie never callates to make a mistake. It’s a 
little mite hard to do your duty when a man talks that wa.y.” 

*• Tm not sure we’ve done it,” answered Mr. Hilj. 

“ Not sure 1 ” ejaculated the hard ware tlealer, for he wm 
now far enough away from the judge's house to 8i>eak 
in his normal tone, “at»d she connected with that de- 
praved — ” 

“Hold Oil/* Haid Mr. iiiJU with m mtoimbing amouBt 
of spirit for liim, hesard tJiiit tefore/'®' 

Mr. Dodd i^ked at him, swallowed the wrong waj And 
began to choice* 

Yon Imin’t wmverad, Jonathan T* he said, wdien he got 
his breath. 

‘‘’Not 1 haven'C'^ said Mr. Hill, sadly; ^^'bntl wish to 

bmllrnd.^^ 

Mr,, Dodd looked at him ag^dn, and Ixigau to obole 
again ^ ' It was the 'irst tl^- he had kmwM Joniitlimn' Hill 

to sworn ' ' 
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Yoa’ve «r*goia' to stick i 
^inciplcs?” 

^ I’m goiog to stick by j 

Hill, “ not by my principles. I wia 

And so saying that g^ntlaixiaa ii 
nally acro:>s ti*e street ihrongb the snow, 

Dodd still (ihoking and nnlHng at his tuft. This tibird mA 
totally unexpected shaking-up had caused him to fesd 
SOiBewhat deranged interimliy, tiioagh it had !tot altorei 
the opinioijj^ now so firmly planted in his head. After a 
few moments, however, lie had collected himself HufSeiently 
to move on once more, when he discovered that he wiii 
repeating to himself, quite uncomeionsly, Mi . Hill’s 
fanity I wish to helll wasn’t.’V The iron ma^stiffs glaring 
at him angrily out of the snow banks reminded him that fee 
was in fiont of Mr. Worthington’s door, and he thought feflf 
might m well go in at once and receive the great man% 
gratitude. lie certainly deserved it. But as he put feif 
liand on the bell Mr. Worthington himself came OUt;of 
the house, and would actually have gOiio by without uotio* 
ing Mr. Dodd if/he had not spoken. 

I've got thatliltle matter fixed, Mr. Worthington,^* fie 
said, called/ t|ie conun, ittee, and we voiiid to-d&oharge, 
the — the young woman.” No, bf did not ddUver Judge 
Graves’s nie^||e* ^ ■: 4^:' 

Very W^^Mr. Dodd,” answelred the great man, pass- 
ing on so tliat M iv Dodd was lobliged to follow Mm in 
order to hear, “ I'm ghvd you've come to your senses at* 
last. Kindly stop into the library and Miss Bruce 
from me that she nuiy fill the place to-morrow.” 

“ Certain,” said Mr. Dodd, with his hand to feis efeife. 
He watcheii the great man turn in at his bank in tfee new 
bloek, and then he did as he wtis bid. 

By tlie time school was out that daif the news had 
leaped across Brampton Street and spreaci up and down 
both sides of it that the new teacher had been dismissed. 
The story ran fairly straight — thfye were enough clews, 
certainly. The great raan’j| return, jthe visit of Mr. Dodd, 
the call on Judge Graveja^all had been marked.* ' The 
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o£ the &rsi hed gone forth tbut tho ward of 

Jo&Tra Bftss mosfllte got rid of 5^ the deeigniog yooiig 
wama^ Miio had sought to entrap his eon must be ptinishea 
for her ittnazing effrontery. 

Cynthia came out of school happily unaware tliat her 
liama was on the lips of Brampton: unaware, too, that the 
ioni of the place had come into residence that day* She 
had looked forward to living in the same town with liob’s 
father ^ an evil which was necessary to be l>orne, as one 
of l^ha things which are more or ICvSS inevitable iJi the 
Hwftl of those who have to make their own ways in the 
world. The children troot>ed around her, and the little 
girls held her hand, and she talked and latiglied with 
them as she came up the street in the eyes of Hrampton, 
— came up the street iu the block of new buildings whore 
the bank was. Stepping out of tho bank, witfi that 
busineasliko alertness which chaiacierize«i liiin, wnia the 
lirst citizen — none other. He found hinisoif enlungled 
among t!ie romping children and — hoiroj* of horrors — 
he buinped against the liooj mistress horstd f I W orse than 
this, ho had Uiken off hhs hat and begg<Ml her pardon before 
he looked at her and realized the enormity of his mistake. 
And the schoolrnistiwss had actually paid no attention to 
him, but with merely heightened color liad drawn the 
children oat of his w^ay and pime<l on without a word. 
Tho first citizen, raging inwardly, hut trying to appear 
iincQucerned, tvalked rapidly back to his house. Or* the 
street of lus own town, iieforc the eyes of men, he had, Iw^en 
snubbed by a Hchool-teacher. And st,ieh a «ch(*oi*teacher! 

Mr. Worttiington, as paced his library Imrning with 
the shame <)( this oecurrcucc., remem'be,red tliai he had had 
to glance at her twice Iw-ffore it mine over him who she 
was. His first sensation had been astonishment. And now, 
in spite of his bitter angef, he had to a<?.kiKHvledge tlmt 
the face had made an iinpi^ssion on him — a fact that only 
served to increase' his ra^. A conviction grew upon him 
that it was a face whiehdlus son, or any other man, would 
apt be likely to foiget. He himself could not forget it. 

■ In the moantime Cynthia liad reached her home, her 
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dbeelrls »ti!t «marti7ig, coxtsoious K id ittared M 

Mr* Tbis much, of course, she fcnwWthat Biramptou 
believed Bob Worthington tx> be in low with hen and the 
knowledge at such times made Mr m miserable that the 
thought of JeMiro’s ibolatitm alone ileterred her from ask* 
ing Miss Lucretia Peuniman foi a position in liostoxu 
For she wrote lo Miss I^aoretia about her life and heir 
reading, as that ladj iuni made her promise to do* She aat 
do\rn now at thu cherry chest of drawers that was alio 
a desk, to write; not to pour out her troubles, Jor sM 
never liad doie that, — but to cairn her mind by dtsw^ 
ing little charaiUer sketches of her pupils. But she. had 
only written the words, ‘‘My dear $li»» Lucretia/’ when 
she looked out of the window and saw Judge Graves com* 
ing op the path, and ran to open the door for him* 

“ How do you do, Judge ? ” she said, for she recognized 
Mr. Graves as one of her few friends in Brampton. I 
have sent to Boston for the new reader, but it has not 
eumio'"’ 

The judge t<fok her hand and pressed it and led her into 
tlic liitle sitting roc m. His face was very stern, but hi»f 
eye?-?, which had iluug flie at Mr. Dodd, looked at her with 
a \4iBt conj|)assion. Her heart niisgave her. 

“ My dear,” ho — it v. as long since the judge had 
called any wonum luy dear/’ — I have bad ?iews for you* 
The cofmiiii'ee have decided that you cannot teach any 
longer in the Ihiuaptun school.” 

“ Oh, Judge,' she answered, tryii»g to force back the 
tears which would come, ‘‘ f liave tried so hard. I 
had begun to believe that I could fill the place.** 

Fill the place I ” cried the judge, startling her with 
his sudden anger. No woman in state can fill it bet- . 
ter than you.” 

“Then why am T dismissed?” she asked breathlessly# 

The judge looked at her in silence, his blue lips quiver** 
ing. Sometimes even he found it ]hax4 to tell the truth. 
And yet he liad come to tell it, thaf she might suffer 
He remembered the time when Isaae D. Worthington ha4 
done him a great wrong. 
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-'*^‘*^00 he said, “ because Blr. Wortidiiil^' 

::4w!bAitooine home, aud because the two other roeutbem of 
coinmitte© are dogs and cotrards.” Mr. Graves never 
niihoed joatters when he be^ut, and bis vmoe shook with 
passion. “If Mr. Errol had examined you, and you had 
your certificate, it might have been difierent. Errol is not 
a sycophant. Worthington does not hold his mortgage.” 

“ Mortgi^e I ” exclaimed Cynthia. The word always 
struck isri^ to her soul. 

•*3^ Wofthiugiag holds Mr:. Iliil's mortgage,” said 
Mr. JlJaves, more^pjan" ever Ix'side hiin.Helf at the sight 
of mlr suffering. “ That man’s tyranny is not to be 
home. We wiu*4iOt give up, Cynthia, I will fight him 
in this matter if it takes my last ounce of streugtli, so help 
me God 1 ” " v 

M&r^)0ffe I Cyntiim stink down in the chair ' by the 
desk. In spite of the misery the news hiui brought, tile 
thought that his father, too, who was fighting Jethro Bass 
a|l‘a righteous man, dealt in inert gagtjs and coerced men 
■0 do .his will, was overwhelming. So she sat for a while 
^Irtiirmg at the landscape on the old wall paper. 

V I wUi go to Coniston to-night,” she said at last, 

V “No,” cried the Judge, seking Ijer slieulder in his e** 
citement, “no. Do you think {hat I have been your 
friend — that I am your friend ? ” 

“Oh, Judge Graves — ” 

“ Then stay here, where you are. I ask it as a favor to 
me. You need not go to the school to-morrow — indeed, you 
oaiuiot. But stay here for a day or two at least, and if 
tliere *a any justice left in a free country, we shall have it. 
Will you stay, as a favor to me ? ” 

• , “ I will stay, since you ask it,” said Cynthia. “ I will do 
what you think r%Ut,” 

Her voice was wnaev, than he expected — much firmer, 
f He glanced at her ^ii£(^ly, with something very like a<l- 
miratipn i%Ps eye, 

“You are a good wema^ and a brave woman,” he said, 
ind^fWith this somewhattj surprising tribute he to^ his 
dbp^nre ‘instafitiy,:... 
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^Ibia vim left to lier th4GHQi||ht8^ md 
^’siiitj^omwfnl enougli^ Oae idea^*.li0i|evt5r^^ 
ongh them all, 'Mr* Worthi»j:rt;ciii^/’wlli^ pow^f ^0 
had lived long enough in Braiupto*i to iriloWir m%s ^j.n unjim^ 
mm JUEid a hypooritcv Tluit mought was both eweet anu^ 
hitter : aweet, as m fetribnticm ; aw’d bitt^r^becatMie wwi. 
Bob’s father. She realizcrl, now, that Bobi ne w these ibi Jig8» 
and she respected and loved him the inore^ if tl^t were 
poaeible, because he liad refrained from speaking of them 
to hen And now another tbooght oatne, and though she 
put it resolutely froni her, persisU»d. Was she not justi- 
ned now in marrying him / The reasoning wm Idie, m; 
she told herself. She had no riglit to separate .ijBob from 
las father, whatever his father might be* ;0i<i not slid 
still love Jethro Bass? Yes, but he had renounced his 
ways. Her luurt swelled gratefully as she stioke the 
words to hers^df, a ml she reflected that he, at least, had 


never hecn a 1< ypc^erile. 

Of one thing she was sure, now. Iil the matter of the 
school she Imd right on lier side, and she imist allow Judge ^ 
fi raves to do wljate\ er lie thought proper to maintain tlimE* 
right. If Is (lac f). Worthington’s character hUid been dif* 
fermt, this wtand not have been her de'-ision. Now she 
would not knivc Brampton in disgrace, when she had done 
notliiug to luciit it. Not tlmt s)c! believed that the judge 
wonld prevail against such mighty (kWs. So little did she 
think so tlial she presently, ixifb a degpondeiKyv wWch 
in all her troubles had not overtaken her — the despond- 
ency which comes even to the pure and the strong/ w^ 
they feel th«}- unji\st strength of the ^\'orld againsts^ihem. 
In this sbatc her eyes fell on the letter she hu<i started to . 
Miss Lucretia Fcaginuin, and in desperation she began to : 
write. ■ • 

It was a short letter, reserved enough, and qmte in 
ohatacter. It was riglit that she should defend 
which she did with dignity, saying tbit she ^ilieved 
committee had no fault to And witl| her diiti^, but th|f 
Mr, Worthington had seen fit to bring influence to b«ar 
upon them because of her conneet||n with Jethro 'Bass* 
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Siw Hot the whole truth, but Cjuthia could Hot brifig 
hieing to write Of that other reason. At the end she 
ashed, very simply, if Mhis Lucretia could find her 
something to do in Boston in case her dismissal became cer- 
tsin. Then she put on her coat, and walked to the post* 
oifioe to post the letter, for she resolved that there could 
be no shame without reason for it. There was a little 
more oWbr in her cheeks, and she held her head high,' pre- 
paring tbvhe slighted. But she was not slighted, and got 
more Jtfutations, if anything, than nsual. She was, in- 
deed^fe the right not to hide her head, and policy alone 
would have forbade it, had Cynthia thougltt of policy. 



CH-AFTER XV 

CONTAINING A OBAMATIC CLIMAX 

' f 

Public opinion h like the wind — it bloweth where it 
listoth. It whittled around Branipton the next dmy^ 
whiriinj? husbandn and wives apart, ami families into 
smithereens. Cramptoii had a storm all to itself — save 
for a sjni pathetic storm raging in Conistou — and all 
about a school-teacher. 

Mad Cjnlina beeD a certain type of woman, she would 
Lad all tL<- men on her side and all of her own mx 
aguinst Her. it is a dechled point to b t recorded in her 
fav(»r that she Ir.rl among hor sympall'iize^i:'^ as many Avomen 
as men. liie eX'dtemoJit of a <l,ay long remembered 

in linuupton > b>r Imt, when a score or more of chil- 

dren asst'ooLied i/i front of the little house, tramping dowm 
tile snow ort tJie grass plots, shouting for her to come to 
school with tlieni. Clilidren give no mortgages, or keep 
!io hardware stores. 

(lynthia, trying u> read in front of the fire, was all in a 
{rembleatthe sound of the higlopitehed little vpiees she 
had g^rown to !ovc, and she longed to go out and kiss the 
owners every onv. ifer nature, Loen-ver, Mhnuik from 
any act whi(!h laigio appear dramatic! or sensational. She 
could not rtfsisl going to the window and smiling at them, 
though they appeared but dimly — little dancing figures 
in a mist. Ami when they shouted, the more she shook 
her head ami ])Ut her finger to her lips in reproof and van« 
ished from their siglit. Then they trooped sadly on to 
school, resolved to make matters as disagreeable as pos^ 
sible for poor Miss Bruce, who had not offehded iu any 
way. ^ . 
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‘Then they trooped sAdly on te »hool.'"* 


CONTAINING A DRAMATIC CLIMAX 4# 

df iHm; 

been lo' 

fighi a»d i4k 110 tii'hfe journey thjTongh 

tim world ht> bad gsH^rod but little k9i6wled<^ of it. He 
bad limped home the night beto^e in a state ol anger of 
wMeh Cynthia find iiot believed him eanable. and ]):iajreap* 
peered in the sitting room in his bos* suit of bine. 

*• Where are yoijt gomg, Cotidii Eph? ’^ Cynthia had 
asked snspieioudyJ 

Never you tniEid^ Oynthy/’ 

But I <5o mind,*’ site said, catching hold of i|it sleevo. 
won’t let yon go until you confess.’" 

Trn a-goin’ to tell Isaac Worthington what I tbinlr 
of him, that’s wbar I’m a*-guin’<,” cried Ephraim — what I 
always hev thougljt of him sence he sent » sulmtitute to 
|khe war an’ ar-led treasonable h^re to haime talkin’ ag’fn^ 
'Lincoln.” 

Oh, Cousiii Ejih, you mustn’t,” said Cynthia, clinging 
to hiin with di her strength in her dismay. It hail titken 
every whit of her hifluence to persuade him to relinqtiish 
his pnrf>osc, ryntliiii knew very well tliat Ephraim meant | 
to lay bands on Mr. Worthingion, and it would indeed'*^^' 
have been a d:.^!astronH liovir for the ilrst citizen if the oid;;^ 
sohliar hud g4$i into his library. Cynthia pointed 
out, iw bee>t ^‘he might, that .it -would be an evil hour for 
her, loo, anti that her causa A\-ould be greatly injured by 
sucli a proceeding ; she knew very well that it would rain 
Ephraim, but be would not have listened to such an argu* 
inent. 

The next thing be wished to do was to go to Conkton and 
rouse Jethro. Cynthia's heart stood still when he oto- 
posed this, for it touched UMn her greatest fear, — ^ which 
had imptdled her to go to Coniston. But she had hoped 
and belie vM that Jetnro!^ knowing her feelings, Would do 
nothing — since for her sake he bad chosen to give up his 
power. Now an acute attack of rheumatism nad coxue to 
her rescue, and she succeeded in getting Epliraitn off to 
swathed iu bandages. 


Tuto ^othar', worthy of a pkee in 

draxim o(seurred that moraiw, and on^ 
Ephiaim^ Boor Ephraim ! Ilk wa^v hail fsvor 
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/ 1^10 iett had insisted upon hobbling away 

to the post-olBoe, wMm in doe time he was discovered by 
certam members of the Brampt-in Club nailing to the wall 
a mw mg^ing of Abraham Lincoln, and draping it with 
a Httla silk dag he had bought in Boston* By which' it 
will be seen that a portion of the Club were. coming back 
to their old haunt* .This portion, it may l>e surmised, was 
composed of such persons alone as were likely to be 
Welcomed by the postmaster. Some of these had gric^vau^es 
agaiiiiN^ Mr. Worthington or Mr. Flint; others, in more 
.pjntMsps^ons circumstiinces, might have been moved by 
these gentlemen ; stuL others might have been 
actuated largely by righteous resentment at what they 
deemed oppression by wealth and power. Tln^se members 
who came that morning comprised about omt-fourth of 
those who formerly had been in the habit of dropping in 
for a chat, and their numbers were a fair indication of the 
fact that those who from viirious motives took the part of 
the school-teacher in Brampton were as one io three. 

It is liot necessary to repeat t|ieir expressions of indig- 
nation and sympathy. There was a certain Mr. Gama- 
liel Ives in the town, belonging to an old Brampton 
family, who would have been the first citizen if tliat other 
first, citizen had not, by his rise to wealth aiid power, so 
completely overshadowtul him. Mr. Ives owned a small 
mill on Coniston Water below the town. He fairly bubbled 
over with civic pride, and he was an autlj<»rity oti ill! 
matters' pertaining U> Brampton’s history. ■ knew the 
‘‘Hyniii to Coniston” by heart. But we ar 0 digressing a 
little. . Mr. Ives, like that other Gamaliel of old, had 
exhorted hig fellow-townsmen to wash their lumda of the 
controversy. But he w^as an intimate of "Judge- Graves, 
and after telking with that gentleman he became a partisan 
overnight ; and when he bad stopped tc» get his mail ha 
had been lui(iE;id behind the window by the debate in prog- 
ress. He was in the midst of iicune linpronjptu^^r^ 
when he recognized a certabi brisk,- step behind Mm, 'ted' 
™ Isaac D. Wprthingten himself entered the sanctum ! ; 

It must be explained that Mr. WortMiigkm sometimes 
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had an importaat letter to be hgi^red'^^wUiEhM' 
to the :po8t-offioe with hU own handiu . -ito® 

— though not a member of the ,J0blwi|pl^a'’^ 
walked, as au overlord wiU, into any pii^at% 
choset and reooffnized no pattitions or bam<K{||i JfpW 
he handed the Tetter (addressed to a oeilsaiin pilp^ 
Cambridge, Massachusetts) to the postmaster* 

You will kindly register that and 'give me a rc^pt^ 
Mr, Prescott/' he Jiakl. • \ ; 

Ephraim turned frorfi his contemplation of the feature 
of the martyred j.^reH\dent, and on his face was fioinethiil& 
of the look it mioht have worn wlpn he confronted |pr 
enemies over the logworks at Five Forks. No, for thorp 
was a vast contempt in his gaze now, and he had had'^ 
contempt foi the Southerners, and would have shaken hands 
with any of them the moment the battle was over.. Mr* 
Worthington, in spite of himself, recoiled a little before 
that Ir^jh, fearing, perhaps, physical violence* 

^‘7 haiii’t a-guin’ to hurt you, Mr. Worthington,’^ 
Ephraim said, “^ but I am a-goin' to ask you to git out in! 
front, und mighty quick. If you hev any business with 
the postmaster, tliere’s the window/’ and Ephraim pointed; 
to it with his ^vno^HI linger. I don’t allow nobody bn^; 
my friends here, Mr, Worthington, and people I resect. 

Mr. Worthington looked ^ — well, eye-witnesses give 
various versions as to how he looked. All agree that hie 
lip trembled ; some say his eyes watered; at any rate, ho 
quailed, stood a moniont undecided, and then swung on 
his heel and walked to the partition door. At thw safe 
distiiuce he turned. . ' Z' 


’‘‘Mr. Fre.seoti/' ho said, his voice quivering with pas- 
sion and perhaps another emotion, “I will make it my 
duty to i‘e})(>rt to the postmaster-general the mannoir in 
which this is run. Instead of attending to yonr 

business, you make tliC place a resort for loafemahd idlam. 
Good morning, sir.'’ 

Ten minutes later Mr. Flint himself came to reglutfeT- 
the letter. But it was done at th^ window, and t|j^0 Ibefr 
era and idlers were still there. 
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miiaifa* Bad risen agatOt indeed, and the aetie® waa 
\m&m fast enough for the moat imjmtient that day. No 
sooner had the town heard with Imtad breath of the m- 
of the firei ciiiaen trom the inner mnctmrj of the 
the iiewa of another a^ent In^gain to go 
ll^e^ronnds. Mr. Worthington hml other and more im- 
portant things <o think am.nit than minor {'Kxstmaiterg, 
and iCfter his anger and — 5^08, and momenUiry fear had 
8tih8ided^;he forgot the incident exc^ept to make a mental 
BO'te ta,, remember to deprive Mr. rreseott of hh post- 
inaii^ra'hip, which he beiieved could ki done readily 
€«|dligli now that Jetliro Baas w^aa out of the way. Then 
he had stepiHHl into the bank, w^hich lu,* had come to regard 
aahte own bank, as he regarded mi>st instituliooH in Bramp- 
ton* He had, in the idd days, 'iK*e!> president of iu tm wc 
know. He afcepjx^d into tlic kink, and then — Ih? ste|>ped 
out again. 

Most peopy„ 1 ^TO experienced that sirtkly folding of the 
diaphragm u'h:oV;sa>metiim:S cmne^ from a nmlden aiKick* 
Mr. Wordiington hari ii now as h<' hurried up the stl^t» 
and ha pn^otiy diseovereJ that he was walking in *the 
direetioTi 0 p{,K»sib 3 to that of his own home. He crowed 
the street, made a pretence of going into ,Mr. {yoldihw^aiteha 
drug store, and liurried bac/k again. When he reached 
ids own library, he found Mr. Flint buny tlierc at his desk. 
■\Ii\ Flint rose. "Mr. Worthington sat down and began to 
puli the fvipers about in a manner which f)ctrnycd to liis' 
sei'iescbai (--vh'O knew every mood of Im inmim) mental 
l-.jcrt arbat ion. 

Fliiitd’ he said at hunt, st ri^dng his tost for an indiffer- 
ent accent, *%fet tiro Hum is luTe — I ran acroi^H him just, 
now drawing money in tbe bu.nk.^ 

‘'*1 could have told you tha.t t.his Uiiorning,'" anBwe,re«t 
Mr, Flint, ■“ Wtoeler, w^ho runs errands for him ?n CoriiS' 
too, drove him iu this marning, and lie’s toco with Ptdeg 
Hartingtoii for Uvo huurb over Hhermaii’e livery stable/’ 
JLu interval of rifeuee followed, during w^hieh Blr. 
WortMuftou shuffled with Ms letters and pretend^ to 
read them. 



'^'#mves has called a r*. 

8taiidt'’lu- remarked in the aaEOM|,§??asnaT T‘'.>,«^y 

a demagogiio, and mad as a loon. I belhs^o h \ 
one of our passes om?e, didn't .fee? ‘\.»^ ■« 
come in to get Hartingtoa to wo^" a'|p,t ‘ ^ 

be laughed out of liie town hall<" ot ouf/' 

1 guess youll ftnd Baas has ooifee' down for fo yim rtg’ 
Buid Mr, Flint, looklrig»^up iVoih a tfpoiS^fs' 

•^♦What do yo}j mor.tA’?^,' demiinded MJV/'‘'^hrfcmitgt*o^ 
changing hm atlftude k* one of Hai ceneas. But be was w^5i'^ 
aware that whutevv^r tone he toc^k with his sei^ieschafe ho 
never fooled him* ^ ' 

I oican what ( told* you yesterday," said Flint, 
you've stined up the dragon/' 

Even Mr. Flint did not know how like a knell his woihIs 
B ounded in Isaac Worthington's ears, 

M *>nsfoiBe I " ho cried, you're talking nonsense, Flint, 
Wc niaihied Jiuu too thoroughly Ihat; H©\vdlasny 
power euougSi left to carry his Ovm^fcown/' * 

All right,’* said the seneschal. 
y^Whai do yo\i mcaii by that*?” said his miMSter, 
e^arenn" irritatioj . - 

nieaii svhat 1 said yesterday, that we haven’t 
him at up. He had his own jreasons for going into hfei 
bole, Hiid he never would have come out again if yon 
goaded him. Kow Inds out-, and we’ll have to step arguiwl 
[TCtty lively, 1 can tell you. or hell tn'aim%us/\ * 

All of whicl. goes to show that Mr. Flint hwi dgjomf 
notion of im u and affairs. He became/ as may be p'r^f- 
dick d, the Imad of many material things' ia l^ter days, 
and he may Bomctiinc neappear in company with otfe^r 
characters in tins story. " X 

The sickly feeling in Mr. M'^orthingtoh's d|aphragmi||;44 
now returned. ? ’ ' ' 

** I think you will fifid you are mistakeiiS, J^lint/kfea 
said, attempting digh|t 5 » now. Very much .raia^ken:^’ 
Very well/' said jblha. perhaps 1 am. But I beU^H^ 
7/dull find k) left for the capital pnUhe elcVep. 
and if you take the trouble to inquitie from 
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will probably learB that tbe Tlirone Room it Jbetpoken for 
the sesnion/' 

All of that which Mr. Flint had predicted twrned oat 
to be true. The d^igori had indeed waked up* It all 
Ix^^an with the iiewe MiUjSkinner had got from the stage 
dttfor^iinpsai|;te(l to Jelhro m he mi reading about Hiawatha* 
And tmpfilile irubcd liad been that awakening* '|?his 
dragon did not bellow and roar and 1a«h hi» tail when he 
wa»:TOU»ed, but he stood upt and there secerned to emanate 
from him a lire wliicli frightened |>oor Milly Skinner, 
upset though she WfX$ by tlie news of Cynthia's dismisfiab 
(H^voiulrous and paradqgtical might of lore, wliich mm 
t^Plm the must powerful ol beasts, and stir them again into 
furies by a b)UciA 

Ooniston to tremble, as though tlie forces 

stretching themseryeR in the tannery house were sliaking 
the Tory ground, and the name of *1ethro Ihiss took on 
once more, m by magic, ^ t?M‘rible meaniag* When Veaiir 
vius is silent, pjgmi'Cs niay nnike fat^es on the very lip of ih,0 
cmter. and they on the slopes forge.t the !>hu’k terror of 
the. iiery haiL Jake Wheeler Ihuiself. loj/al as ho 
npfc'jCare to look into tiio m'uter now that he wassuunnouiK^^, 
bat a force pulled him all the way ip, the tannery hou*«e./ 
He left l'»ehiiid hint an awe-strickeu gatliering at fpe stor< 
composed of inhabitenls who liad recently spoken 
ingly of tlie volctino. ■ 

are getting a little mixed in our mcdaphi^^tB 
iioM and dragons and volcanoes, and yet iione^thepare too 
strong to re|:H'esent Jvthro Bass when he heard j|Eat» Isarc 
Worthingtf^a Imd Juid the teacher dismissiNi Ijsitoi Brahij}- 
ton lower school. He did not stop to then that 

Ectioa might distress her* Tiie beast in awoke again ; 
the desire for vengeance -on a nian vyhom be Imd hated 
most of his ll|e, and who'' now hM ilared to cause paiii to 
the wonmitw^ioin -he l<»ved with all his s<|nb and aren idol- 
ized/was too great to - mist. H|»>bad\ nd' of re- 

aiafeng it, the waters of it 8 W|»t, 0 V 6 r'%is soul Eke , the 
Amntic oi?er a lost wai||d etmife. Imac 

Werlhih^^ if it took the last breath from his body. 
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V Jake went to the ta^nei;;^ honmiiAd ■■^eh*.- l'}}^^prde,m 
— orders of which he made a great m0l^cy 
the vitore. although thev consisted :^pty of direction# to 
be prepared to drive Jethro to Biafepion the Be:sfc moru- 
itig. But the look of the man had fnghtjaied gjake 
had never seen vengeance so indelibly written cte that 
face, and he had never before realised tJio flirible pemer 
of vengeance. Mr. Wheeler returned from that meeting 
in such a state of P :pidation that he found it necabary to 
accompany liias to a certain keg 5u the cellar ; after which 
he found hi i tongue. His description of Jethro’s appear- 
aiico awed liis i>earers, a:»d Jake declared that he would 
not be in Isaac Worthingion’sshoes for all of Isaac Worthj^ 
ington’s rrKUK.y. There were others right here in Comstohi 
Jake hinted, who might now find it convenient to emigrate 
to the far West. 

Jeihro’s fa«,e had not changed when Jake drove him 
out of Coiiistnn the next mo”;iing. Good Mr. Satteriae 
saw it, and felt thj t the visit he had wished to make would 
have been useless: Mr. Amos Outhberi and Mr, Sam 
Price sa# ih from a safe distiinec within the store, and it 
is a filet Mr. Ihiee seriously thought of takfhg 

Mr. Wheeler's advice about a resident e, in the West t 
Mr. Cuthbert, of a stenuu’ nature, made up his mind to be 
hung and quartci ed. A few minutes before Jethro walked 
into liis of(i« e o\ ‘r the livery stable, Senator Peleg Hart- 
irigton would denied, with that peculiar and^ mourU'*^'' 
fill R 0 om 4 )f vhic!i tie whh master,* tliat Jethro Bass could ' 
ever again liave any infiuence over him, Peleg was, 
irnleed, at tiiat tnoment preparing, in his own way, to 
make overtures to the party of Isaac D. Worthington. 
Jetliro walked into the office, leaving Jake below 
Mr, Sherman ; and Senator Hartington was very glM 
he had not made the overtures. And v when he aige': 
companied Jethro to the station when he left for tba 
capital, the stator felt that the eyes of men were UjpoB 
him. 

And Cynthia? Happily, Cynthia passed the day in 
ignorance that Jethro diad gohh through Brampton. 

' -'jt ' - .''i‘ 



' co^isToir,'' 

Bpiirimi. though he knelt bf it, did not speadf ^f^St wh^ 
he feline home to hk <Jintier ; Mr. Graves had c^alJed, aiilP 
iafornfed her of the meeting iit^ho town InUi that liigbt. 
It is our only eininee," ho saiii olniunitoiy, in answer 
to her protests. VVo mast lay the case }>efore the people 
of Brampton. If they have not the cimrage to right the 
‘wrong, and fdree your rtu^:^u■attnrlelrt tiui>ugh piildie opin- 
ion there, is nothing more to be (iono/' •* . • 

To the idea of having a mass meeting concern- 

ing hen^lf was partioularly re|>elleBt. 

0|il 3 ndge Grav^^M ! ’’ she dwd, it there mix\ any #t}:icr 
please cfroit the matter. There arc plenty of teachers 
— he acw^ptaUe to erorybocly/' > 

'^Oymthia,'’ said tlie judg^\ •*! can uadersuind that ihii 
publicity is very palnCurto you. 1/fcg y‘U.i to ne.oeiubbr 
tJiat ’we are contciuiing for a principle. In mich vmm “tlin 
individual must In? sacriti<jed to the t^iunniou gtHKl/* 

““Bui 1 cannot go t.o tlm mceti?ig — 1 4'.annni/^ 

^ No,*’"' said the judge; **• I doah ttdnk thaJ. will be 


rmcmmjty. ' 

Alter ’he was gone, she O'Othirig but tlm., 

horror of Itavijig her name-— yos, and Ue.r character — dis^^ 
cussed hi clati public phu'C Kami it seemed lo her, 'if sl|e 
listened, she cotild hear a clatter of lougues ihroiighotil- 
tine ItUigth o’f linunptoa Street, and that she must fai'ii; 
stop h<f,r ears or go mad. The feW'iadies wiio called ddr-**' 
mg the day out of kindhiess ot^'^n-riosity^ or botli,^^pf!y 
added to her torture. She was not one lyho .could' b|K!ii’' 
Imr heart to acquaintances ; the curious ones got 'but little 
satisfaction, and the kind Bum thought her cold, and thm^ 
did not perceive tiud she was really grateful fcir their Httlo 
attentiojiB. Cfratitud^on-en'ch occaddns, tiocH not alwayil- 
wnski in jKmring;^;,bdt o^d6*s , j^onWes in the 
■visitors. ' '1 

'So the visitors we^'bome, pondering wb 
worth while after aSl to tliemseives in the 

of ancle a .sclf-contoined 'and self-reliant young, 

In spxto of aii her effoit|,.-Cyiithia had aeyer wholfy'.sdc- 
eeedt^^ii in mdking the Bfaiapto» ladies 



. ^Bi®8B^rv)0 -'nAidhi |sras evBti ^firreat from^fecir owm‘ 

Ah i^^mAee^ ah the predtciimm ^ Mr. W<>nM«|jtQii 
serried likely Jfed. a«^ it ioolM m if Judge 

would have a Ufjelessbil] U>pay forgiw? tlieiiew towu^h^l^ 
Tha judge hadjSi^ver l>e^n a man who could oom|»ei a foJi i 
and bo had no miignetism^ v ith which Imd a 
^^cattse.;>tbe* town tradeaineti^ especially those iu the neiir 
brick Bock, Would 6#chary as to risfctng tln^ displeasuifC' 
of thi^ best ciistoiuor. At half-past, ^vea Mr/ Graves" 
came In, alone, and sat on the platfdrm staring" grimly at 
^is gas. Is there a lecture^, or a pfaywrighi, or a politi- 
cian, who has not, aV^uo or another, been m the 

judo’s place? Who Vaimot with him as be 

watohed the thiu aila hesitating of peoplo out ol 

the corner of his eye as they at the door? The 

}u<igo flespisc d tin m withidl soul, Tjut it is faummi 

naliire not to v/lsh to sit in a hali or a theatre tliat is three^ 
quarters empty . 

At sixteen minutes to eight a mild excrtement o<seurred ^7 
an incident of Home signflcance which served to defc^uV 
many ^waverers. ^^eleg Hartington walked bpy^ 

the aisle, and the jadge^;^d&e_aud shc»i>k hi|a by4li^. hand, ' 
and as J)meon Hartington he was the 

platform. The senator's personal inflliiijnbe wis not to 
be ignored ; and if had safiiced^to carry his district in thd' 
last eleclioii against the Wuiihington forces, in spite of 
the alK.1ication of Jethro Biiss. Mr. Page, the editor of 
the:07anVoi, Senator Hartington’s organ, was also on the 
platform. But where Mr. Ives-? Where was t}^0^ 
^Gamaliel who had been surJi a warm' partisan in 
oflitse iliat iiioraing ? ^ 

**Saw him outside the hall-— wahiPt but len mindtlEHi^ 
said Deacon Hartington, sadly; ‘;jiA5tiought he/'ijy^ 
’i^oibin’ in.'’ ' ^ 

Eight o'clock caiiie, and no Mr^<ti^es ; ten minutes piftt 
— fifteen minut^vs past. If *:iie Uruth must be told, Mr. 
-IVes bad been on the threshold of the hall, and 
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poor sprinkling of people there ^ad decided 
fains, ^iror. Ives had a natural aversion to beiiig laughed 
at, M walked back on the <iarke»^ side of the' street 

Wished heartily that he )iad stuck to his original 
^'<5rainaiiiel*adv(K'jacy of no interference, of allowing the 
Supreme Judge to decide. Such opinioiis were inevi- 
tably kist, Mr- Ives wiis well aware, though not always 
handed down inunediatel v* If he were to humble the first 
citken, Mr. Ives reflected- that a better opportunity might 
. preaeni itself. The w'hmtle of the up-tniii'i nerve^l to 
strengthen his resolution, for he was reminded thereby 
that his mill often had occasion to ask favors of the Truro 
Railroad* 

In the meantime it Wixs twenty minutes |mst eight in the 
lowit hali, and Mr. Graves had nut mpped for order. 
Deacon Hartington sat as motionless as a stork on the bor- 
ders of a glassy hike at sunrise, tlu,» jtnlgf? had begun seri- 
ously to estimate the gas bili, and Mr. laid chewed 

up the end of a pencil. I'herc wa.s one, at least, in the 
audience of wliom the judge could l>e sure. A certain old 
soldier in blue sat uiu'ompromisingly on the front bench 
witli his bauds crossed over the head oi his stick ; hut the 
ladies and geniletiien nearest the door were iKjginning to 
vanish, one by one, silontlv a» gliosts, when suddenly 
th(‘ judge sat up. He would have rubbed his eves, had ha 
been that kind of a man. Four jxwsons had entered th<‘ 
hall— he was sure of it — ^ and witli no unceriaiu steps 
as if frigiitcFied by Sts emptiness. No, lliey tnui’ie isddly. 
And aft^n- them tr<K)ped others, and still oiliers were heard 
in the street Iwyond, not whisjK?ring, but talking in the tin- 
miatakabfe tonm of people who haii more oonujig Indiirid^ 
therm Yes, and more camel It was no illusion, or delu*' 
sion: there they were tilling the hall as if they meant u> 
stay, and buz/ing with excitement. The judge wm quiwr* 
;ng with excitemenl iiow% but he, too, wavs only a spectator 
ISlfee^rama. And what axlrama, w'ith a mimcle-play for 
•' Brampton J 

Mr.' Page roie^f^O;llbilMl ollivir and leaned over the edge 
of the platform tliat soiaetfaing might fee whispered in hi» 
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€kr. The news, whatever it wee, wai:^j»r^t?yvjd^M 
iiig,?;.flid after the first shocks t«rn^'^1»impait;ir 
'Grafts: bat turaed too late, for the |ipge''hadii®i|^^^ 
rapped for order and wasjcl^iing hie throat, “ 
not account foi this e >ilraor(iiiiary md ualoc>k^d-for au^ 
ence, among whom he spied many who hid"^ thought it 
wLter not to protest agaiiA*^:. the dictum of ^^'^t citizen, 
and many who had professed t-frlMdieVo tha^ti|»|^teacher''s 
connection with J<^thro liass a good amiP^ufficieni 
reason for (hsmissai: The jnd^e was prepared to take 
advantage ot the whatever its cause. f 

‘‘ Ladies and gentlemen/^ he said, ‘‘ I take the liberty of 
calling this oioetilig to order. And before a chairman te 
elet^tedv I me^in to ask your indulgence to explain my pur- 
poses in requesting the use of this hail to-night. In our 
svstern of government, the inalienable and most precious 
gift--’' " ■ . ' . 


\\ haiever the gift was, the judge never explained. He 
pairs.'d at^ the words, and repeated then^, and stopped alto** 
gothto becunso no one wiis paying any attentiori to him. 
dlie hall w:is alinoKt full, the people had risen, with ahum, 
and as onn ?ijan lia<l turned toward the dorn* Mr. Qataaliei 
Ives was tnunipluuitl y inandiing down the aisle, 
him was — well, another penson. Nay, persona^ would 
perhaps Ixj the better word. 

Let us go ba<dc for a moment. There descended from 
that; train of vvhj fj we have heard the whistle a. lady with 
features of n > ordiiuuy moulding, with curls ami a string 
bonnet and a cloak llmt seemed strangely to harmonize 
wdfch the im'.ly's character. Sln^ had the way olltee in au- 
thority, ami Mr, tdicrman himself ran to opeOjUlll^'door of 
his only closed carriage, and the di i ver galloped, < 3 ® .with her 
all the way to tlie Brampton lb»usr. Once there, The lady 
seized the pen as a snUlier sen 's t’jo sword-|j''^<|_ wi'Oti* her 
natne in most uncomproinisirg < iiaraelers 
Mw$ Jjttcretia Pemiim 
to her room. 

Miss Lucre tia Penn 

ill the. reflected 


ail. I hen She marcued up 

itoan, iiii'tlvorof^e '** Hymn to Cou- 
, gkuy cf wliose fime'-Bramptoa: had 
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thirty yeara! Whose name wm^ lm4^ 
whose poem was recited at every Fourth of July fi|i|||^ra- 
tion, that the very ehildreii might learn it and bouor 
poser! Stnitfordon-Avou is not prouder of Shakespeare 
tbaii Brampton of Miss Lucretia, and now slie was come 
Ijacki iinhcrfdded, to her birthplace. Mr. Ibiiaes, the clerk, 
looked at the handwriting on the l>ook, and vvotild not be- 
lieve his own sight until it was voucluid for by sundry 
eitiieUii^'Who had follo^ved the lady from the station — on 
foat* And then tiifire was a to-do. 

Send for Mr. Gamaliel fves; serai for Miss Bruce, the 
librarian; send for Mr. Page, editor of the Olumm, and 
notify the first <dtizen. lie, iudetHi, c<Hild not be sent Utit\ 
hut bad he known of lier ct^ming he would undoubtedly 
have had her met at the }vf>rtals and prcHcnted with the 
keys in gold. Up and down the street new the news which 
overshadowed ainJ blotted (uit ail otht^r, and the poor litilo 
school-teacher vviis forgot ten. 

One of these notables was at hand, though he tiid not 
deserve to i^t. Mr. riainalici lve.< setit ufj his f;ard U> Miss 
Luomtia, aiul was shown dcfereniialiy inO'> parlor, where 
he sat mo|;>|>ing his brow ami growing hot aiul cold by 
turns. How would the cekdmty treat liinx? The eebf> 
rity herself arnswered the question by e*'itori?ig the room 
in such ^liUA■iy uKtinntr as he had expected,, to tfxe rustle i>f 
the brnibazine. Where upon,- Mr. Ives bounced out of bis 
chai,r and benved, tlutugh km body was rioi formed to l>emi 
that way. 

yyMiss fhmninian/’' he exclaimed, ‘Hvbal an honor for 
Biifcmpton ! And what a [deaxure, the gii^;ter l>»*causc xo 
unex fleeted, ! How cruel nc»t to have giv^ju us warning, 
and we e4>iild bav<* greeted you m yoiir great fame deserves ! 
You could never kikc' time fmm your great duties jU> accept 
the invitations of oi,ir likmry' eommittccy alas ! But now 
that y^ou .are here, you will fiod^ a warm welcome, Miss 
Peiimtnan. , How long Whm l-^eeii — thirty yearn, — you 
see 'I know it to ’ a ^day, ;.|::birfcy ■ yeaw since yon left us. 
Thirty years, I may say, Wt'hav|j kept Imming the vestal 
fire in your worship, hopingfor this hour.’" 



< MCaet Luaretia may have . 

propriety 'of the: reference %■ 

^ {^tneliel/’ slie said aharr ^MAghvs:^ up imd ^ doiCt 
■talk .|ion«en8€ to me. I’w hau" yo’ ^ o/t' aify kbee, w ■ idt IltBeyir ■ 
ydtir mother und father. ” ^,;, 

f Jamaliel did slraightoh up, as th.nugjrMiss Loervtiaft^ad 
Bppliad a Iwmp of ice la the small of liis buck. /So it i« 
wlidti the litorary deities, vestal oi othenvise, watj^ to 
their StraifardB* Tirjre are surprises in sture 

for the people they have had on their kimes, and for Blbeistfc" 
‘'Mianiiihel/' said Miss Lucretia, I want to »06 the 
prudeothil tomiuitlee for the village distiict.” 

‘‘The prudential committee ! Mr. Ives fairly shrieked 
the words io lus astoiKKhment. 

‘^1 tried to spi al: plainly/’ said Miss Lucretia. 
are on that conunittee ? ' 

Exra Graves/'’ said Mr. Ives, as though meehanie^y'' 
cfunpciled, o -r his Lead w,as spinning round. EacraOmyes 
ai'^vays has run it, until now. But he’s in the town bafl/’ 
What’H },$u doing tlieie i’” 

Air. Ives was lu fooL Some inkling of the facts began 
to shoot t!»r^>ngli his; brain, and he sa%v his chanc^ie, 

“ lie caih'^d a mass meeting to protejst against thc/dis- 
misHitl of a teacher.” ' 

** Gamaliel/’ said Miss Lucrelia, *^you will conduct me 
to that mooting. I will get^'piy 

Mr. Ives vr:tsio4 || o time in the and hp Myly 

ran o-ift- the . Miss Lnct^tia i’enni man visas’’ in 

town, and w'ould attend the mass niecting. Kow, indt|||,' 
it was txi be -a iiu^ks meeting. .Iwa}^ no^v 
broadcast, and peof^le threw t>fl‘ their imr|>et,,i!ipp^ 
dressing gowns, and some who had gone 
again. Mr. Dodd heaird it, and. changed his slioes tii,r©e 
times, and his intenti^ms three ijhould he 'go, 

or should he not ? Already he h^rd ■ iii'ftiigiiiattoii ' .me;, 
Iwt distant note of the jxipulace, and he was not of 
toatal to defend a Bastille or a Louviti for his royal mailer" 
with the list drcj|;i of hb blood, ■' /" 

In the meantime (iaoialiel wm o0Bdtteting\|fiite 



' towai^ tovhi speaking in no mmsumi 

inmB of iftdigil||ion of theWinging. truckling qualities of 
tljat very Mr.. jDodd. The injustice to Miis Wetherell, 
which Mr, Ifisil^ieaplaiDad as well as he could, made his 
Uood boil: BO lie declared. 

And now we'^are back again at the njeating, .when the 
juc^, witln his hand on his Adam's apple, is pronouncing 
tihe word gift/' Mr. Ives is triurnpliaiitly marching down 
the aisle; escorting the celebrity oi Brampton to tlie plat- 
form, and qnito aw’^an^ of tlie heart hunuags of his fellow- 
citias<^s on the Ixuiches. And Miss Lucictia, with that 
stern composure with which celebrities accept public situ*^ 
atioiis, follows up the ete(>M ns of right and takes the cluiir he 
assigns her beside the chainUan. l‘he judge, still grasping 
his Adam’s apple, stares at llie newcomer in amjizenictti, 
and reeognizCvS her in spite of the years, and trembles. 
Afiss Lucretia Penriiman ! B1 tit her was not more welcome 
to Weliingt{a), or Lafayette to W;ishington, tiuiu tvas Miss 
Lucre tia to Ezra f < raves as he turned his back on the audi- 
ence and huwed to her deferentiaHy. Tlicn he turned figwin, 
cleared his tllfoat once more to collect his senses, and was 
about to utter the familiar words, “ We have with us to- 
night,'’ when they were taken out of bis mouth — takto'i 
of his moutli^ by otie who had in all conscdencc stolon 
enough thumier%or one man, — Mr. Gamaliel Ives. 

** Mr, Lhairman/’ said Mri;rlves, taking a alight droppiitg 
of tlie judges lower jaw for recognitioiu "^and ladies and 
gciUJemcn of Brampton. It is onr great good fortune to 
i||¥e with us to-night, most tinexprctetlly, one of whom 
iframptou is, and for many veal's has Ixxu'm justly proud/’ 
(('heei*s.) One whoso career BHirBpt/>n has followed, with 
a mothers eyes .and witli a m<^thcr s heart. One who has 
chosen a broadef field for the exercise tlK.*tee great powers 
wdih whirh :\*ature endowed her than Branrpimi could vc. 
One who hm taken her place among the luminaries of lit- 
eratmi^ of her time*’* ((iKeei’S. ) *n>ne who hm done 
morO'timn, an?.'Othei: wmihan of her , generation t<HV;trd the 
uplifting of "ibe, mx which honors/’ (fJlmers and olaic 
pmg of ** And who^ though her lot has Mleoj 




Coni ''lion f''ThyvfcHi|y form twae' 
iiiine lii etiie dr#‘<tr/ 


rir. Cbftiroiati and fellovv«tow»®m^n and woni6li, T harl 
tUe extumie honor o£ introducing to yuu on*® 
lova and revere^ thp. ?.nthor of the ^ fl3»!nn''toConi8tah,^|;i!i0;, 
editor of thf* Jfowuinif Mmr^ Mfes Lucretia r. 

(Lond and ]on_^'-r.«)nti?jued applauwa.) ** 

Well might Brampton })e proud, too, of Gamahel Ivan, 
president of it8 iiterary club, who could makeaiieh a apceeh 
as this on such' afadrt': notice. If the truth told, iho, 
literary club' had Miss Lucretia no less tluin^seVen 
invitations, and the speech Mr. Ives had intended 

to m.-ike on iho.^'e seven occasions. It was unqrioKtionabljr^a 
iHiai.sr*eeeh, and Jmlge Gravo'^ or ho other chairmp^n should 
him out of inaKoig it. Mr, Ives, with a wave of !ii» 
ham! lowai’'! XMe celebriiv, sat down by no lueans dissatis- 
lltol wUh Ikioora'lL Wdnat did he carefaow' the fiMge glared* 
J.Io <.}id ine: -'a.'* how s!,idiy Miss Lucretia mt in her' chair. 
Sho eouhi not hikfi* him on her knee then, but she would 
have liked to '' 

Mi;>s Lucretia rose, and stood quite as slilBy aa she hkd 
sat, and the judge rose, too. He was very angry, butf^is 
was not the looe get even %vith Mr. lees. As It turi’ied 
out, he did not nct*d to l>oiher e.hont getting even. , 

Ladies 4ud gcrjUen>en/\<aid, lur, ‘■Gn the alisenceof 
other chah'Xjiian 1 t xke pleii^uro in introducing to you A:Iis$ 
Lucretia Betniinnou’' 

More a{)|d,iiunsc wiw started, but Miss Inaejretia put a stop 
to it by thc^ liftuig of a hand. Then there a^|»#eathlesg 
s'iMiice. Then she cast her ejvmsammid the halt,,it8 though 
daring any* (me to h,rc*ak that silence, aod tinally tli-ey 
upon 'Mr. Ives. 

I'Jhaimmn,*' she said, with an inelinatiori tawm# 
the judge, ^\my friends — for I hO'pe you will he. my friepdB' 
when bav^ finished** (Miss Lu^'etia made it quite 




, by* iter lone Umi it etltirely dep^pde^ 
they yfotild l*>e or ^ot), bere 

thill this mlnf a i:«e4iiug'' t40 iia 

^hfijastioe* arid' tiot‘% f^aiit ''of Ktemturc -fctaldrjs m 
Gamaliel 1 ^n&iM te «nppo<tie/' 

■RIwb panaed^ add when the finrt; lihpck amasseiiieiit iflist 
. p^iai aisf'andible Utter ‘ ran^^ through mi^L 

lyae''aqmrtned vimMv- ; 

Mil** nidkel |ilw Luendiar' V'**'’' 

YArtI* fiw'o ijuque -lioiiahly r%!it, Mis« P^iiniiimn,’'’ 
s,wered tW ohairm.aii^ ming», ^ 

*'*Tli 0 'n I will pme.e6d/''«aid MIm Larretia.^ "‘f-ip'-ale 
tiu'j ‘Hymn w Many ymi's when. 

y^'HingOA and yet it is true .tliat I hive alwa_ya renstonil^^re^ 
llrfimptx^a wilb kindly teeiiugs. The friends (d; i.»»ir jrc’uth 
ari^ dte.r ns. .We iook indnfgently upon the';’ faiiinga, 
even m they \lo er-j onm. 1 have Bcanned th»'- Mce^ lihre 


ai t!;e hull '“ind tiicre are tlu-tt Lave fu>i 

(diaiig^^4''<b«y^u*d rv'cogiidinri ia thirty %x*i'ire, Kj:ra 
I rein -mben and it :s a*pieasiire to ?>oo- him ir* thtii rhair:*^' 
(Mr. inclined hi^ Iw^k'U reverehti)'* knew 

how the inner man e^tulted/) ‘‘But there was 
was <d‘ten in Bratnpkei in those Mim Luerrtia 

iunn'd, ‘‘whom wc aif lowd'and willi wdiora we 
J^lilLand 1 ^ nd^n 'I |^vl 

1fe:.'h.avo' ofttoiasl ilKHlgbl ot heC/ ; Her w 

her hand, now iii'''ihe 'Votieiile, "‘her wss 

C)^tthia Ware.’’ :■ 

'■' '*riiere Wiis a decided stir afnong the audieno^^ and 
leaned ' forward to catch every word. 

♦‘ Even old ueople may have an said Mias LiicretiX 

“ and you. will forgive me for speaking of mine, where 
shouM'' I speak oi it, if not in this village, fimong those 
•who kjiew her and among their childten ? Cynthia "Wai^; 
"aldtertifh she w^as y<runger than 1., hAs teen rny idea!, aiifd 
She was the daughter oi tlie’Kev* Samuel Wa» 
off^omsion, and a descepdint of Captain Tim Pr«e^^ 

wbom^JJe^^l^^Stiirk ‘^lled- Tim/ She wi^ 

^ a woman sbv>ipi te, in iatelleek 
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• 

all tliat U ignobla aiid' and In bm 
her friemk.*^ ^ Here the handherohief came 
out c^the reticule. **She went to Boatou to teaeii 
and some time afteward I was offered a position 
in Kew York.» and t never savr her again* But she 
married in Boston a man ol learning and literary at- 
tainments, though bis health wm feeble and he was 
poor» William .Wetbereli.’^ (Another stir.) ‘‘Mr. Wether* 
ell was a gentleman — Cynthia Ware could have married 
BO other and he came of good and honorable per pie in 
Por,tS'uspUttu Very receittly I read a collection of lettera 
which' he wrote to tlu? Newc^Mle Guardian^ n-hich some of 
you may know^I did not trust uiy lovn judgment m 
those letters, 'blit I took them to an author whose name is 
known wdi€>rever -English in spoken, but .which I will not 
mention. And the author oppressed it- kn his oj>inioiu in 
writing to me, tliat William Wtaiiercll Wiis undoubtedly a,,, 
genius of a high order, andbthat he would have l^een so 
recogmized if lib'^ had giv^eii himachauee. Mr. Wctherelh 
after his wife died, was iaktoi in a dying coiuhiinn to Core- 
kton, where he was fornsh in order to earn Ids hying, 
to iMH’iome the storekeeper there. Ihit he t<'K)k hk books 
With him, and frmnd time to write the letters of which 1 
have BiK’ikcn, and to give his daughter an *‘arly education 
gticb as few gith have. 

. “ My friends, I am lejol^d to see that the spirit of jag* 
tice and the sense of righi: are as strong in Brampton lii 
they used to ]m — strong enough to fill this town hall to 
overflowing Ixicause a teacher hm wuxtoglj — yes, and 
iriiqnitously — disinksed from the ienver schoolv’^ 
ther€> mm. a considerable stir, and many wonrlorod, whether 
Mi|$a Lucretia was aware of the irony in her ward'ii;*,) 1 
say wrongly and iniquiumsly, bocause f' .haw had the 
pppartanity in Boston this winter of learniiji|j to kmm and 
low /'that ■teMh«ir. , i -am iiot_„mvett to ration, my 

friends,' and when I teilvyou/AiS I know her. that her char- 
acter k m high and pure , as her mother’s, I can say no 
I ajprrhere to trii you to-night because I do not 
telle^fe you 'know }| 0 St-af'’il..do!;r^. 'During the seventy years 




CUT^TAINJNG A DSAMATM 

^ lived I have growa to have bat 

jjp^rd deraofistaraticjci, lo beliotB in deeds |iiu atiaini 
rather than expressions. And t)A hi ter fitness to 
I believe that evcix the pmdential obmmittee coaid ftedl 
Ojj fo.nlt with that-’’ (lAfbnder whether Mr* Dodd was m 
the back of the hall.) can find no fanlt with it. I 
am constantly cfilled upon to recommerd and 1 

tell yon I sliould have no hesitatioa in sending €JyntMA 
WeGioreli to a high sclyooi, yT>ui% as she is* 

And now, iny friends, why was she dismissed? . I have 
heard the facets, tliough not from her. Cynthia Wether^ 
does not know that I have come to Bramptom anless nome- 
IxHiy has told her, and did not know that 1 was coming. 

I have heard the facts, and4 find itdiflScult to believe that 
BO great a wTong could attempted against a woman, 
^n<l if the name of C-yntJiia Wetherell had meant no more 
|k) me tlian the lettens in it I should have travelled twice 
|s fir as hU'iimpton, oi^i '<is I am». to do rny utmost to right 
hat wioug. I give you my word of honor that I have 
|evtr teen so iodignant in my life. I do not come here to 
tir up emmitiis ainorig you, and I will mention no more 
lames. I prcf<^ to brlinve that the prudential committee 
this <listrict has made a mistake, the gravity of which 
fiey must now realize, and that they will reinstate Cynthia' 
yethercll to-morrow. And if they should not of their* 
|VPli free will, I ha'. * only to look around this meeting to 
eoin inced thr.t tiii\y will be compelled to. Compelled 
, my friemls. \>y the sense of justice and the righteous 
Ifdignation of the citizens of Brampton.'" 

Miss Lueretia sat down, her strong face alight with tte 
writ that was in her. Not the least of the compelling 
Irces in this w^orld is righteous anger, and when it is ojter**: 
*»ed by a man a woman whose life luis been a contmifal 
irfa re against the pests of wu'oiig, it is w(dl-nigh irres^f^ble* 
|hile you could count five seconds tiie audience sal^lent* 
then began such tumult and applause as hadrnever 
teen in Brampton— aE started, so it is by an 
Mdicr in the front row with his slick. Isaac 0/W otH^ 
mtsiitiiig alone in the library of ^ 

'"STm ^ ■ 



comsTois 


BO nedd to send for Mr* Flint to ask what it was, 
SEi^o had fired the Third Estate, And Mr. Dodd 
mkrd it. lie may have been in the hall, but now he sat 
at hom€% seeing visions of the lantern, and he would have 
fled to the palace had he thought to get any sympathy 
from his sovereign. No, Mr. Dodd did not hold the lias- 
t|l|e4ii:.even fight for it. • Another and a better man gave 
rtt|i|B|keys, for heroes are sometimes bidden away in meek 
who wear spectacles and have a stoop 
fco shouldei-s. Long before the excitement died 

nyf^^yM uoken men were on their feet shouting at the chair- 
minv;jind among them was the tall, stooping man with 
spe^acH's.' He did not shout, but Judge Graves saw him 
aniT made up his mind that this was the man to speak. 
The chairman raised his hand and rapped with jiis gavel, 
and %t length he had obtained silence. 

“ Cadies and gentlemen,” he suid, “ I arn going to 
recognize' Mr. Hill of the prudential comniitiee, and ask 
him to step up on the platform.” 

There fell another silences as absolute as the first, when 
Ml*. Hill walked down the aisle and climbed the steps. 
Indeed, people were stu})(dlod,,.for the feed dealer was a 
man who bad neVoi^ opened lus nioutk itf town-meeting ; 
who had nevcj' taken an initiative of any ktud ; who had 
allowed othervinen to take advantage of him, and had - 
never resented it. And haw ho was going to speak. 
Would he defend the prudential committee, or would he 
deulai’e for the ietieher ? Either course, in Mr. HilFs case, 
lequij'e^I courage, and he had never been credited with 
any. if Mr. Hill was going to speak at all, he was going 
to stmdrlle. 


He reached the platform, bowed irresolutely to the 
chailmau, and then stood awkwardly with one knee ber/t, 
peering at his audience over his glasses. He began with- 
out any address whatever. 

waul^ to say,’^ he began in a low voice, ‘Hbat I had 
iS> of cokuin^ to this meeting. And I am going 

to* cpflfess — I am going to confess that I was afniid ki 
oomb-’* He raked Im voice a liMe deiiauti|^ at the worfis. 



^twm Mmd.to^ji><m^ for l 

thing I am going tsb do now. | A.n4 y«t 

00 ^ 4 >vtiit to Mf that my eo$|menc6 haa bc«n 

clear since, as » memiber of the prudential committee, 

I gave myp^’ 0 BBent to the disxaissai of^Miss VVetheii^. 

I know thfi* I was iufliienaed by personal and selfish^c^nr 
r' siderations which shouhl have mui no weight. Arid 
^ listening to Miss Pe^jaiman I take this opportunffcy 
declare, of my own Mh will, that I will add my yote tn 
that of Judge Graves to reinstate Miss M^etherell.” 

Mr. Hill bowed slightly, and was about to desocOd the 
steps wlicn the chairman, throwing parliamentary dignity 
to the winds, arose and seized the feed deale/s hand. And ; 
the people in the hall almost as one man sprang to their 
feet and cheered, and . some — Ephraim Prescott among 
these — even waved their hats and shouted Mr; HilPs 
name. A New England audience does not frequei^tly for- 
get itself, but there were few present who did not under^ 
stand the heroism of the raan^s confession, who were not 
carried away by the simple and dramatic dignity of it. He 
had no need to mention Mr. Worthington's name, or specify 
the nature of his obligations to that gentleman. In that^ 
hour Jonathan Hill rose high in the respect of Brampton, 
and some pressed into the aisle to congratulate him on his 
wny back to lus seat. Not a few were grateful to him for 
another reason, lie had relieved the meeting of the ne- 
cessity of taking any further action : of putting their nsimes, 

; for instance, hi their enthusiasm to a paper which the first 
j citizen might see. 

Judge Graves, whose sense of a climax was acute, rapped 
tor order. 

^ Ladies and gentlemen,” he said^ in a voice not wholly 
free from emotion, will all wish to pay your 

to the famous lady who is with ub. I see that the iRey* 
Mr. Sweet is present, and I suggest that we adjourn, 
he has favored us with a prayer.” 

minister came forward. Deacon Harldrigton 
dropped hie head and began to flutter; Jiis eyelids. The 




casrisT^J 



Bnt Mu» liluirotiia did not like being called ** a fanOfsi 
Wj.”’ 



CHAPTER im 

s-iom liVVHJSTIA aVOTBSS ossmiB 

WhiI/B Miss T^ucretia was standing, unwillingly etws^jj^ 
listening to tbo speeches tliat were^-pcaired into her espNjy 
"yarious members of the audience, receiving 
tayrrh to which so great a celebrity was entMed, cne oSlj 
soldier hobbled away to his little house as fast as his thnv 
legs would cany him. Only one event in bis life had ecUpsedi 
this in happiness — the interview in front of the White 
House. He rapped on the win<low. yrith hia#tick, therein 
frightening Cynthia half out of her mte ae she sat mo$^l^ 
sorrotrfhlly by the fire. : , 

“ Cousin Ephraim,” she said, |»king off his corded hat, 
“ what in the woi Id’s the matt^ with you?” ' ^ / 

“ You’re a schoolmartn agaih, Cyndhy.” 

“ 00 you mean to say rf-u ” 

“ Miss Lucre tia PendimaQ done it.” 

“ Miss Lucrctia Penniman I ” Cynthia began to think his 
rhenmsiism was driving him out of his mind. 

“Yoh bet, ’Long toward the openin’ of the engage* 
ment there wahn’t scarcely anybody thar but nse, wid they 
was a-goin’. But they come tost enough when they I’arned 
she was in town, and she blew ’em uph^her’n the Peters'* 
bfu^ crater. Great Tecumseh, there’s a woman ! Next to 
General Grant, I’d sooner shi^e her hand than anybody’s 
livin’.” ' 

i “ Do you mean to say that Miss Dnoretia is in Brampton 
and spoae at the mass meeting? ” ; 

“ Spoke .1” exclaimed Ephraim, ^^oidl^te (dm did 
Tcice ^an idi up. They’d a hung Isalc D! Worthid%tott 
or X«vi Dodd if they’d a bad ’em thar ” 

4Q9 



' 'sMvmf ix> calm hetieU,^tluni into a ohatr; 

hio <»><i straightened out his kg, and then 
Ephraa|||>toId her the stoiy, and it lost no dramatto eifet>t in 
his teUIng. He would have talked all night. . Hut at lenj^ 
the sound of wheels was heard in the street, ^lynthia Sew 
to the door, and a familiar voice came out of the darkness, 

>*1fou need ftot wait, Gamaliel. No, tliank you, ! think 
I will s^y at the hoiel.” , 

Oama^ was flti&^jpirotiiating when Miss Lncretia came 
in and seiied Cynthia in her arms, and the door was closed 
Ixdiind her. 

“ Oh, Miss Luoretia, why did yon come ? ” said C5yntbia, 
“ if I had imown you would do such a thing, I sboula never 
ha^e wiil^^ that letter. I have been soi r^ to-day that I 
did write it, and now Tm sorrier tlian ever.'' 

“ Aren’t you glad to see me?” demaaded'Miss Luuroua. 

‘^’Miss Lmaetia ! ” 

W** What are friends for?” asked Mise Luoretia, i^atring 
band. “If ypu had known how 1 wished to see ytM, 
^nthia, and 1 tliought a little trip would be good focsttOh 
a provincial Bostonian m 1 am. Hear, deiir, i reroeBtbai 
this bouse. It used to.i^tmg to Galwiel Host in nqttune, 
and right across froiff it'was the Social Library, where T 
have 8{>eat so many pleasant boom with your mother. And 
this is Ephraim Prescott. I thought it was, when I saw 
him sitting in the front row, add 1 think he must have been 
very lonesome there at one droe." 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Ephntira, givii^ her his gnarled 
fingers j “ I was jast sayin’ to Oynt|iy that Fd ruther shake 
your hand than anyljtody's livin’ exceptin' General Grant.” 

“And I’d mtherfhake yours dian fieimml’s,” s^id 
M,i88 Lnoeeti ^. Himr had taken tbe'*'op 
jKisition side in leiHint public question oonOeru- 

ii^r 'women- , , , *' 

“M you'd a fit with Mm, yoa wouldn’t say that, Mis-* 
:l#crety,”v, ; 

word ki..say agaafist his fighti(is^;,qiial*|i«8,’' 

“Gt^ the Geam^ say ttm eai^elF you**’ 



mm 


‘ IRphmm. If yovCd a a masst f , wlMte; 

ootf Uf tha wat with two atala m r^oyuti^^ 

Mit Lncre4^«yoti*d ought tn're h'm a mah 
>*A maar' oried Miaa Iiueretia« **aMid 
ghuuldar * ! I thiuk tliis kuid of !»& has gifta ^ 



Ephm% Pim^ott*” 

Cotiiln Eph/’ said Cyntiaa, laughiBg, ** you’io no match 
for Mim Lucretia^ and it 3 long jpaat your tedtime.** 

^ A mau ! repeated Mim Lui^retim after he had re- 
tiredrSiid after Cynthia had tried to express liar graritada 
and had been sileneed. They sat side by side in front of 
the chimney* 1 suppose he meant that as a compliment* 
I never yet saw the naan I couldn’t back down, and I 
haven’t any patience with a woman who gives in to them/’ 
Miss Lucretia poked %ngorously a log which had Jbilen 
down, as tf loagh that were a man, too, and she waai pAi^ 
him back iii his proper place. 

(\\ nibk, stiauge to say, did not reply to this remark. 

Cynthia,'’ said Mirh Lucretia, abruptly, " you don’t meipi 
* to say that you are in love ! ” 

(.Cynthia drew a long’ breath, and grew as red as the 
omh^ers. . 

“ Miss Lucretia ! she exclaimed, in astonishment and 
dismay. 

Well/’ Miss Lucretia said, I should have thought you 
could have gotten along, for a while at leasts /BVithout any- 
thing of that kiud« My dear/’ she said leaning toward 
Cynilua, ^‘who is he?” 

Cynthia turned away. She found it very hard to speak 
of her troubles, even to Miss Lucretia, and she would haYe 
kept this secret even from Jethro, had it been possible. ' 

** You must let him know his place/’ said Miss Lucreth^ 
^‘ and I hope lie is in some degree worthy of you/? 

1 do not intend to marry aim/’ said Cynthia, with her 
head still turned away* 

It was now Miss Lucretia who was ipeUL 


came near getting married onde/? she said presei^0|y^ 
with eharapteriauc abruptness. 

! ” cried Cynthia, looking around ia ama£<»;s^t* 
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am franker dear— tihough I 

ue^ptii^d any one el^. I belieW*^u- can 5^®®P ® 

‘^Of^uree 1 can. Who — was it any one in Br8m||HK 
Miss €<ndretia ? ” The question was out before C|f htma 
^lized its import. She was tui-ning the taUes with a 
vengeance. . 

Ezra Graves,” said Miss, Lneretia. 

Graves!” And then Cynthia preswsd Miss 
Laclretiae hand in silence, thinking how strange it was that 
bdtb of them should have been' her champions that, wen- ' 
ing. • _ . . ^ 

™isk Luoretia .poked the fire again. 

“ It sr/ta shortly after that, when I went to Boston, that 
I-wrote.the * Hymn to Coniston.’ I suppose we must all 
be fools once or twice, or we should not oe human.” 

“And — weren’t you e’(|a: — sorry ? ” asked Cynthia. 
Again there was a silence. 

“1 could ndt hiave done the work I ^have had to do in 
the world if I hidlmarried. But I have often-wondered 
whether ^at work was worth the while. n feeling 

most come over all workers, occasionally.' '5&',’’Baid Miss 
Lucretia, “ there liave been times when I have been soi^y, 
my dear, though I have never confessed it to another soul. 
I am telling you this for your own good — not mine. If 
you have the love of a good man, Cynthi%Jte carefttl what 
you do with ife” ^ /i "'" 

The teaTyf|i||;cpnte into Cynthia’s ey^. 

“I shoulaoSsVe told you. Miss Xitieretia,” she faltered. 
“ If I could have married liim, it would have been easier!” 

“Why can’t you marry ^nf?” demanded Miss Lucretia, 
sharply —to hide her oirrt emotion. . 

“His name,” said (>^thia, “is Bob Worfhingfel^’ - 
“ Isaac W orthiAgton’s son ? ” * .. • 

“ Yes.” 

Another silence, Miss Lucretia being utterly uMUe to 
say anything for a space. j* 

“ Is he a good man?” ' i' 

Cyntitia 'was On the point of indignant protest, , bat 
stopped herself in tinted 



.-'■'lips mjcBi9^4.-Q#oiE8 aiie^id, • :' 4 ^' 

; “ |i will tell you wtia^SSb Bas done,” she adjjk> “ «a^ 

you shall 

^ fihe told Mi«» Lucreti . ^ t&at’ Bob 

done, aud all that she herself haa^^d'tne. 

** He is like liis mo. her, Sarah HoUingWorih : 1 
her welV^ Baid Miss Lncretiifc. /' U Isjmic Wortbih^tbn 
were ^ man, he would be down on his knee# he^iii0if0|i 
to marry his son. He tried hard eiioagb to vmt^ f^W, 
own mothe#*’ 

‘‘.My mother P* exclaimed Cynthia, who had never 
lieved that rtiriK»r. 

YesP said Mks Lucretia, “ and you may tljihiik yout 
stars he didn’t succeed. I mistrusted him when he 
young man, and now I know that he hasn’t changed, 

IS n coward and a hypocrite/* 

^ Cynthia could not deny this* 

" ‘'Ami yet,” slio said, alter a moment’s silence, “I am 
sure you will say that I have K'cri right. My own con- 
science tells me that it is wrong to deprive Bob of his in- 
heritamje, ami to separate him from his father, whatever 
his lather may be/’ 

We shall what happens in five years/’ said Miss 
Lucretiji. 

Five years?” said (Cynthia, in s|>ifce of herself, 

“ daebb served seven for Rachel,” answered Mis® Lucretia,* 
that period' scarcely too short to; test m: man, and yoix 
are both young/" ■ 

“-No,” said (^ypthia, ‘*‘1 cannot marry hiin, Miss Lu- 
eretia. The %vorld would accuse me of desigfi, and I feel 
that 1 should not be happy. I am sure that he would never 
reproach me, even if things went wrong, but — the day 
might foine when — when he would wish that it had been 
otherwise.” 

■ MisjS, Lucretisi kissed her. 

are very young, my dear,” she repeatedf *‘and 
none may sa.y what changes time may bring 'forth,; 
And liowT must go/’ / , ; : 

Cypthia insisted upon walking withiiher friend down thp 
|fwet to the hotel — an undertakin||; that was without 



coarisTOJfr 

^ »» Brampton. A»d it wm ctBlijr a irttfr all. 

A lato moon floated in tli« sky, tharcviotf in tolt^ 
alwd^ iai tt»e WcHtbington iiuuudoii tbe wiilte 

piitohos of snow. A light was still burning In the Uhnuy. 

The next moniing after tueakfast Miss Lucretia appeared 
.at the little house, and informed Cynthia tibat she irould 
walk to»#ohool with her. 

But I ^ve not yet been notifled by idle Commi^ee,” 
said Cynthia. There was a knock at the door, and in walk<^ 
Euw Graves. Miss LuoreUa may have ^m^d, but 
it h* certain that Cynthia did. Never had i^d seen the 
hi%e so spick and span, and he wore the broadcloth coat 
he usually l aserved for Sundays. He paused at tlte thresh* 
<^i, with his hand on his Adam’s apple. 

“Good morning, ladies,” he said, and looked shyly at 
Miss Lucretia and cleared his throat, and spoke with Hie 
elaborate decorum he used on occtaadns, “Miss Penni- 
man, 1 wish to thank you again feu your noble action of 
laet evening.” 

“Don’t ‘ Miss Peiiniman ’ mc^ Ezra Graves,” retorted 
Miss Lucretia; “ the only noble action I know of was pooar 
Jonathan Hill’s — unless it was paying for the gas.” 

This was the way in which Miss Lucretia treated her 
lover after thirty years 1 Cynthia thought of vi^at the 
lady had said to her a few hount since, by thiatiJllny file, 
afid began to believe she must have dreameu it. iMItoe IfeSc 
very differently at night — and sometimes bom b^torT 
then. The Judge parted his coat talk, and seated hinas^T^ 
on the wooden edge of a ca»e*bottom^ chair. 

♦^ Lucretia,” he said, “yod haven’t changn 

“ You have, Erra,” sim replied, looking 
agiple. 

“ I’m an old man,” said Ezra Graves. 

C’ynthta could not help thinking that he was a 
ferent man, in Mias Lueretia’s praseoKie, than wl 
headpf the prudential comautt^. . 

Ezra,^ ^id Mks Lucretia, “ for a 

The ;^dge smiled. 


Adam’s 





, “ l!lkank y«o, Laon^’* He 

k eie the foil estent of the^mj^meaf ^ 

“ Ja<^ Gfeteves,” said CTntm, “ I rtUft ti||! jm 
. 3 roa ace, at £etaet,end thaidc yOi^ for yo ' 
me, wliioh I i^iaU. nevor ftjrgefc" 

She took tiis withered hands firom his kneea WMhw 
them, fte retsastted the pre»ute, and then aei«!h|ied hhr 
ji^ipat tails, foand a haadkerohief, and blew his ooee inSilently. 

“I m^ly did my duty. Miss Wetherell,” he ssadL *‘I 
would wilfully submit to a wrong.” 

You called TOO ‘ ^' 3 mthia’ yesterday.” 4 > 

“So l did,” be answered, “so I did,” Then he*^lookoa 
at Missfuicretia. 

“ Ezraj” said that lady, smuuig a little, “ I don’t 
you hare clianged, after all,” 

Wlpt she meajit by that nobody knows. ■% 

“ I had thought, Cyntliia,” said the judge, “ that it 
be more comfortable for you to hare ine go to the aohiooi 
with you. That is the reason for iny early call.” w - 
“Judge Graves, I do ajroreciate’ your kindness,” wdd 
Cynthia; “I ho^ you won t think I’m rude 3 I say I*d 
rather go alone.” 

“On the C'OJ.trary, rayde^,” replied the judge, “Itlink 
I can understand and esteem your feeling in ^ho neater, 
and it shall be as you wish.” ’ 

“Then I think 1 had better fee going,” said Cynthia. 
Thi judge rose in alarm at the won||j|hat she put her hand 


on his ^oah|||. “Won’t you sstadown and stay,” 
begged, •* j^iBIfeaven't seeii Miss Lucreiia for feow lOiBf 
yearn, — thiiiy, isn't it ? ” . 

Again he glanced at Miss Lucreiia, uncortaialy,, 
down, Ezra,” slie commanded, “and for goodB8lSf||plE0 
don’t be afraid of the cane bottom. You won’t go 
it. I should like to talk to you, and most of the gossipO 
of our day are dead. I »l*ali stay in Brampton to-dky« 
Cyu^ia, and eat supper with you hero this evening.” 

efuthia, as- she went out of door, wondeim w^d 
they uropld bdk about. Theu'^e turned towaid 4^ 
80hb(^' It was not tire Mar^ win^^at burned her tdiftkoj 
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ol the raaas meeting the night before, which, 
about her, she wished she might to iK^hool tfmt 
Corning through the woods and pastUTe lota rather iliaii 
down Hi:ampton Street. What — what would Bob say 
wdien he Hfeard of the meeting? Would he come again to 
' J.irampton? If he did, she would run away to Bos ton 
with Miss Liicretia, Every day it had been a trial to pass 
the Woijthington house, but she could not cniss the wide 
stmt to avoid it She hurried a little, uncoiiscionsly, 
wheii she came to it for there was Mr. Worthington 00 
the keps talking to Mr. Hint How he in ust hate her 
noWr 'Cynthia reflected! He did' not.'iio muel\ as look 
tip when she passed. 

The other citizens wlimn she met made np for Mr. 
Worthington's eoldne.sn, and gave hei* a hearty greeting, 
and some stopped to offer their congratulations. Cyntlua 
did not pause ti) j,diihKS(i^J/e: she was hjaruiiig to 
the world as it \\m, and hurried swiftly on to the littie 
schoalhouse. 'Fhe chihlmr? saw her coming, and ran to 
meet her and escorted her triumphantly in"* at the door. 
Of their welcome slic could Ini sure. Thus she' became 
again teacher uf tlie lower school. 

How the judge and Miss Luc.rc»tia got along tbikt luoru- 
ing, Oyuthia never knew. Miss Lucre tia spuit the da’\' j:n 
her old home, submitting to hero-worship, and attended tio 

evening |iarij in her honor at >fT. (tamaliel I’vass hoa^ne 

a nurnsion not so large m the firnt eitizciFs, tbough it had 
two iMiy^wiiidows anti was not altogether ur4iiii|>osiiig.' l'!‘je 
&mt citiueUt needless to say, was not there, Imt the rei>t/d 
the^lifce attended. Mr, Ives will tell you all alwut'tl’c 
entertttinnicTjt if you go to Brampton, but the real ns|i»c>o 
Alisa Imereti a comenlcd to, go was to please Lucy Baird, 
■W'ho^ liras (laioaliars wife* and to chat with nertaio old 
frieilds whom she h^ad^ hot seen.. The next moruiiig she 
called at the 3«diool to bid (/y0tbk''gCK)d-by, and to wmsp^w 
something in her mt wdneh' made her very red befoto 
the seholaro. ,.Slie ':;jihoo.|t.- her heail whan Uim 'Luctetia 
said it, for it Imd to do'aHth au incident in the Si0ii ehaptor' 
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Jonathan Hill viis lieing made a Iiero of in the 
iS^lwie two-by-four office of the feed store the morning after 
the mass meeting (though nobwly offered to take over hie 
saort^age), Mr. Dodd was complaining to his wife of 
ihoodng puns, and n^calkted” wo^ stay at home 

“Shootin’ fiddlsidiikBr’ said Mrs, Dodd. “Get sidug 
down to the store uid face the music, Levi Dodd. You’d 
have had shootin* pains if you’d a went to the meetiu’.” 

“I might stop„ % at Mr. Worthington’s house and 
eaptain how powerli^ I was — ” 

“ For jmodneas’ sake git out, Levi I guess he knows 
how posraiaw you are with your shootin’ pains. If you 
only could i(«^t Isaac D. Worthington for three minutes, 
you wouldo^ have ’em.” 

Mr. Dodd’a Iwe clerks saw him enter the store by the 
l»ck door and be was very much interested in the new 
Roughs which were inled op in crates outside of it. Then 
he disappeared into his office aud shut the d<M)r, and sup- 
posedly became very much abeorlied in IxKik-keeping, It 
any one called, he was out — any one. Plenty of neo|da 
did calL but he was not disturbed — until ton onlook. 
Mr. Dodd had a vei^ sensitive ear, and be eonld ^ten 
jeoownize a man hy hm and this man he nwognixed. 

« Where’s Mr. Dodd f ’*aemanded the owner cd’ lh© step, 


“He’s out, Mr. Worthington. Anything I cm do for 
you, Mr, Worthington?” 

“Yon can teE him to corne np to my hobse the moment 
he comes in.” 

Unfortunately Mr. Dodd in the office hwd got into a 
strained position. He found it neceswiry'to move a little ; 
the day-book fdli heavily to the floor, and the perspiration 
poj^d »)ut all over his foreheadi (iome out, l.ievi Dodd. 
I’he Bastille is taken, but tbenf are other fortr^see Still 
ill the royal hands where you may be oonliued. 

Who’s in the o^ce ? ” 

“ 1 don’t know, sir,” answered the clerkl winldhg al hm 
eomiiAnion, who was sorting nails. 




tifee on m0 9m* fi 

THdii" "^riad the list ‘»l|||l^yi4 

by ? ” 

ualurag, %heii temfted, 

Dodd^a sm tha kind srhicb Imisti it , ,_. 

«-* 1 coxildn't halp it,, Mr. W iiri<id| ^ 
would b%v« it. I don't knw wbst gUBiio ’em. 
lo«t their seiiiies, Mr, WertMii^ftont plnni|||Pet their « 

If yon’d a h'en there, jon mi^t hme bipdgllii ^mxt 
tried to git the floor, but Essiy (iturm — '% 

Confound Eaaae Graves, and wait till I lsi?se%>ne^N«** 






Mr Podd nearly iaiutro from ebeer relief. ‘ 

^ rii put a irew one in to-day, nght now/^ he gilfiped* 
Sec that do,'^ said the first eit^n, ‘‘^aitd if f lose my 
leg, i’l sue you foi % humired thonjfcttd dollars.’^ 

** J was d^i mi to explain about |||fm loein’ their headb 
at Jm mass mentui^ — ^ ,Ik 

‘-^Damn their heads!’’ said*^ mtisiSK -^And 

yours, too, ’ ho roay''ha.v6 a<id||||i:;|if|dor hie breafcii^l 
stalked out. It wfis not worth i|prt^c4^lhee»:ec.iil|e 
axe in these of war. NePi had arrived 

state capita i tliAt Dioniing of%hioh Mr. Dodii laiii# 
notluug. Certain feudal cmefs fonm the North Counta^, 
(A whtrie allegiauct) Mr. Worthington Jmd Mt ma% hitd 
obeyed the summons of their old suveieign, dethro &M|Hm 
and had oonie South to hold a oonclave undeor hiia at the 
Ptdican. Those chiefs of the Noith tlonntry, with their 
eJatis behind them as one naan, what a power timy were fat 
Ae state I W bat magoificent qualities they had* in bsdtle 
. m Atmtegy, and hqir canninf and shrewd was thear geuaial* 
d&ipl Tear after sear they came down from thrir SEMiaili 
taiaiSji^d foag ^ inoulder to shoulder, and year a£|||n 
Itey oMheied lion’s* shaei|, of li»» spoils h ojiB iiii. 

I^|imb.\rhe |M||'"£bath, as a W<de, mm 


hllwni, l&t eoti&d no iilaaaoe- Iwtweon 
rl(ik and Bx«j%iton and Hewcaslle ^Qd CkKi|wwt 
^ ^ ► titeir king had mim back, and tha Mcqrtli Omniav huaii 
'tn^Yrilying ^;ain to hia standard No vondor that Levi 
|3te|id*s head, poor thing that it a*a«, Was safe for a whUe. 

' " '4 Organize whBt;^oa have left, and be quick about itj^ 
said Mr. Flint, when the novrs had come, and they m 
the |daQiung a new cam{>aign in the face uf this evi- 

dent defeetion. There was no tinie to cry over sji^lt milk 
<^<9wdB8tatsid school-teachers. The messages flew far and 
Widb %Q) the manufactariug towns to range their guilds into 
line for the railroads. The seneschal wrote the messages, 
,>^d sent the suinmons to the sleeky men uf the cities, and 
let it, be known that the coffers were f nil and not too tightly 
sealed, that the faithful should nut lack for the sinews of 
war. Mr. Flint found time, too, to write some carefully 
worded but nevertheless convincing articles for the 
Mgtie Chtardian, veiy damaging to certain Commanders 
who had proved unfaithfol. 

“Flint,” said Mr. Worthington, when they had wotked 
far into the night, ** if iiaae beats us, I’m a crippled man.” 

“ And if you postpfiae the fight now that you have be- 
gun it? What then?” 

The answer, Mr. Worth-ngton knew, was the same eitlier 
way. He did not repeat i‘. He went to but not 

to sleep fur manj nd when be caihe donnt to his 

binakfast in the m< he was pa no mood ^ read the 

letter from Caaibrid « ’ hieh Mrs. Holden Imd put on hie. 
plate. But he did re.-^ it, with wJiat anger and bitterness 
may be imagined. There was the nltimaturo, — respectful, 
even affectionate, but firm, “ I know that you wilL in ail 
probability, dhtinberit mo as you say, and 1 toU ym 
honestly I xegiot thtt necessity of quarfeUing with 
you more t|^ I do the money. 1 ^ not prelim^ to say 
that I despise money, and I Uke tlm tilings tiwi m huys* 
but the weimui 1 love is more to foA ^im ail that mu 
have." •' / • ' , .1' 

Wh)(ilingtott laid ^e letter down, and 
ixiAswttl^ to bis mind something thidi bis wife llwtidd to 
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swept ‘ over him '.,iif^,^'-Mre<!«l»d tho8#:‘.'»p*mli^''l^yp|t' 
idutiKiiig' of whsil he had to proi^^ 
beyond that which now osSlesss — dlatiihoritaw^ 
would (^inherit B<A, and tlisfc very day. 
punish hi« son to thj utmost of his po wer’for 
ward of* Jothnc Bass. He wondered bitteriifei ^ys i||fe|fe 
oertam'eTent ooeotred, whether be woifld hiye 
-tdiehate.. ■.;*••;, . 

When Mr. PTint arrived, fresh spite df rtW 

T^ork he had acooinpKshed and the hid 

the jlght before, Mr, Worthington still had the le^r ,fi|| 
his i^pd, and was pacing his library floor, and broke- in^ 
a tiriSmij^ain.'St his son. ’■ _ ' 

“ I luive done for !.un, building up for him-a 

positiph and n fortune that is only snrpaaseo by yotihg 
Dnncsn's, t<i treat me in this way, to, drag down the name 
•of’^Worthington in the mire. I'll never fyfe^ve him. I’ll 
seii’d for Dixoa and leave the money for a hospital in 
Brampton. Can’t you suggest any way out of this, 
Flint?” ■ . 


“ No,” said Flint, “ not now. The only chance you have 
is to ignore the thing from now on. He may get tired, of 
her — I’ve known such things to happfen.” 

“When she heai'S tliat I’ve dbinherited Hni^dm wdQ 
'tired of him,” declared Mr. Worthington. ■ :< 

‘‘ Try it and see, if you like,” said Flint. 

4 hook here. Flint, if the woman has a spark of deemsn 
%^i pg, as you seem to think. I’ll send for her and tell Iter 
will ruin Robert if she marries him.” Mr, Wortll!* 
ihgto^^femys spo'se of his son as “ Robert.” 

*^Ti^^||ght to :h(E^e thought of that before tiie SMUts 
.. have done some good then.” > 

■:.|^^lljPpt''1tha M||piman woman, has stirr^ net^d:n|i 

I anythh%;)4i^ 

counts in the long rci^” ' 




4M!H»tled itilh iMt lr««ld be 

amttor, 1 think you'll find it 
**- rw known you to moke some seiiooe »i ek fe ee i i**«Mtgped 
Mr. Wortibingtou. * 

, *‘ Then why do you ask for my advice ? ” 

<*1*11 send for her, and appeal to her better natai%” said 
Mr* Woothingtoa, with an unconscious and suMime irmiy. 
4#lint gave no sign that he heard. Mr. Wortbingtim 

f ted himself at his desk, and after some thought wrote 
•m ^eee of note-paper the following lilkes : **' My dwr 
Miss Wetherell, I sl^uLd be greatly oim|^ if you would 
find % tSattnvenient to call at uiy house at eight o’clock tkW^ 
evenliig,^ fmd sigaed them, “ Sincerely Yours.” He awded 
them, up in an envelope and addr^ed it to Miss Wetherell, 
at the schoolbouse, and handed it to Mr. Flint. That 
gentleman got as far as the door, and then he hesimted and 
turned. 

“ There is just one way out of this for you, thidb I can 
see, Mr. Worthington,” ho said. *^lt*6 a desperate meas- 
ure, but it’s woith thinking about.” 

“ What’s that?” 

It took some courage, even for Mr. F'lini, to make ^ 
suggestion. 

“ The girl’s a good girl, well educated, and by no meani 
had looking. Bob might do a thousand times worse. 
Give yOur consent to the marnage, and Jethro Bass will go 
back to Couistou.” 

It was wisdom such as few loids get their senes- 
chals, but Isaac D. Worthington did lu^ w recognize it. 
His anger lose aud took away his Ineath M he listened 
to it 

“I will never give my consent to iti never— do you 
i»ar ? — never. .Send that note I ” .he cried. 

'Mr. Flint walked oot sent the note, astd returned ahd 
took his |dace silently at his own table. Be was a 
man td coaoentratiom end he put his otind on tint 
ments be was composing to certain political leadem. AKi 
Worthingtim memfy opaimdsd to work as he 
the answ^ to come bade* And pmsently, vbi|| 



oQtti0 litre il Ott«i md It «ii%' 

not often on hk Mpe. flung ih^ pnpeit a|l 
'* KeCid ^At,’ he fln^> “ \ ^ ''* I' 

Thia i« what Mr. Ilint rem: “^^fks "^etlier^ hcgK^ite 
luiorjo Mr. Itaao D* Worthingtoh that pi# o»a Ba^ no 
communiofttiou or infaMOours® with him whataoever.^ / 

Mr. Flint banded it back without a we’d. Ilia &ph^it 
of the school-teacher had risen uiigblily, but be did'liSI 
say so. Mr. Worthit.gton took the note, too. withotri»<Ht 
word. • Speech waa lieyond him, and he crushed the pag^'; 
as fiercely as he would have liked to have crushed CJyntraltt 
had she been in lus hands. I . . 

One accomplishment which Cynthia had Icntned wt Miw 
Sadler’s school was t(' write a letter. in the ritird person. 
Miss Sadler holding that there were occasions when it wa« 
beneath a lady’s dignity to write a direct note. And Cyn- 
thi.i, sittaig at her little desk in the schoolhonse daring her 
recess, had deemed tins one of tl c occasions. She oonld 
not bring herself t(j “My dear Mr. Woithington.” 

Her anger, when the note had been handed to her, was for 
the moment so great tliat she could not go on WilAlier 
classes : but ‘•be 1. d controlled it, and comj>eIled SSite^ to 
stiuid in tile entry untU recess, w'hen she sat with helf pen 
in her hand until that hapjty notion of the third person 
occurred to her. And after Silas haii gone she lat* Still, 
though trembling a Idtlw at intervals, picturing with some 
8ati.sfacuon Mr. oi'tliington’s a}>})earance when he re- 
ceived her answer. Her instinct told her that he bad 



I' ceivod his sou’s letter, and tiiat he had sent for her to 
in.sult her. By sending tor ber, indeed, he had insulted 
her irrevocably, and that is why she tTcmbled. 

Poor Cynthia! her troubles canje thick and fast npon , 
her in those day.^. When she reached home, there was the 
letter which Ephraim had left on the table addressed hk, 
the familiar, upright handwriting, and when Cynthia aaw 
it»^|S||mught her hand sharply at her breast, as if the pain 
^Pfhad stopped the beating of her learii. Well it was 
tu iy^ b’s peace of mind that he could not see her MS 

^ before she had oome to ibe ewd l&BWS wer® 
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the mu* Hum 

prticiocui would have l)eeii those I He would* 

lieper give her uii. No mandate or could separate 

e&lm — nothing Wt death* And he was bappier now — 
so he told her — than he had been for months: happy in 
the thought that he was goiii^cmt into the world to win 
hreiui for her, ji# teeame-sman. Even if he not her 
toatrive for, be'saw.now that such was the only for' 

ilxKl* He could not ooriform. 

manly letter, ^ — how manly Boh lumself- 
taieir,, But Cynthia knew, and she wept over it and 
; it to her — ^for rhere was no one Uj wee. 

,r;^eloved him m she would not have teiieved ii 
‘'te„^ve, and she sat timmgh* the afterouaii * reading bis 
WOKh^find repeating them until it seemed that he wtr.re 
there fby her side, speaking tiienn They came, uotraiiv 
milled and uudeliied, from liis heart into her^. 

now tha*'he father for her 

was dpt® of las char- 

maldng hw' was 
she to Wbat ivas Ijcp dfotv’ Nw one hitter of t';e 

twtMeciftt^sIbd had received (sosiit kept tlieir oouut from .;.«v 
io .day|>*^0'>t oup had she answeriid. iiiifRtith h*ii in*!' - <1 
Wwi But she must answer this r west wtite, tn( . 

oit^^^sab^' t of her ilistninsaL last it sho«ld be wrfjiigij 
toM'trift. ilo \Yim rash in hia anger, and thi» !*he 

knew, and loved him fur auch qualities a|||BW(i. 

She must stay in Uramptoa and do iiee^P&k, — so much 
was* clearly her duty, although she longed to flee from it. 
I^ad at last Hiie^sat down and wrote to M|||i. Some thinj,^ 
Ipre too sacred to be s«t forth on a prated page, and thi < 
'jtetter hi one pf those tbings. Try «» ®e would, she uouM 
find it in her heart at ahcn a time to destroy hif^ 
or her own. The hope which »he would nofcae- 
ledge, and the love which idle strove to conceal fixuu 
seeped w between the words of her like 

ler tlma«g|iyaiiM .of sand; Word^ indeed, are hut as 
^raiaa.j|f mmMto conceal strong feelings, and iis Ojntbia 
read tiM fahiJhat every line betMyM bar, 








’Vi. 


fthe cmapoee ait ■mai 


ih<i - - 

\ s. i . 

Mifl BotibfBg of t|» fluannon*. 'dMielt lifee ibaa w 
tibM aM3^i»g, Of of ft«r anaweri and Jmst aeoount of ' „ 
^ llie i|iuni^l jmoiatatejalentf was Imef and 
dS^ifieO, aod.eoir^uied rlu jg|pit;on of Mjt. WoaPlIttiigtoa*# 
mW> W‘ agency* It dul^, too, tei rebnke JB^ iott 

with hi** father, to point out the folly ofmittm 
wrong, and to urge him as strongly as she oM^ ^ 
jtditiaot, thongb she Imt that all tliis was uselosa, J^Sm 
then'— -then came the betrayal of hope. Sbt. o.'mld nnA 
ask hun never to see her again, bat she did beseeehi 
for her sake, and for the sake of that Jove which he im$ 
declared, not to attempt to see her; hbt for a year, rah 
wrote, though the word looked to her like eternity, , H<nr 
reasons, aside from her own ecruples. weie so obviomi, 
while ,he taught in Brampton that she felt that ho Woold 
consent to liaimbment ~ until the summer holidifs In 
July, atletot : and then she would be in Coniston, and wMdd 
have h^J>me to decide upon future steps. A reprieve 
was aB we craved, — a reprieve in which to refleottfor she 
was in no condition to reflect now. Of one thing she was 
8nre,d;hat it would not be right at this time to encourage 
him^ — although she liad a guilty feeling that the letter had 
given him eucoui ag^iinent in spite of all the prohibitions it 
contained. If, n the future years,” thought Cynthia, as 
she sealed th< envelope, “ he persists in his determioatiUm, 
what then’” You, Miss Lucretia, of all peoffle iu th« 
world, have planted the seeds with yonr tsdk about 


The letter was signed One who will always renute 
your friend. Cynthia Wethorell *’ And she posted ||| 
herself. v 

When Ephraim came home to wpper that evepla^jMS 
brought the Brauyton (/inrion, just out, and in H 
uecOunt of Miss Lucretia Peuimnito’s sjieech at 
MWi^ngJ^and of her visit, and of hrw Cawtor- It was hwriV 
ten in Mr. Pi^’s best v^, and «| laudatory wm*WiS^ 
we tfhidl have to spare Mns in not It 





ai^d omit the eQo^iatm, too, oh the teaoher of 
the linunpton lower Kchool. Mr. Worilun^ton was not 
mentioned, and for this, at least, ('yiithia drew a long 
breath of relief, tbooEh EphrSaoi was of the opinion that 
the first citiaen should have been scored as he deserved, 
and held up to the contempt of his fellow-townsmen. The 
disiuistal of the teacher, indeed, was pot down to a re- 
^‘tHihle misconception on the part of “ one of the pruden- 
tial ddmmittee,” who had confessed his mistake in “ a 
manly and altogether praiseworthy speech.” The article 
was as near tine truth, perhaps, aa tlie ('larions may come 
on suolK inactters — which & not very near. Cynthia would 
have been bettor pleased if Mr. Page had spared hi» readers 
the recital of her qualitit^ and she did not in the least 
recogniite the paragon whom Miss'EnoretJA had befriended 
and defended. She was thankful that Mr. Pago did not 
state that the celebrity had eome up fi om llo-ston on her 
account. Miss Peniuman had lieen “actuated by a sudden 
desire to sec once more tlie beauties of her oh\ liome, to 
look into the faces of the old, fnonds who Jiad fullowod h«r 
career viith such p.irdoaable pride ’ 'Viie spee^ of ibe 
president of the literary club, you may be sure, was printed 
in full, for Mr. Iv» h himself had taken the tfonbio to Write 
it out for the editor --by request, of course*. 

Cynt^a tuintd over the sheet, and read many innetost- 
ing items : one concerning the bt-'auty «nd f.tiifatoii and 
intellect whh-h .ittended the party at Mr, Oamaliel Ivcsi's; 
in the Clovelly notes she saw that Mias dudj Hatc|t, of 
(^oruston, wm visiting relatives there ; she Iwtorned the oub' 
put of the Worthington Mills for the past week. Craihia 
was about to fold up the jiaper and send It to Misa l.kici«* 
tia, whom she bought it would amuse, when her eyes wen 
arrested by the sight of a familiar name. 

Jethro Bai^ come to life again. 

From the titMe 

That was f&c heading. jfOm of the grejateaf^ltelitical 
8U1 prises in tiiMy yofM tfci the Utlival i(| &e' capital of 
Wodu«»day of I|b$^ it w|S haa 




Alt mutlf ha ^uU a# 
be ind'^g ' to jb|)Bpor pul^i&atioQ. ife WM la Mahfenm 
thtTiaghout 4ifci^iifei‘rK>oii w^^Tcia^ well4cB0wn l«itd«M 
mon the, N(JTtbiv.^bnnt.”c-. Tlteraelpm of Jetbro JBtttiM W 
' actiyily Vi uH:«ly' ' xnpiio lijes me jailroad sitnatioU, JM 
miul^lllpoinitusiit pohtimns ai-a Ireely prediubiug to<aiei& 
thafc,tn »pite of thfe towti-uieefeliw ii^arns, tiie propneedlm 
fa? eonsolidatinn will n*'. go ’l^otfgh. Judge iJasa is a 
meia of »doh remarkablo fiersonalityltbat he hat* regained at 
a wSoke coufeh oLi^he influ<i'ncs tfejatn»e lost b> the amiden 
ajwt "librawoi^untihte retirement whwh eieotrified the state 
some moiiths since. His reapraj^isce, tlie news of which 
Wiifi the 01)0 tijpSc iu all politii^h centres yesterday, is 
equally «ria<’eout»t.iltle. It i«i hluted that some action on 
thejoai-t o| hi.iac I )., Worthington I 4 f< brought Jethro Bass 
to life. Th y <i^ .k’oWn to he bit^i enemies, and -it is said 
''lhat Jotbio Ba^nlsbat one ohjedliii retuintngto the field 
— to crush the pra«lSdi.nt J the Tr«|o Raihoad. Another 
theory 18 that the Ifadro,! Ls an 1 thtcrests opposed to the 
consolidation liave induct <1 J udge^ Bass to tiwe oharge of 
their fight for theui. All indic<itioni| point to the fiercest 
Struggle the stat has ove>-«eeii in kf fine, when the - 
iatUie meets. Tjtn Trih ine^ ahtafe ^ sent linen ta 
kuawu to lie >»pp(iaiw 4 to the luiqdlk^ of coneobdailoo,' ^ 
tends a' beartji, welllPle to the judgq^j, '' No state, we belie re» 
can claim a party of a higbeir itrder of abilitr than 

Jethro Hash.” [ 

. dropped to papei m h 64 lli|), and sat very still. 

then, was whatAappcncd wh^ Jethro hail heard <rf 
he* disiiussal -- he hAleft ConistC^ without writing her a 
word and passed ti^w^h BrainMi& wiJiout seeing her. 
He k ad^j^S Mhe back tfl^jBi't hfh whi<d|'be ^d almndoned for 
tempt|^n hiul been^ltoc stmng, the desire 
He hpdihoi dared to see her. 


^ ]fet which hadiieai strong enough to 


CON#tO'K' 


,01^ imd ewiit inW;,;- 
tliii? had incited him to this mtf act of touk 

Wlmt sijtonld she do now, indeed ? Had those peaceful 
"and- happy Saturdays and Sundays in C(mi 8 i 4 ,>n passed away 
foiweir ? Should she follow him to the capital ami appeal 
to him / Ah no, she felt that were a tiseless pain to them 
She l>tdieve<i, now, that he had gone away from her 
for ail time, that the veil of 111111110)18 space was set l»tweeri 
them. Silently she arose, — so silently that Eptirairn, doz- 
ing by the fire, did not awake. She went into her own 
roonrmid wept, and after many hours jell into a dreamles^a 
sleep of sheer exhaustion. 

.<|t * Jii ^(|l ♦ 

The days passed, and the w"€eks; the snow rati from the 
brown fields, and melted at leufTtheven in the moist (n’otehoH 
under the henilocks of the norrhern shapes ; the robin and 
bluebird came, the hillsides were, raotllcd wdih excpusite 
shades of grcfni^ and the scent of fruit blossom and balm 
of Gilead was in the air. June <aime as a maiden and grew 
into womanhood, but Jethro Bass di<i not returu to 
Coniston, 


m 

t" 


renounce the homairt 0! 



CHAPTER XVl^ 

■#V 4 ' ■ # 'JK 4 

’ ' WHBIT"' i^m WAB 0-F WED ' 

Thb le^mdn Whirfi siintspiad thn famouH war wliich i«?e 
ar© abottt to touch URon ai^a an dioi m those of Troy tir 
Decoroos chronicle;^ aud !>io^raphic$^ add loouor 
^aph» and aiilogies exist, bound in leather and stamjJbd 
infold, each lauding its own Jiero; chronicles written in 
reiSlY beautiful language, and higli*ininded and noble, out , 
of wliich the heroes coma unstained. Herat ius holds tlxe 
bridge, and not a dent in. his armorj and swims the Titer ^ 
irithout getting wet or muddy. Castor and Pollux fight 
in the front rank at Lake Kegillus, in tlie midst of alljhat 
gore and slaughter, and emerge ail wliit© and pure at the 
end of the day — but they arc g<xls. ^ * 

Out of the classic wars to which we have referred 
the great Itooian Republic imd Empire, and legend runs into 
authentic and written Justoiy. Just m, parva ^^^f^'iponere . 
magnii^ out of the cloud-wrapped conflicts of the live rail- 
roads of wdiich our own Gaul is eom|>OBed, emerged one 
imperial railroad,;. authentically and legally written liown:' 
on tho statute h<;)6ks, for all men to see. Wo cannot go, : 
behind that stajrute except to collect the legends and writOf ‘ 
homilies abot|jlf the heroes ivlio held tlm bridges. 

If we wert/not in mortal terror of the ifn|>e.riul ^ 

and a little fearful, too. of tiring our readers, we ^|Pld 
write out all the legends have collected of 
fight for consolidation, apd show the blood, too. 

In the statute books of a certain etate may be found a 
number of laws sotting; forth the yarious things that a 
rai}i*oad or railroads may do. and on the inai gixi of theg© 
pages is invariably printed a date, tljilt being the particular ^ 
' ■ 4B9 
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which these laws^ were pssaeiiv' -By' a siagnlitl* 
coincidence it is^tj|e very year at which we have now 
Tiv^ in our stog^. We do not intend to give a n4aj> of 
^e state, or discuss the merits or demerit's of the cobsoM- 
niiation of the Central and the Northwestern and the Tmro 
iiulroads. Such dis<]5U«^^ions am not the province of a 
novdlistj and may all be found iu the files of the Triiwm 
at the State Library. There wore, likewise, docieions 
without number handed down l>y the various courts be- 
‘fole^and' after that celebrated session, — opinions on the 
VEpdify of leases, on the extension of railroads, on 
the rights of individual stottkholders — all dry reacting 
enotiglb 

At the risk of being picked to pieces by the corporation 
lawyers who may read these pages, we shall attempt t< 
state the situation and'' woth aiF modesty and impar 
tiality — for we, at least, hold no brief/ Wiitm Mr. 
Isaac 1). Worthington obtained that extenaioii of tfir 
Truro Railroad (which we have read about from the 
somewhat verdant point of view of Wiiliarn W eth^mU). 
that railroad then formed a cr?niKH;tj»>a with anotiun 
road which ran northward from Harwich tlrrougli siii- 
other state, and with which we have nothing U) do. 
Having previously purelnise<l a line to the southward from 
the c>apital, Mr. Wcui'bington’s railroad \vm in a 
tO'Oomf>eie with Mr. Duncan’s (the ‘“Central’') 
dian traffic, and also U) cut into the profits of the North" 
•western/’ Mr. Lovejoy’s road. In brief, the Truro Raiir«)ad 
found itself very advantageously placed, as Mr. Worth- 
ingion and Mr. Flint ^ hail fon^seeu. There, followed 'a 
pierical of bickering and recrUniaation, of aUoinpts of tlie 
other two milromk to secure representation in the Truro 
directorate, of suits and injunctions and ap|Kad» to ilir-. 
Legislature and I know not wliat else — in all of 'Wlrkdi 
affairs Mr\ iiijah/' Bixby and other genthunen we coiihi 
name found both pleasure andy|!#.mnne'ratiou. 

Oh, tliat, .those halcyon ilayr'"pf the little ware wcm'ld 
come again,* when a ‘Captain obulS ride out 
time at the hmd of Ms band of m^rcenarl^ and sea bon* 



yftmst' TiiE pjJPWas 

■'09t aix^i divide sp 0 ite|'^";:® 6 iv 

' 'ImoeWng an«>ut of men acnd 

''i%iBd, s</v/e are toid, Mr* Bixfcy wiliP;:iit tiie 
side of hi» barnK in ("lon^lly wd tell y^. stories or 
goldetA |[mriodi witii tears in Kis eyos, when he went 
conventions witfe a iiooketful of proxies from tlji^ river 
towns, and coniroUed in th<^ gl*iiitest legislative year of all 
a block wbi(dA includod ttie President of the Senate, fol^ 

which he got the fabulous sum of . He .will tell yon, 

but I wou\, Mr. Bixby’s oooupation is gone now. We 
have changed ail that, and we are ruled from imperial 
Rome, if ;/ou riorrt do right, they cut off your (political) 
hearl, and it is of ito use to run away, becauSB there is iiO 
one to ron to. 

It was Isaac D. W( rihington — gi' shall we gay Mr. 
Fiini ? — wh<i Was I'eSpousible for this pernicious change 
foi the woriif, who conceived the notion of leasing for the 
Truro the Cenlrarand the N.^riliwcisiern,'-— thus making' 
one fid] road or* t of tlie three. If such a gigantic under-*, 
tak&fi; eouid ho through, Mr. Worthington yery 
! rightiy deemed that the other railroads of the state would 
eventually faii like ripe fruit into their caps — owning 
the ground under the tree, as they would. A movement^ 
which we need not go into, was first made upon the 
couris, and for a while adverse decisions came down like 
summer rain. A genius ,by the name of Jethro Bass had 
for many years jiresidod (iu the room of the governor 
and council at the State House\at the political birth of 
justices of the Supreme Court. Wono of them actually 
wore livery, but ue have seen one of them- — a long time 
ago — in a hoi ho blanket, Nojie of them were favorable 
to the plans of Mr. ^Vorthington and IMr, Duncaii. 

Wc have listen, e<l to the .firing on the skirmish imos for 
h long time, and now the re-ai battle is at hand. It is 
June, and the Legislature is meeting, and Bijah Bixby 
has come down to the capital at the head of his regiment 
of merbenaries, of which Mr. Sutton is the honorary 
colonel ; the clans are here from the north, well quai^red 
troll feds Throne R<^m, frithiu the Haered pjre- 




■ whioh we ,liaTe i>e0n befai^, i« odoupied. 
is aiiother iiendquarters now^ io{\ ia tw FelieaiJt 
ijrau;i»e — a Uailroad Eoeni 5 larger thai* the Throne R(K>m, 
witl; a bath-room leading out ol it. " Anotlier old frieM 
bf c^rs. Judge Abner Parkinson of Uarwieln lie wlio gare 
the eaitlonio iaogh when Sam Priee iii)pliad for the poat 

road agents may often be men in that liailroad lioom 
prom BOW on. The fact Is that the judge is about to be- 
come famous far beyond the cv>!iiUues of Harwich ; for he, 
and Bcps other, is-- the author oi the CoiisoUdaiioii Bill 
itadUf. 

Mr. Flint is the generaUssiiiio of the allied railroads, 
and sits in his haadqoarters early and late, going o\er the 
details of th.ey.ampaign with hi.M Uenteaauts ; scaiming 
the of ihe bill with Juilge Parkinson for the last 

time, aiKi giving orders to the cafg-ains of mercenaries as 
to the disposition of (lunr forces; writing out posscH fo-r 
tb^ deserving siiid t^lie true. For 'these latter, ai'so, aui! 
foih tlic wavering there is a cia^v-haimner on the marble- 
toppei’i mantel wiehh'd by Mr. ,Hija}i Bi \ by, jr;r£;r /m chief. 
of 'Staff — urt>f'th'v haminer, for ho is st'df-ai:q)ointed 
very useful. opi^ns the mystenous packing 

which come u,f?' to the Railroaui lioom thrice a W;eek, and 
tijgre’is to be had in the biith-room — ^and glasses. 

&il, Bixbyalso iitvJs time to do some of the BOOUtiiig about 
tberotunda and luid;)ies. for which'^be is justly ceiwratod, 
anc' drill hia regiuient rvecy'duy. The MonorabJe 
Heiih Sutton,- M.C., — who lu*Jd the bridge in the W^^Kid- 
chuck Session, — there also, sitting in a corner, sw'^elled 
witJii imporfcaiica, siiioking big Florixel cigars which eoLc*; 
froik^ somewhere. Thm:e are, indeed, .man/ great and 
bat|te 48 carreil velemns who congregate^ in that room — too 
purWous and great to mention ; and munteTors in the 
(^a|itol park 0pj,?osite kaoa^ wheiia council of war is lasi'ng 
hel|l by the valiimes of smokfs wMch pour, out of the win- 
do#;:, just the Romans are made' cogidzarit by the amok- 
inf^ioi a chimney of wdieu anatheir ' notable evaut, Lhkm 
pl^ie. , 

/Who, wo left' to frequentii^j^e. Throii# 



iksht andient of po^*iw ^ 

sit there alone behind the cuiHauis. i£ 



ing of other l>righi Juno davi^ 

' C>f all tiiois^' who *'!^d be^ smUsM^ wheiji JeiiirO' 
suddenly emerged iroiyi his tei^fetxi^ut and app^ed 
the capital some montijF before, none wei'e inow Ihunde&e^^ 
struck than certaia gjfitlemen who h,*d bee/: to 
rapeate^y^ but in vain, to urge W«i to miike this verjp 
fight. The most imporUitt of these had been Mr, llateh,;« 
president of the Down Bast ” Eoad, iiiid the representa- 
tivas of Uvo railroads of another state. They had at is^ 
offerv'd Jethro fabulous sums to take charge of the/r armies 
in the field — sums, at least, that would seem fabulous iO 
many people, funi had seemeil so to' them. When they 
heard that the lion had roused and shaken himself' %|id 
had MUHocountabiy corae forth of his own acTOtd, 
hastvoenl b'j the' " state capital to renew their offeis^' , 
Another nl'iioek, but of a ditVerent kimf, was in sto're'"'lcii? ^ 
them. .Mr. Brh h had not actually drivei* the pack- mules, 
laden with treasnre to the door of the Pelican House, 
where Jethro naght see them from his window; but iiS; 
re(ptCfMo<i a piivate aadicucc, and it was probably acbi* 
dental thnt the end of iiis persoua'l €heck-b<K>k protnuted ‘ 
a little from his po»^ket. Ho was a big, coarse -graidl@4-v' ' 
mao, Mr. Ihdcli, who had once been a brakciuan, and |uid 
risen by wind- i:-> 1. iiown m honse sense to tiie presidency 
of his roaih ilAcre was a wonderful sunset heyohd 
the i)ut Mr, Baieh did not talk about the sun- 

set, altb'>ugh Jethro was washing it fiom l>ehiiid the 
curtains. ^ '.jh ; 

^*If you ar^* willing to undertake this fight against con- 
HoIidati(>ri,'^*^j‘:d Mr. Baloh, -‘we are rea% to talk bnm^ 
ness witl't yauh’ 

^^ D-don't know wluit j<mVe going to do/’ answered 
Jethro ; going to prevent consolidation, if I can.’* 

** All right, ' said Baleh, smiling. He regarded this 
i^ply as one of Jethro’s delica^ fnpbeittisms. We’re 


pi'^red to give that same little ,'^|fetaiiier. 

Jethro did not look up. ' Mr. B^Joh went to tbe.feliSle 
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a pen and ^ 4 ^ out a ekeck lor an ainonnl 
W uamelesa. 

**i jiave made it jmyable to bearer, aa usual,” he said, 
aM be ltanded;it to tTetkro. 

• Jetliro took it, and ateently tore it into little pieces, 
and threw the pieces on the Boor. Mr. Balch watehtwl^ 
him in oonsternalioii. He hej^an to think the report that 
dethro had reached his second childlioud was true. , 

“ WJhat in Halifax are you doing, Bstss?” he cried. 

“Ij^want to stop this cotisolidatiou. don't you — want 
to 8td|> it '/ ” 

“Certainly I do.” 

“ G-goin’ to do all y«»n can to stop it — hain't you ? ” 

“Certainly 1 am.”” 

“ I-l’II help you,” HHi<i Jethro. 

“Help us ! ” exclvtinu'd Bidch. “Great Scott, we want 
jwi. ttt take charge of it.” 

“l-Fil do all I can, hut , I won't gitarantoe it — w-won’t 
guaniutce it,” said Jethro, 

“ Wc don't ajik you to guarantee it. If you’ll do ail 
you can, that’s euougli. You won’t take a retainer 

•“ VV''- won’t take anyliung,” said Jethro. 

“ Yon riieaii to sa}* you don't want anyrldng for your-” 
for your t ime and your services if the bill is defeated Y " 

“'I'-thai's ai>i>ut it, .Ed. Little p-private iiiatter with 
both of Its. You don’t want consolidation, and I doii t. 

I liaiii’t offered fo give you a retainer — lutve 1?"’ 

“ No,'’ siiid tiu' tt-stounded .Mr. Ihilcli. He fsTutcbed 
his littfMl and fingered the leaves of his check Jriok. The 
captains ovef^ the tens and the eaptoi.n.s over tiio hundriHtJS ’ 
.would want littiig- retainers — and who was to t-hes'^. 

“ How abfjut the Ikivs'/ ” asked Mr. Baldi. 

“S'Still got liie same office in the dt pot — haflh’t yo«- 
Ed, — fsame office ?" 

“ Ye*;” 

“ G-gue«9 the boys hev b'ea there said Jethro. 

Mr. Balph went away, iueditotingp|M>ti 4 h,?8o Hayings,»nd 
took ihe irfditt for Boston. If he fc»d waked up of « fuie 
morning to find himself at ?.Uo h«i| of some beiu volent 



and < 5 haritable orffankafcion^ inateid 
Bailroad, lie could not have more ^ 

had been at the uracoountabla clmn^i^ of heart of 
Rase, lie dul not knoi^ ^hat to maSte of lit itnd toM 
colleagues so ; and at first tliey fear(fd one of two- tilings-^ 
treachery or lunacy. P^f < a little later a rumor reached 
Mr. Batch's ears that* hatred c f Isaac O. W^orth* 

ington was at the of his reappciariiiica in |>ublic 

life, although Jethro irimself never mentioned Air. Worth* 
ington’s name. Jethr/» satna the Throne Room, consult* 
ingi direcung day after day, and when the IjfCgialaiujpo 
assembled, *’* the boy^^ ” began t<i cal] at Mr. Maioo s ioflme* 
But Mr. Balcb never again broached the subject of money 
to Jethro Bass. ^ \ 

We have to sing the suiig of sixjience for the last tim#' 
in these pages ; and as it is an old song now, there will be 
no ein ores. T f you eaK J)iiy one member of the lower bouse 
Toi ten dollars, junv many inembeis can you buy for 
Tt was no sucli pa’obkun in primary arithmetic thafc'Mr#^ 
.Balch and his ass(/'iates had to solve ~ theirs ' W8S III, 
higher niiithcoistu's, iii peniiutaiions aiui combinationSi 
'and iu least sq uircs. 'wonder the old campaigners- 

speak with tears in tlieir eyes of the days of that eve^ 
unemorable sum nH.ir. Them were spoils to be picked up 
in the very streets riciter than the vsard: of the thirty cities 
and as the hessior* wore on it is allirracc! by mm stp.!,: 
living tliat luouey rained down in the Capitol Park aild 
'elsewhere, like nuinua from the skies, if you were onH- 
of a cljo^Hen band If you were, all you imd to, do w^aa' 
to look in your vest pockets wuicn yo^'^Took* youyi 
clothes off in (ho evening and extract endtigh legal': 
tender to pivy your bill at the Pelican for a week; 
Mr. Lovejoy having been overheard one day to make a re* 
mark coiu*oruiug the diet of hogs, the next morning cer* 

: tain visitors to tixe capital were horriiied lo discover trails 
f of com leading from the Felican Hodse lo their doorways. 
Men who bad never seen a receiving teller opened bank 
accounts. No, it wm not a prabl©n£|int simple 
an4''M'r. Baloh and My Flint,* and eyeu Mr. 


pbwii'' 

nisbed 
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3 ^i!^^orthmgtcai» covered whole sheets with dttr* 

the stifling days irv July. Soiee men are so valuable 
'that they can be hirnght *-vvi<!N0^,o)9:<^vei| -three timea^ ^ 

^ they make figuring (.nnjjpiicated. ' ^ 

Jethro Bans did no calculating. He sat heliind the |fir- 
taina, and be must have kept the iignri^ in bis head. 

Tlia battle -bad closed in, earnest, and for twelve long,, 
sultry wee|csdt raged with uuabateii lierceoesss^’ 
tkm fortheiuml laind^aud the 

skilfidl^j>lay€Hi its stream upon tlic 

^0jiSl^en who skiod taaiely at the VVortltingtonlilwfchig-* 
^|^ts,‘arid the constituents flacked to ilm eapit-al ; that 
able newspaper, loo, {oiuni spare to reiurn. wdth rnteit 
^^.,attacks of Mr. WorUiingtoD'H ortran, 
ml^dian. J'hosij amenities arc mneb x.oa persdrial to r»^- 
i|>rp^ce here> now that the smoke of battle h?tsii"icD|ted' 
/Siwayv- An epic r,onl4 be ritteii upon Jtho oonflvEjt, || 
there'^ere spaee : Oantiik One^ the first p'».-itjon cayria^ 
triuiuMiaiitly, thongb at some exfwnse, ify fue Worthing- 
ton fom^ Who elect the Spe^^Au*. 'That imtl teen a Atrttmal 
tim,6 Mfore the town meeISfiffs, whan Jethro abdica,ted. 


Thc^ Worthington Speaker goes ahead with hia oommitfiiea, 
and it is needless to say ChauruW: 

made Chairman of the Corauiittee on ' 

an offset to this, tlie Jethro forces gain on tfaW^IB^beme ' 
right, where the Honorable Peieg fiarungtoa is made 
President of the Semn»\ etc. ' 


FoR.^iwelve hot. weeks, with a public spirit whj^ is 
worthjp;^/ the higliest praise, the Committee sit in weix 
shirt sleeyes' day long ^nd listen to arguraent«ti:|for 
and ag:ainst'’’’coriso'!idaliun ; and k>aru«^l qinmtibiii. TO|tt 
startle rural wituesi^es ; and sitiofe‘e big Floriaiel 
majority of theus). Judge A^nBr ‘I*^rk:in»<m ddfen^iii^ 
biJm quoting from the Coniitituti‘>a and the H^otey^on 
of Ihde{>ewlenee and the Bibte ; a celelwab d hiwyer|fem 
the' eapitai riddl-i^» - it, ii'%fe%-^^^'the aame ■ftuthorities%^’sd 

and the Golden Rule ln.aAd a|p »* 
The C^mlttee sit opes^inded,. liakuiing 
impiti&MlEy% it doae become them to 'arriW'^li^ a 
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I' -' . 

imty dmmm,i:.on a quMon qf meh 

meautim^ tm ' Uotiim im|)dr.iukal.vti8fi: 4ipiii]^ 

witktbo bcmotf hed^|pog% md 

gauctes goiKg on in the cellar,' irfiei'e il#i, 

'The governor , of 'the state is a 
s©on any aIU*-rnoan walking throagh tKe'pa|ri^>'i^|l3l^ 
with no one. He may be recognised e^fKi a|.jl 
W his portly figure , lus silk hat, and liia dlgd^^l 
ii^ an wi and Vttned friend, the 
Hopkins^ patron of the drama, and sometimes' 
beautifxd young woman (still unattached) by hiaiy-md^.^ 
He lives in a suite of rooihs at the Pelican. It is 
known fact (among Mr. W orthirigton^s supporter^ tihat' 
the Honorable Alva promised in January, wdien Mr* Batti 
retired, to sign the (Consolidation Bill, and that he 
denlj became open-ramded in March, and Las remidjaSi 
open-Tuinded ever since, listening gravely to argumMil^, 
and giving mucli study to the subject. He is an execu- 
tive now, although it is the last year of hia ternif aod of 
couTsa he is never seen either in the Throne Room or the 
llaiiroad Kooir And besides, l#e may l>ecoiiie a senator*. 

Aogust has €i)uie, and the for<5es are S|>eat and panting* 
and neither side dares to risk the, final .^arge. Xlie 
repniation of Jethro Baas is at stake. Should he ridk 
and lose, he must go back to Coniston a beaten map* 
subieet to the c^mtempt of his neighbors and his atate.^. 
People do not know that he hits nothing now to„go-back 
to, and thiit he cares nothing for contempt. As he sits in 
1 x 18 window day after day he has onl^^'one thought .i^nd oat; 
wish, — to ruin Isaac D. Worthington. And he will do it: 
if he can. Those who know’ — aiid among them is Mr. 
lialcli hhnstlf — say that Jethro bos never conducted^ 
more masterly oaropaigii than this, xinil that ail the others 
-have been mere childish trials of strength compared to it. 
So he sits there through tliose tifreivo weeks while the 
session slips by, while his opponents grumble, whfle 
even his supporters, eager for the <^jrga, CJEmplami; Xip 
irnlih i$ that in all the yearn of hit activity £a Im 
had such an -antagonist , as, ^jTiotmy -Im# 

' Sa 
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in ajt'S i false- move will tlirow it to either 

side, . 

Victory iWw, to l>a e»plii‘it, upon two faetors. 

Tlhs first aiii<l i.KiSt {mmediate'of these is a oertiiiii catrny 
captain ot 4 B«'»v jvars whose regiment is still at the dis- 
liCHsi of e®er army — for a price, a regiment which has 
hitherto remamed'sttictl}' neutral. And wliat a regimenl^ 
it is! A block of 'river towns aad a senator, and not ,d 
casualty since they marched Ixildiy i^o gaiop twelve weeita 
agOy^ Balch is getting very much worric»d about this 
regluient, and beginttiug to doubt ,lethro'» jiidgmehi. 

“I tell you, Hass,'"'^ said one eveniwg, “if you allow 
Idui la run around looro^nch longer, Wte’re lost, that’s aH 
there Is to it!”. (Mr. Balcli referred to the captain -In 

r estioh.) “They’ll buy up h*s block at his figure — ;JR5e 
they <lon't. They’re gijttijig de»f)erutc. ifon’t you 
think I’d l»tter bid him in'/" , : 

“B-bid him in if you’vf a mind to, Ed." ” ""/t//- 

“ Look here, Jetfiro," stiLd Mr. Bshh, sayagtdy biting 
off the end of a cigar, “ I’m beginning tf> think you don't 
care a continental aUmt this businesM. Which side aye 
you on, anyway V’ Ti|i8 heat and the length and 
uncertainty the str&gffle were telling on the nerves jol 
the railroad president. “You sit there from niomini^tiSIl 
pigbt and“\von’t say anything; and now. w^n tMra's 
only one block ont, you won’t give the word to buy it.” 

“ N-never P)ld you to buy anything, did I — Ed ? ” 
“No,” answered Mr. Bftlcb, “you haven’t. JT don't 
know wliat the devil’s got ’into you.” t f " 

“B-done all the payin’ wi^out (xmsultint ms, hain’t 
you, Ed?'”,. j ■ 

'“Yes, I have. What are yap. driving 
, “D-^done it if I liadn’t Veiyh^e, wsSidin’t' |9ou ? 

“ Yes, aud more Lk*,” sait^ Mr. Balch. 

.. « W-wouldn’t luaka^snticfo difference to you if I wasn't 
h(*pe ~ would it ? 'y 

“Great Soott, t|etb‘^|^hat dp yhu TOean?” eripd the 
railwi^d pnastd^ti fii gpomm alarm ; “ you’re not going 
-to pdU o«t, ore y^ f ” 



' ^‘Therf^il'll wouldn’t! 
pulled out, we’d !o«e the 

(iTOsport, afc<; nobody can te^Prhieh wi^^/Alv^^^^op^tila|l^^ 
will ewin^f, I gue«8 you know wliat he'll do — fjou'm is^ 
d- u eecreiive I can't teiL%tetIjfcer yoti Ho or ndt. If 
you pulled out, f hoyM iiav^their hill on Friday/’ ' 
‘vH-hain^t under a :j oy|gatu>Jisj to you, Ed — am 
“■No/' sftid Mr. I don't fit^e why you keep 

harping oa tJiat/' ^ ^ ■ ‘■■';\ 

“J-juBt w^aiited tp'''''liaYe it ckar/’4’«nid u«^thio, ,and 
relapsed into eilen^, . '_' 

Tfiere wiis a h reproof carpet on the H&irone RobrUtiEnd" 
Mr. ibilcli dun,i.f dowii his cigar and B^^ped OU' it -a^d' 
went No wonder he could not^ unOTistand Jethno’a, 

sudiien 8oyj|ipf-e«? abont. money aiid o|^ligaticm — p, about rail'-^/ 
ro:oj money f, that is. Jethro v'us s{>eadi^^ some of b% 
own, but not in the capital and in a mamier ^;hich was 
iin^t effective. In short, at the very nionte’tlt when, Mr* 
BalcE sUmpcd on his cigar, Jethro had the victory in hlB 
hands — ^only he <]id 7iot ehooso to say so. He bad had a 


^ipystQrious telegram that day from. Harwicdi, signed by 
We^ci, raid Mr. Weed himseif apfx^ared at the 
detefir of Numoer 7, fresh from his travels, sliortly after 
Mr. i^ch h;ia out of it. Mm Weetl olosed tiie door 
g^entHt, and lockud it, and sat down in a rocking chair 
close id j^ethro and, put his hand over his moutii. 
cannot h^r what Mr, Weed is saying. All is iuj’-stery 
here. and. ^ j^rdor to preserve that mystery we shall delay 
for a little tliftjfew werefs* which will expiain Mr. Weed's 
sncecssful inismdn. 


Mr. Balch,?togw. an<l bewihiered, descended into tH, 
rotunda,' where ha ffl^^tly heard two astounding pieces 41 
new.s. Thp first Wa«hat the Honorable Heth Sutton had 
ahandbned the Florizel cigars and , had gone home ^ 
Clovelly. 'The seooiid^id^at Mr. Bijah Bntby had resiffxie^ 
the claw-hatunier arid mtd ceasedi% open the 
cases in the R^oad R^|n. Ofiiiiibniatioa 

' - ^ via.-' 




Mmmxm 

fio it wm aiSd tii.ia Mx * ' W.dt4jli* 

^iSton and Mr. Dtmoaa and Mr. Lovejoy wa3« elos^^ 
imre with Mr. and tlia door was lockea. aifd the 

imniiom shut, ar 4 d smoke was coining out of the windows. 

, Yes, Mr. Bijah Bixby is the canny captain of whom Mr. 
Batch spoke : he it is who owns tJiat block of river towns, 
Intacti and the one senator. Impossible I We have seen 
him opening the pimkiag oases, we have seen faini working 
for the Worthingt4>n faction for the last two years. Mr. 

very willing to open boxes, and to make him- 
^ |Ch!,''teeful and agreeable; l>ut it must Im remembered that 
*lt'^od captain of mercenaries ower' a sacred duty to his 
“lolbwers. At first Mr. Flint had thought he could count 
on Mr. Bixby ; after a while ha made several unsuceassftil 
attempts to talk business with him ; a parti«nilarly difii- 
cuit thing to do, even for Mr. Flint, wimn Mr. lliKby did 
not wish to talk business. Mr. Balch had fouiui it quite 
as difficult to entice Mr. Bixby away frmg the boxtn 
and the Railroad Room. The weeks drifted on, uriiii 
twelve went l»y, and then Mr. Bixby found himself, with 
his block of nvar towns and one senator, in the incompa- 
rable pt>siiion of being the arbiter of the fate of the Con- 
solidation Bill in the Hcmse and Senate. No wonder Mr, 
Balch wanted to buy the services of that fatnons regiiHimt 
at any price! 

Bnt Mr. Bixby* fer once in bia life, had wailtod ic»o 
long. 

When Mr, Balch* wjoicing, but not a litUd indiguani 
at not hfvving been taken into confidonoe, aicended tt> the 
Throne Itoorn after supper- concerning 

the fiaeading of the things he had beard, be lonnd ^nator 
Peleg Harwgton seated mournfcilly on the bed, bilking 
at intervsdii, and Jethro listening. 

“ Come up and eat out of my hand,” aaid the aenator. 

« Who ? ” deinahdetl Mr. Balch. 

“ Bije,” anaitrered the senator. 

** Great Soott, do y<wi mean to aay yoii’ye got Boiby ’’ 
ex^huGHod the niilroM president. He felt ai if ba^tKdd 
like to ehalto the senator, who waa au d^Uiltote iKhd 
nionru^ p ^ answers. ‘‘What did yoo^ him ? 



-w«en't1^ 


m appearftdl nhbckecl by 

** Gvu^ Siitt-oti will .se'iitle witl3t:|tiitH7 j ^ 
“Kel^i Snittonl Why-; — wiiy ibodtd 
hini?^’ ■' 

lietlj’d like mafee him a little presimt, 
t he circumstances. I waw ititough tie ba^rlier 
Mr. Hitrtington contiBued, qmkilig tf Jiithro and igaaiv 
mg the railroad president, ^md I heard »oaielK)idj^ liriis- 
perin’ my name# St.>urid mxm c>ut of that little shamfiioo 
closet ; went in there and found Bije. ‘ Feleg,’ says he, ri^t 
‘ into my ear, *1611 Jethro if's all right-— -you uiiclersto^#/ 
We want Heth to go back — break his hmrt if bC'di'dii^ 
— you understand. If Td knowed last wintt^r Jcthio 
Bieant business, I wouldn't Iiev’ helped Gus Flint out. 
Tell Jethro he enn have 'em — you know" what 1 meaii.^ 
Bije waited a little mite too long,'" sidd the senator, 
had given a ^^.-ry fair imitation rd Mr. Bixby’a^ nasal ym©C 
and lounner. ■ ' i’ 

*** Well Fm d — d ! •' ejacniated Mr. Baleh, staring 
Jethro ■ How did vou work it ? ’J 

"HSeirt OhtiuDcey through the deestrict/’ said'' Mr. 
HaHingtori. ,, / 

Mr. Chauuce}^ Weed had, in truth, gop«i through n 
part of the (jongressifmal district ol the Jlimorabic He|lt 
Dutton with a little leather bag. Mr. Weed had be#1|i 
able 'to do souje <0* his work (wdth little leather 
in the ca})itsd In this way Mr. Bixbj’s regimeat, 

of which Mr* Sution v ;is the. honorary colonel Iim been 
attacked in the rear and ro There was to h |j% cua- 

gresttioniU eoo^iition auUiiuii, aad a larglppalrt of 
Mr. Suttpti’s rnitnet isfT North Cooiitry^wnicb, as 

we have seen, w:iK.|pTai to Jethro to the baclti sine. The 
district, too, wi^Jsrf^oly rural, and there;C<w#anti'«onso^ 
dation, and jnatuiity <'i' the Worthin^gtop forces to gi^ 
their bUh^oogh had made it apparent that Jethro 
was ,aa^«rerfui as ever. Untler^^ese eircur.istanoes it 
hadJic been very difficult for a ||[ie!^eptan of Mr. Cl 
opFWeed’s powers of persuasion to yidnce various ly 
^snta in the district to agree, to oend delates to 
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icinlilig coQ'rention who would be oonecientbusly opjMsed 
t» Mr. Sutton’s renoiniBation: hence the deplore from 
of Mr. Sutton; Ibhoe the generous offer of 
lif.'Bi'xby to put bis regiment st the disposal $f Mr. Bass 
— free of charge. * 

The second factor on which victory hung (we can use 
tdie past tense now) wj»s none otfier than his Excellency 
Alya Hopkins, governor of the state. The bill would never 
get to his Excdlenoy now — so people said; would never 
get ^yund that committee wlio luul listened so patiently 
to. the twelve weeks of argument. These were only 
rumors, after all, for the rotunda never knows jmsitively 
what goes bh In high cireles ; but the rotunda does 
figuring, too, wEen at length the problem is reduced to 
a simple equation, with liijah Hixby as t. If it wt-rt; 
true that Bijah liad gotie over to .letluo Baas, the tJoii- 
solidation Bill w.'is dead. 



CHAPTER XVm 


A MOGKAT’JUOAli KPISODE* HITHERTO 

- ' '■ / .'ii?';: 

When Jethro Bass walked oat of the hotel that evening 
men looked at him. and made way for him, but nouesMke 
to him. There was something iii his faoe ti>at foibade 
speech. He was a great man once more •— a greafcer man 
tliiUi ever ; and he had, if the persistent rumors were trtt«, 
aceomp!i.sheil an abnost incomprehensible feat, even fpr 
Jethro Bass. There was aUiCther reason, too, why ttey* 
stared at hsm. In all those' twelve weeks of that lOtM^ 


trying of all sc.-^sions he had not emee gone into'the street, 
arid he had been less than ever common in the eyes of meij. 
Tw'ice a day he had desci nded to the {lining room for a 
simple meal — that was all ; and fewer hml gained entrance 
to Iw^m Number 7 this session than ever before^ 

There is a river that Hows by the capital, avride an^ 
gentle river bordered by green meadows and fringed wi:% 
willows; higher up. if you go iar, enough, a foiwt oonM^: 
down to the water on the western side. Jethfo widlisA 
through the liooded bridge, and up the eastern l>ank UiBtil 
he could see the forest like a black band between 
grange sky and tlie orange liver. and there he sat doi^ 
U[)On a fallen log on the sdgr of the bank. But JethtUtWI® 
thinking of another scmie. — of a ghaaite-ribbed pastoi^ii^ 
Coniston Moimtain tliat .swings in. limitless space, 
either end of which a man may step off into 
William Wetherell, in one of his letters, bad 
that place as the Threshold of the N<|Bieles8 World 
it had seemed to lethro in the 


was thinking of it nof, even as H;|ad been in 
that winter’s evening when CyntMi 

m 
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surpri|{ed him with that iook of terrible lonelihesA 
mi: his face. * ^ 

Yes^ and he wm thinking of Cynthia. Whern indeed^ 
Jmd he not been thinking of her? How many timea had 
he reheai’sed the events in the tannery h(Hi«e— for they 
wei‘e the events of his life now. The triumphs over his 
opponents and ersemies fell away., and the pride of power. 
Such liad not been his achievements. She had loved him, 
and BO mail had reached a higher pinnacle than that. 

Why he had forfeited that: love for vengeance, he could 
not tell. ' The embers of a man’s passions will suddenly 
bltost into fiamoi and he will fiddle madly while the fire 
burns his sonhf Ha had avenged her an well as himself ; 
but had he avenged her, now that he held Isaac Wovtl> 
ingtoii in lug power? By crushing him. had he not added 
to her trouble and lier sorrow? IShe had confessed that 
she loved Isaac Worthington’s son, and was not he (Jethro) 
widening the breach iK^twTen l ynthia and , the son by 
crushing the father? Jethro had not thought of tins. 
But he nad thought of her, night and day, as he had mi 
in his room directing the liattle. Not a day had passed 
that he had not looked for a letter, hoping agaiust hope. 
If she had written to him once, if she had come tiO him 
once, would he have desisted? He could not say ~ the 
fires of haired Imd burned so liereely, and still burned, so 
fiereely^^; that he clenched his fists when it cam© over him 
that Isaac ^WortliiogtOB was at last in his power. 

A white line above the forest was all that remained Of 
the sunset wlmn ho vobq up and took from his cc»ai a silver 
ana' opened’' it and4,iel4 it to the fading, ligM. 
.'Tresently he closed ifea^iiu and walked slowly, alougj^e 
liver bank toward theUitile twinkling on ite bill. 
He crossed the hooded Jjftidgd’and climbed the si 0p4 stop- 
ping for a moment at a little stationery shop; he pasfed 
which 'wfere still loudly aiscussing this 
^!|^Sl^T^:ba<t done, and gained his I’ocm and locked tto 
:;door. Mm came to it and knocked aj|d got no ams'p^r* 
room was in darkness, and the mgbt breeste stirred 
trees in the park and Uew in at the wii||^w* / 





lmk jh%ro got lifted ], 

■to^eentrc' tail)^ He wwt;'to -nohkts ^a^e- 
dple of Urn life thtii oighi^^ho^ii mt ^h&ui 4 
md he sat for a long While locmo^'at 
lore him. Thou he wrote, and »ealt^‘? the 
‘oortained three linee — and pidled the bell ^ori/ The 
call waa answered by a messenger who had for mmy 
years in the service of the FeiJean House, and who knew 
many secrete of the gods. The man actually grevr pa:lo 
whan lie saw the address on the envelope which w»g p®f 
in his hand and read the denominatioii of the crisp note 
under it that was the price of silence. k& 

“ F-find the gentleman and give it to him yourself. Eir 

— John?’’ 

Yes, Mr, Bass?” 

If you flon’t find him, bring it l>ack,V , 

VYiien the man had gone, Jethro turned down the gite ^ 
^ uad again to his chair by the wi^oJow. For a wmW' 
YoiccH came up to him from the street, but at length the 
groupe disper.sed, on^ by one, and a distaut ch^ck boomed 
out eleven solemn st,rj»kes. 'Fwice the clock strudc agaiuy 
at the halMiour and midnight, and the uoiKes in the house 

— the banging of doors and the Jangling of keys au^pjthe 
hurrying of feet in (he corridors — were hnsh^i* 

took no thoi.ght of these or of time, and sat ga35^3|g%t the 
stars in the depths of iIk* sky aliove the capital di^4iilb^ 
a shadow cumergt^d from the black mass of 4^be trees 
posite and crossed the street. In a few mint 
footsteps in the corridor. — stealthy footsteps’^ 

<ui the door. Jethro got up and opcinied itj 
again and locked it. Then he turu^ up 

down," he said, and noddicd his Ijiiad" 
chair by tlie table. if’v 

Isaac M'orthington ieid his Sifk bat ; 
sat 'down. He looked 
light, very unlike the 
ton in triiTTuph nn frora i 

months before. 

he had., .risked bi^| 




COKISTOK 


on him, and there were crow"s*feet at the ddmerj? 
dl: eyeai" and circles unid^^^ iJiem; Isaac Worth* 

ingtiqi^&d tiever an f^ dmimy the fruits ' of ^ 

atLch %^n'8 is U> destti|Pthe mmu He was not' 

AS voiing as he kid once l»een. Ilht now» in the mry faodr 
■ of '^defeat, hope had rekindled the fire 'iii 'the eyes and 
' hrought l>ack th« peculiar, tight-ljpjH*d, rkwking smile ki 
the luoutjK An hour ago. when he had been pacing Alex- 
ander l>unoao\s libmry, tlia eyes and the miftuth had kien 
‘’diferenk 


I^ohg habit assart’ itxeif at.;,;|<he Htranjgest moinente. 

■ dothro Bass took," his seat by tli#' window, an<l rmnained 
silent. The clock tolled the halThonr after midniglit. 
You waoteii to see me/‘saii,l Mr, Woriliingtoii/finaily. 

Jethro nodded, almost impcreeptildy; 

"*I su|>po»e/’ said Mr. Worthington, '^lowly, I suppose 
you are ready to sell out.’' He fotuid .it a little ihfficult 
to control his voice. 

Yes/’ answered Jethiro. ““r-ready to sell 

Mr. Worthington ‘ was soirirwhat takeux a^ck by this 
simple admissitn'i. lie glanced at Jethro sitting inotiimles’^ 
by the window, and in his heart he f<*ared liimr he hnd 
,,eome into that iwm w'hen the gas \vm law, afraid. Al- 
though he %vo'ald not confess it to himself, he had 1x^)0 
in fear of Jothm Bass all his life, and his fear had 
gi'eator ever siiute the March day when Jethro had 
left (•onistoo. And could, he Imwe known, now, th#^:|ires 
erf' .hatred Iturjiing Jethro's breasU Isaac- Worddogtoii 
■.would have fcen in, fccuTor indeed. 

** What have you got to sell ? " he demanded shar|dy-- 
A - ’^*G-gueas wu know, or you wouldn't ki'vcf c'ome heiv:*/' 
What pjtnrf hav'd , I ,that )'ou have it If sell ? 

Jethro looked m him for an instant. , -A/;/,' 

M-ijxv word/' lie said. 

Jaaac Worthington wuis silent for a v/hilc'r)|ie was striv- 
ing. .to oakn hipsmlf, for an.. indofinaBHj seething law! 
shaken hi||i^...^ llie strange stillness of the hdiif 
stranger which seemed txysurvouud Ihisttatis* 

action fiUerf. with a namelass The man in the 





vrindon liad. Hen h^'^'lifdlping 

Jethro Ba»H-was nof like ordinmf 

en.^hrouded in anti il^rnck^ 

hard. There pew^ upon Iia^ao WortWttgixm a thiyi^v 

this midnight Sour wati m some wu> to H the e^minaMoU 

of the long yeitrs of hatred between them. ' 

lie beheved Jothro ; he would have believed him oven 
if Mr. Flint had lirt informed him that afternoon that he 


wsis beaten^ and bitterly he wished he had taken Mr. Fliat’a 
advice many months before. Denunciation sprang to hi» 
lips which he dared utter. He was beaten^ and he 
must piiy — the nound of flesh/ Isaac Worthington Al- 
most thought it would be a pound of flesh. 

How much do you want ?^" be said. 

” Again Jethro looked at him. 

H»J)iggc8t price you can pay/’ he answered. 

‘"Yon have made up your mind what yo^^fpnt,. 

Yoii/c had time enough/' 

“ H have made up my mind/^ said Jethro. 

Jiake 3"oui' denauid/’ said Mr. Worthington, ‘‘and ill 
give you my ails wer/^ " 

‘‘ B-biggeat price you can pay/’ said Jethro, again, 

Mr. Worthington s nerves could stand it no longer^ Vlt''"'' 
“ Lcn>k hcire, be cried, rising in his chair, “ u you’ye 
brought nil here lo’trifh? witli me, you've made a miatak#^ 
It's your to get control of things, that belong 'to 

other and sell them out, I am herd' co,;„foy. 

Kothing but necessity brings me here, and riothii^ but 
necessity will kee|> me here a mmnent longer tlian I have to 
stay to hnish this abominable affair. ' I am ready to pay you 
twenty thousand dollars the day tliat bill becomes a law.*' 
This time Jethro did not look at Mm, 


P-pay me now/ he said. 

“ I will p®§fr you the day the bill becomes a law. Then 
I shall know where I stand/’ 


Jethfo did nQl;.;an8wer this ultimatum in any manner, 
but remained |)erfectly still looking out of the window^ 
Miff Wdrthiugton glanced at him^ twice, and Mt his Angers 
on the brim of his^^gjj but ha not pidk it up. He f. 
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^ for tt while, knowing full well tha^ if he went 
efot ol tiiat room ohaBoe was gone. Consolidatioo 
m^bt oome iu other years, but he, Isaac Worthington, 
weiiM not be a factor in it. 

don’t want a cbeoh,.do you? ” he said at last, 
“is'o — d-don’t want a <d»eck.” 


“What in God’s name do you want? I haven’t got 
tweely thouMibd didlUa in currency in my pocket." 
down, IsaJb Werthingtori,”" said Jethro. 

MK Worthington sat dow'n — out of sheer astonishment, 


“ Ws-want the consolidation — don't you ? Want it bad 
■— don’t you ? " 

Mr. l^ did not answer. Jethro stood over 

him now, hxikiug down at him from the other side of tiie 
narrow table. 

“ Know Cynthy W<'iberell ? " he said. 

Then Isaac Worthington un<lerstcw)d that his ptotnoni- 
.tions had been real. J'he pound of flesh was to be de- 
manded, but strangely enough, he did not jet comprehend 
the nature of it. 

; ■ “1 know that there is .such a j^rson,” he answered, for 
:lil« jpride would not {x^rtnit him to say more. 

■ '** W-what do yon know abfiut her?" 

Isaac Worthington was hilterly angry — the WtOf# ^ 
because he was helpless, ami cf>uld not question Jethro's 
light. to ask. What did he know alxmt her? Nothing, 
except tjiat she had intrigued to marry his eon. Nobs 
letter had described her, to be sure, but h# ^nuld not be 
expected to believe that: and be had not h«tttd Miss 
Lacietia Penninian’s speech. And yet h« could not toll 
Jethro that he knew hotliing about ber, for .he was shrewd 
enough to j>erceive the drifift>| the next ijmeation. 

“Kn-know anything against her?" said Jethro. P 

Mr. Worthin^n leaned back in hnr elmir. - , 

1 can’t see what Miss Wcthetell hae to do with the 
present ocGsaaton.*' he replmd. . 

“ H'had hm^ dismissea by the prudential oowulltec 
bad her dimaniaed didn’t you? 



A BlOGMAPtimAt 



** They chose to act as tihey-mw ,, , 

- ^ ** T-4oM tevi Dodd t0:;4^miss 
' ^That wm a matter of ^mmm koowi^i^ 
hattog l^^M out, through Jonatlian Mill. '■/ 'V,,; ■*,'.- r4' 

i fottid^ deciiie daid hfr« 

^W-woiiWn"t if I ^vi*s youV* ^ 

** What do you toaaii ? ” 

** Wliat I say. T-told Levi Dodd to dismiss her, dida’t 
y<mt*’ 

** YeHf 1 did/’ Isaac Worthiiigton had lost in seU^ostaeia 
hy not saying so before* 

*‘Why ? Wahi/t she honest? WaWt she c^paWe? 
Wahn’t she a lady ? ” 

** J can’t say that I know anything against Miss Ws^^3r- 
ell’s character, if that’s what you mean.” 

K -fit to teach — wahn’t she - — fit to teach ? ” 

^ I littlieve slie has since qualified before Mr. Errol.” 
l^it to tca<di ' - wahn’t fit to marry your son ^nrfis 
she?” - ^ 

Isaac Worthington clutched the table and started foom 
liH chair. He grew white to his lips with anger^ and yet 
he knew that he must control liimself* '* 

** ?dr, Bass,” he said, you have sornetbing to sell, and#X 
have gomething to buy — if the price is not ruinous. JL^ 
us confine ourselves to *that. My affaim and iny soii’a 
affairs are neither here nor there. I you again, how 
much do you want for this Consolidation Bill?” 

♦^-N-no money will buy it.” 

*‘What!” 

**C-eaBBent to this marriage, c-ronamit to this marriage/* 
There was 3 ^et room for Isaac Worthington to* be 
amazed, and for a while he stared up at Jethro, speechless. 

** Is that your price ? ” he 'asked at last. * ' 

‘♦ Thdhal/s my price,” said Jethro. 

.^Ikaac Worthington got up andyient to the window andi 
atbod looking out above the black mass of trees at the dome 
ouliiimd against the stardlecked i&y. At first hb anger 
choked him, and he could not thi^k ;■ he had just enough 
reason left not to walk out of door. But 
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iKiAit^Msserted itself in him, too, and ho begah to Reflect and 
calcnlate in spite of bis anger* It is HtJ’arige that inemorl- 
plays so stiuiU a part in such a niaiK Befom be allowed 
mind to dwall on the fearful prieei be thongbt of his 
ambitions gratified ; and yet he did nofahink then of the 
woman to whom bo had once confidpi tliose ambitiom 
,, — - the woman who wm the gild’s mother. I^erhapS dethro 
was thinking of her. 

It may have' been — I know not ~ that Isaac Woitliing^ 
ton wondered at this revelation of the character of Jetlnro 
Bass,' for it was a revelation. For this girFs sake Jetiuv) 
was ■willing, ;to forego his revenge* w'as willing at|lhe end 
of ln« days to allow t!te world to believe tliat he had sold 
out Ijp his eneiri3% or that be iiad bt^en dcfeftted by him. 

But when he thouglit of the marriage, Isaac Worthing*- 
ton ground his teetii. A certain sentiment wldi/h we may 
call pride v^as so strong in him Unit i>e fill read}’ to 
almost any sacnfic.B to pn^vent iti' I’o Iiimlei it: he hud 
quarreiied, with his son, and driven hi?n away, and 
thmikmed disirdieriteniaa The price waisinderal heavy**-- 
the heaviest he could pay. But the altenmtive •— wais not 
that heavier? To relinquish his dream of j)owcr, to nink 
fora while into a crippled state; for he had spent lat^^e 
sums, and one of those pericKiical depressions had criitt#, la 
the busints 5 s of tltc mills, and tliose Wcsterii inveaiments 
were tiol looking so bright now. . .‘^^V 

So, w ith his iuinda opening and closing in fmist of lum. 
Isaac Worthington Might out bis batt|0. ,/A terrilde war, 
that^:, between anihitio.n and fo the koifo- 

The /'itsna miiy yet hftve bt.*en iindeeided when he toitied 
round ^ to Jetlito with, a sneer ''Which be eony not remst* 
‘‘''Why doesiFt siie marry him wiOiotii mv consent?'^* 

In a moment Mr. Wortfaagton Jknew he hatl gone foo 
far. A certstin kind of an eyn is an inconiparahle weapon, 
and annedi men have beon eoweti by those who possoKs ft, 
thoog^h otherwise defenceless. Jethrti Bass had that kind 
of an eye. 

“ G-gue«s you wouldn’t understand if I was to tell yon,” 
he said. 



S' -r 

Uf c<impo«(» «mme 

“ Your pr%usi#on is,*? Jliis said At _ . . 

my cdH^nt to rtiis tns’mme, ^^iu» to^v© ai«lr4w|; 

f 'overn^, ami tbp Cocsiol^ation BUI vill Jxicoiiie a law 

t . \ 

“ llR-that’s it-,’’ said JoChro. taking ’.is PX'CU.stom^ seat- 
“ Anii this fiousontia t(> be giv«a when the biU becoiofa* 
a law ? ■ ;.' 

‘‘Given now. T-tr>nigbt.” 

Mr, Worthington took l^othfir turn ^ far as the doO«i 
and suddenly came and s&M before JetSiy 

“W’ett,! cousent*” . ' ' ' it'- 

Jethro, nodded toward the table, . ' ' ft; ' 

“Er — pen ami paper there," he.said. -A,' ^ 

“ What do you want me to *’ demand® Mr. Wc^^- 
ington. . ■ _ ' . . '• 

■“ W-write to Bob — write to Cj'ntby IN ice letters.”^ 

‘• This i.H oa; *' ring misters with too high a hsunl, Mr, 
Bass.' i wilt writer, the letters to-morrow n4ori»ing.'’ridl||‘ 
was iritnknible that 'he, the first citizen pf Bram^^ 
siiould have to submit to such humiliation. S 

“Write ’em now, W-want to see ’em.” 

“ But if I give you my word they will be written ai^d . 
sent to you to-morrow afternoon?” 

“T-too latf\" said Jethro; “sit down and write 
now." 


thib if 


Mr. Worthington went irresolutely to the table, stood, 
for a minute, and dropped suddenly, in^fo. the chair ^^erei 
He would have given anything (^except the realization of 
his ambitions) to have maidhed out of the room a«d to 
have slammed the door behind liim. The letter paper sad 
envelopes which Jethro liari bought stood in a litUe {die, 
and Mr. Worthington picked up the pen. The olQeit 
struck two as he wrote the date, as thougn to remirid him 
that he had written' it vvreng. If Flint could see him 
nowl Would Flint guess'? Wooi|d anyhfsdy guess? He 
stared the white paper, and his came on again Hbi 
a gust of wind, and he felt that he'^onld jrather beg in jtlp 





viiie'Vfiaeh » thing. And j^^and yet hie 
1^. Snraiy Jethro Base must have ici^wo wat he 
ahttld have taken no more exquisite vengeauoe than this, 
to cumpei » man — and such a man — to sit down in the 
white heat of paasion and wnte two letters of foigiveoecw ! 
Jethro sat by the window, to all apitearanees ohUvious to 
the tortaies of hie victim. > 


He vho Itas tried to write a note — the simplest note — 
when his tnind was harassed, will understand something of 
Isaac Worthingtf>n’8 ^iisations. Ue would no sooner get 
Ml inkling of w'bat his opening seiiOmue wss to be then 
the -flames of his anger would rise and swec^ it away. 
He could not even decide which letter bo Was to write 


first: to bis son, who had defied him and who (the father 
knew in his heart) contemned him? or to the aehool- 
teacher, who was re.sponsible for all his misen' ; who — Mr. 
Worthington believed- — had taken advanUtge of his sou’s 

f iuth by femhiiite wiles of no mean .oi;d«r so as to gain 
asession of him. I Can almost bring myself to pity tlm 
8t citizen of Hmmpton as lie sits there with Ms pm 
poised over the paper, and his enemy waiting to read 
thiwc tender epistlia of forgivenes.H which he haft ywt io 
write. The clock lias almost got round to the half-hour 
ftgain, and there i** only the date — iuid a wrong one at 
.that. . ” 


“My dear Miss Wetherell, — (Hrrum8tanoes(oi»r which 
I have no control ?) "--ought he not to call her Cynthia? 
He has to make the letter credible in the eyes of the cen- 
sor who sits by the window. ** My dftilit Miss Wetherall,-- 
I have come to the oonclosion ”~-~i4o sheets toru um or 
thrust into Mr. Worthington’s pocket.,, By thfe time 
words have begun to have a colorless look. “ My dear 
Miss WethenSa, — Having become ecmviaced of iw sin- 
cere attachment which my eon Roberf has for you, I mi 
writing him to-night to give my foil consent to Ms mar- 
riage. He h«e given me to understand that yon have 
hitherto peeeitfently refused to atmept him because | have 
witblMld < ooneetit, and 1 tMse this oppcnlutilty^ of 
expreffling my iidmirarion <jl thm ptstseworiby molarion 





«»d tibfftt fm 
' mim wmoh 
and 

Brampton in a 
ibe pleiisuto of 


0 | yoaK pairi** • -(If this be irojjg?, it 
iMkao Wi>i 11 )i»gtoii iuMi a litiVe «« Uj* _ 
now Mint j^iain tlie heat cf creatiotf 
dwWBastlliMyi^er whidh ha ^ o,?a^pBa>iog.) idy eon’l 
iu^}|Hneaa «^^recr tn life axe c^to^ toonu^t to mo tihafe^ . 

the X eouid not gied ^^jpy eanctiou. to what 1 

■apfinit rega¥^^ as a yuiiihfdl fanl^P Now that mty »on, 
t6r yooa eake, has shown hia deMhadziation *uid tft 

make his own way >r. the world Worthinwai was 

not a little prond of this) ** I havtj^^tormioed thiS it 
wise to withdraw my opposition, and to recall Bi^rt 
his proper piuco, which is near me. I am sure thM; my 
feelings in mis matter will be clear f 
will look with indulgence ppon any 
sprang from a natu^||i||3^ltati0n 'fc 
liappiness of my I be < 

day or two, and I'sUa^rm once give myfi 
r<kiling on you. .^r^incerely yours, Isaai' D. Worthington.” 

Ferfiap%i|^ttle formal and yioii^ns for some peoplUl 
but an admf^ie and eonciiiatesy letter for the first citizen 
of Brampton. Writion under such trying circumstance^ 
with I know' i-ot how many erasures and false starts, it is 
little sliort of a marvel in arts neither too much said, nor 
too little, for a relenting . i>erent of Mr. Worthington’s 
character, and 1 doubt whether Talleyrand or Napoleon or 
oven Maohi'ivelli himself could have surpassed it. The 
second letter, tn)u that Mr. Worthiagton had jTOt into the 
swing, w’as more easih written. “Sly dear Robert (it 
said), — “I have made up my mind to give my consent to 
jo^ marriage to Miss Wethereli, aud i am ready to wel* 
bohie you home, wheVe I trust I shall see you shortly. I 
have not licen unimpressed by the determined manner in 
which you have gone to work for yourself, bpi I believe 
that your pleoc is iu Hrampton. where I trust you will 
show the Mime eneigy in learning to succeed nm in 
business which I have founded there as you h« ve exidinted 
in Mjr, Ihfoke’s woidts. Affectionately, your Father.” • 

A itenr creditable and handsome letter for a foimting 
h^ev,' When Mr, Worti^gton finish^ it, and had 
at 
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bbtji the envelopes, his shame and vexation had* 
to relate, very eoasiderably abated. Not to 
iiKQ too deeply into the somewhat coniiadiotory meO^ 
and cardiac processes t>f Mr. Worthington, he had eoii^ 
^jbow tricked himself by that magic exercise of wielding his 
|len into thinking that he a'tis doing a noldeiiaud generous 
action : into si|telieving that in the (.'ourso of a very few 
daya-* or we'eka, at the most — -be woubl iuwo rccfilli'd his 
errij^aon and have given Cynthia bis ble.ssiiig. Ho would, 
heisoTd himself, liave been iorced oventiniUy to yield wben 
that j)aragon of indexibility, Uoh, dicUted terms to him at 
the head of the locomotive woiks. Better lot the gener- 
Cfisity 1)0 on bis (Mr. Woithiiigton’s ) side. At all vents, 
victory had never been bought more cheaply- Humilia- 
tion, in Mr. Wegthington's eyes, had an element of publicity 
in it, and this fl^asodc bail had none of that element; and 
Jethro Bass, n»#reov.,*r. was a highwayman who had hold a 

E istol to his head. In such Ingioal imViiner he gradnally 
olstered up agaiii his habitual poise and dignity. Next 
week, at the latist, men would ptiint to him as the head Of 
the largest railroad interests in the state. 

He puslied back his chair, and rose, merely indicating the 
result of bis labors by a wave of his hand. And h© sfoed 
in the windoa* as Jethro Bass got up and went to the tiihSo. 
I wbald that I had a jjcn able to iloscribi,' Jitthro's scjvsa- 
tiona when he read them. Unfortunately, 1^ is a luan 
with few facial e.xprfc«sicins. But I belie ve that be was 
artist enough himself to appreciate th© perfections of the 
firet citizen’s efforts. After a much longer uaterval than 
was necessary fwr their i)c.ru8al, Mr. Worthington turned. » 

“ Cr-guess (hej^I do,” said J^hro, as heffofded them up. 
He was too generous not to, -indulge, for once, in a little 
well-deRcrved plraise. *' Haih't underdone it, knd bain’t 
o\mrdoue it.a mite - heir you ? M-mau of resourop. Gal- 
late you (Couldn’t hev heat that if you was to take a week 

^ ** I ''think it only you,” said Mr. Worth|c^gto®» 

picking up bis silk bat, tlrat in those letters I have haeiely 
antieij^eed a very litt^ my intentions is the taatter. My 
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son living proved tiis earoestne^, f was ^ 

to Ikbs marriage of my own accm d.’' j ’ 
♦*l&*goia’ to do it anyMray — was vcu ? ” 

“ I had so detormineu.” 



A-always yoi:i higti~Ki!a?ted,” i^d ^tibro. 

M^. Worthin^Kn was on tbe point of giving S tart 
z'eply to this, but restrained himself. ; 

‘^Then I may look noon the matter ba settled?*’ he ejdA 
The OonsoMation Bill is to be<?ome a law ? ** 


Yes,” said Jethw, youUi vour hill.” Mr. Wortjfo 
ington had got his hand on trie knob of the door:,wliea 
Jethro stopped him with a word. He had no facial ^xpreA- 
sions, but he had an eye, as we have seen — an eye that 
for the second Hime appeared terrible to his vfeitot* 
Isaac Worthington,” he said, ‘‘‘a-aot up to it. No 
ery — or look out — look out.” ; 

Then, the incident being closed so far as. he was con* 
‘^cerned, Jethro went back to his chair by the window, &tt 
it is to be recoTd(*d that Isaac Worthington did not answer 
him imikiedialcly. Then he said : — 

^^You seem to forget that you are talking to a gentle- 
man,” 


That’s so,!’ aiiswered Jethro, ‘‘so you be.” ; 

He sat wherc'^he was long after the sky had vfhlteneid 
t^nd the stam had changed from gold to silver and 
out, and the sunlight kid begun to glance upon the gr^tt 
leaves of the park. Perhaps he was thinking^ of the lifii 
he had live<i, which was spent now : of the mert tm ha||'; 
ruled, of the victories ha had gained from thiah: place wHi<& 
would know him no more. He had won last and the 
greatest of his victories there, compared to W'hieh the others 
had indeed been as vanities. Perhaps he io^l^ed back over 
the highway of his life and thought of the woiafte whom he 
had loved, and wn>ndered what it had been if she had trod 
it by his side. Who will judge him? Ho had been what 
he had been; and as the Era wavS, so, was he. Verily, one 
generation passeth away, and aiiother^^geaeration eomc^ 
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- When Mr. Idaae. Worlhinjj^n arrived afc Mr. Dunoan'iii 
house, where he was staying, at three o’clock in the laorn- 
ing, he .saw to his surprise light from the library windows 
lying in bais aer{>sa the lawn under the trees. He 
found Mr- Duiioan in that room with Sooips, his son, who 
had ju-st returned fropt a .seaside [dace, and they were dis- 
cussing a very grave event. Miss Janet 1 Hincau had that 
(lay eloped with a gentleman who — to judge frrna ih> 
photograph Somers lield - - wii.s ls'>{h lutndsomeand rom.ui 
tiO'looking. He had long hair mid burning eyes, and a 
title not to U' 4^011 vorilied. and he ovviuui a ca.stlc near 
some place on th^/eiiinsula of iuly not on the map. 



CHAPTER XIX 

„0)NTAlKma FEEB TRAHSFOETATION TO ER^MPTOIff 

We are back in Brampton, owniiA aa we do, an ipnail, 
pass over the I'ruro Railroad. OyndSna hm been th^tu ai|: 
the snramer, and m it is now the first of Septemtier, bei? 
school iias begun agairi. "I do not by any means intend to 
imply that Brampton is not a pleitsant place to spend tti0 
summer: the number of its an nml visitora is a refatation 
()l that ; but u> Cynthia the serr^on had b'aii one of great iin- 
liappiimss. Stweril times Lem Halloweli had stopped the 
stage in front of Epliraim’s house to teg her to go to 
b'anision, and Mr, Satteriee had eom,e himself; but she' 
(iould not borne to te there without Jethro* ISI’of 
would she go to Boston, though urged by Miss Lucretta; 
and Mrs. ||^erriU and the girls luwl implored her to join 
them at a seaside plairc on the Cape. 

Cynthia liad rnade a little gaitkm lielund Ephraiiu'i^'' 
house, and she spent the summer there with her flowers ; 
and lier books, many of whicli Lem had £etch#<i from,, 
Conigton. Ephraim loved to sit there an evnriing%iid 
smoke his pipe and chat with Ezra Graves ami the -ueigte ' 
ters who dropfx^d in. Among these were Mr. Gauniliel 
Ives, who twked literature with Cynthia: and Lucy 
Baird, his wife, who had taken Cynthia under her wim„ 
I wish I luwl time to write about Lucy BaWv.’ And l«v”- 
Jonathan Hill came — hLs mortgage not having been fori^ 
elased, after all. When C^mthia was alone with Ephraim 
she often read to liiiiK — generally ftom teoks of a ntartlal 
flavor^ atid listened with an admlirabie hvpocrisv to cd!# 
tain narratives which he was in habit of telling. 4: 
They never spAa of Jethro. Eplpaim was not a easimi^ 

m 



cbirisTON 

anil&i ot right and wrong came throt(gh Mi 

affections; It ia safe t<vsay th4t he iJ^er made an anilysis 
of the sorrow which he knew was afliilNai^ the gifl, hut he 
had ha4> a general and most sympathetic understanding of 
^it ever since the time when Je^ro had gone back to the capi- 
tal; and Ephraim never bwitght home h!e ihtariium <M| 
his Ohnm m)#, but rea«|N^t& at the office, their 
coat^PB might not disturb rier. ’ 

No wonder that Qiptbia was unhappy. The letters 
cacqie, almoat^every djBwith the {x«lniark of the town in 
New Jersey '"where iK Broke’s locomotive works were; 
and she answered theitU nowjfbiit. oh, how scrupulously!), 
though not every day. If the watcm of love ro^ up 
through the pains of sand, it was, at hoist, not CyntSia’s 
fault. Hers wwre the letters of a friend. .She was read- 
ing sneh and such a book — had he x’cad it V Anti he 
must not work too,, bard. How could her icitcrs la; other- 
wise when Jetloo iSass, her benefactor, w as at the capital 
working to defeat and perhapsJ:o fuin Bob's father? when 
Bob’s father had insulted and persecuted her ? She ought 
not td4iave written at aB ; but the lapse's of such a hero- 
ine are very rare, and very dear. 

Yes, Cynthia’s life-waa very Iritter that sunfiracr, with 
but little^hopc on the horiton of it. Her thoughts ivftrc 
divided btitween B<d» and Jethro. *ldany a night sije lay 
awake resolving to'' Mhrlte to Je^o, even. to go to him. but 
when morning came she could not bring !u iscjf to do so. 

I do not think it was because she feared thht be might 
believe her apfxjai would l>e made in behalf of Boh’s father- 
Knowing 4||ifchro as she did. she felt that it )^b**Id i» use- 
less, and ahe could not bear U> make it in? vain: if the 
meraoiy of that evening in the tannery shed would nrt 
served DotUog would serve. And again — he had g(.'ee to 
a'^engelier. ...y _ 

It was inevitable thai'she should hear tidings V”' 
Capital, WoartiuBgttm’s own to#n was ringiM W 'tli 

it- And P wept week of that 4oterniinah«p8sion 

went toy the opir^tioQ slowly grew npen Btamj^n tl||i|?i 
its cito jk ' bad been beaten by'-Jelliro JBass. ^ Some- 



thinj^of .Mr. Wortbll^gl^'s ]{n&v'<^': &e..|D9iQ^l$v 

for were nbr'psmg nm. I^H.ttieir' fol ^ 

And tiien luid com* tbi;^ Mr:.W^bu^ 

ton was Imtebi local, reprs&^stitre apiv«d 

straight from the rotunda. Cynf^a dwerbeard Jjem Mtir 
loweTl telling it to Ephraii^ and Ac could not for the life 
of her help roioicirig, though she lespitod herself for ifc 
Isaac Worthington -was humbled now, and Jethix) had hum- 
bled him to avenge her. Despite her grief over his return 
-to that life, there was something to compel her awe and 
admiration in the vray he had risen and done this thing 
after men had fallen from him. Her mother had had 
something of these same feelings, without knowing why. 

People who Lad nothing but praise for ham before weW 
saying bard tbing.s about Isaac Worthington that night- 
Wlien ibo baron is defeated, the serfs conte out of their 
holcH in the cattle rock and 0ing their corses across the 
moat. Cynthia slept but little, and was glad when the 
daj' came' to take her to her schoUms, ease her mind of 
thr thoughts whifth tortured it. 

And tlion, when she stopped at the post-office to speak 
to Ephraim on her way homeward in the afternoon, she 
heard men talking behind the partitioni and she stood, as 
one stricken, listening beside the window. Other hidings 
had come in the shaiw of a telegram.,, The first rumor had 
tieen false. Hrampten had not yet i'ceoived the details, 
but the Consolidation Bill had gone into the House thah: 
morning, and would be a law before the week was out. 
A part of it wa.'. incomprehensible to Cynthia, but so much 
she had understood. She did not wait to speak toEphraimt 
and she w^ going out again w hen a man rushed past her 
and through the partition door. Cynthia paused instinc- 
tively, for she recognized him as one of the frequentens of 
the station and a bearer of news, 

" come home, boys,” ihe shouted ; “come in on, 

the four o’clock, and went right off to Coniston. Guess 
he’s done for, this time, for cer^in. Looks it. By God- 
frey, be. looka. eighty ! Callate .ibis day’s over, from tho 
way the ^ys ilstked on the traia|” 



^ <X)NlSTOir 

Unbred to Iietn: weal otit» da«ed« 

ialinw September sumbine. Jethro beaten, aad iMtoken, 
gone to Conieton. Kesalutiou came to her os 
walked. Ai-riving home, she wrote a iittie note and left 
it m the table for Ephraim ; and going out again, raa by 
laraa to Mr. Sherman's livery stable behind the 
Brampton Bteiae, and in half an. hour wan driving along 
that familiar road to Coniaton, ^ooe ; for she htid often 
driven Jethro’s horses, and knew every turn of the way. 
And as she gazed at the purple mouutain through the haze 
lUjd drank in the sweet soente of the year’s fulness, she 
was ati^gely happy. There waa the village green in the 
cool evening Itglit, and the flagstaff witli its tip silvered 
by the departing »un. Sho-waved to Risvs and I.«m and 
Hoses at the store, but she drove on to the tannery boust', 
and liitehed the horwj at. the mugh granite post, and went 
in, and through the house, softly, to thtskitehen. 

Jethro was standing in the doorway, and did not torn. 
He may have thought she was Milliceiit Skii|i»er. Cyntlija 
could see his f.iee. It was older, in d^ d. and lined and 
worn, but that fearful look of desolaiwm which she had 
once surprised upon it, an4 wl^ic^ i't that instant 
feared to see, was^^t there. Jethro’s soul was at peace, 
though Oyr||^in, could not understand why it was so. Sl*e 
stole to hitttand flung her arms about his neck, and wi^ a 
cry he seized her and held her against him for I kltoiv not 
how long. Had it been iKtssible to have held her there 
always, be would never have let her go. At last IwlWked 
down into her tear-wot face, int»‘||i(i^ eyes that wpto shin- 
ing with team. 

“ I>-done wrong, Cynthy.” ;>''■ » 

Cynthia did not answer that, for she remembered how 
she, tootiluid exulted when she had believed him to have 
aooomplished Isaac Worthington’s downl^. Now that he 
had failed, and was in his arms, it was wot for her to 
|ndm^ — only to 'rejoice. . 

“TOidn’t look for you to oOtoe hack — didn’t expooi ft. ' 
“ Unde Jelliro I ” she factored. 1/ove for her iii| 
him go, and she would not say that, either; 



TEANSPOBTATldiK -l^illPfOir 

'• ■ . ;'■ 

“ I>-doti’t bate me, Cyntby - - dkm’t bj^ie xmf” 

Shie shojk her head. 

.*‘Love me- V 

She wp her hands and brusk^^d^haek his hair, 

toiideiiy, from M forehead. Bmh — a loiring geatuw^ — 
was her answer. 

You are going to stay here always, now*^ she said,iu a 
loWToice, ^\you are iiever going awayagain.^’ 

**'G"goin’ to slay alvTays,’’ he answered. Perhaps he 
wm thinking of the hillside clearing in the forest — who 
knows ! “■ X oull (*orno — sometime, Cynthy — sometime? 

come every Saturday and Sunday, Uncle Jethro,’’' 
she said, smiling up at hiix.. Saturday is only two 
-days away, now. I can hardly wait.” 
u Y*you1l come sometime ? ” 

“ Thn le Jetluo, do ytm think I'll be away fre^m you, 
e-xeepl — except when I have to ?” 

U-come and i*cEid to me — won’t you — come and read? ” 
“ Of coiir;«rj 1 will f ” 

C-call to mind the first book yon read to me, Cyntliy ?” 
‘"It xvas " i’hilinsoa Crusoe,’ ” she said. 

' “‘R-Rohinson thmsoe.’ Often thought of that book. 
Kuoyr some of it by heart. R-read it again, sometime, 
Cyntliy?” 

She looked ii]» at him a little anxiously. Ilis eyes 
were on the great hill opposite, across C'oniston Water. 

""I will, iutieed. Uncle Jethro, if w’^e can find it,” she 
a^^wered. 

i** Guess I can find it,” said Jethro. R-i'eTneml>et when 
ybu saw him makin’ a slu|Kf ” 

“ Yes,” said Cynthiii, '"and I had my feet in the pooL” 
The book had raa<le a profound impression upon JethrciJ, 
partly because (Cynthia had first read it to him, and pi^l- 
tor another reason. The isolation 6f Crusoe, depicted by 
Defoe’s genius, had been com|>arable to his own isolation^ 
and lie had pondered upon it much of late. Y'es, and upofh 
a certain piiirt of another took whiclt he had read earlier in 
life : Napblion had ended his days St. Helena. 

They walked out under the treeafto tip brooimde and 




domclTOir 

^4fii&od iisteni&i^ .ihe tinkling of Hid fcowliilg ito fclw wood- 
kit beyond, jlte light faded early on theab Se{>teniber 
evoaisgs, and the smoky mist had fegun to ri»9 fibm the 
water when they turned liack again. The kitchen windows 
were sdready growing yellow, and through them the faith- 
ful Millicent could be seen bustling about in her prepara- 
tions foi* Bopper. But Cynthia, having .acoompUshed her 
iertand, wonld not go in. She could not have borne to 
hayo any one drive baek with her to Brampton thea^ and 
she must not be late upon the roa^ 

“I will come Friday evening, Uncle Jethro,” she said, 
'as she kissed him and gave one last, lingering look at his 
face. Had B) been possible, she would not have left him, 
and on her way to Brampton through the gathering dark- 
ness she mused anxiously upon that straiige calmness he 
had shown after defeat. 

- She drove her horse on to the floor of Mr. Shennan’s 
stable, that gentleman himself gallantly assisting her to 
alight, and walked homeward through the lane. Ephraim 
had not yet returned from the post-office, which did not 
close until eight, and Cynthia smiled when she saw the 
utensils of his cooking-kit strewn on the hearth. In her 
absence he invariably unpacked and used it, and of course 
Cynthia at once set herself to cleaning and packing it 
a^in. After that she got her own supper — a veiy simple 
affair — and was putting the sitting room to rights when 
Ephraim came thumping in. 

“Well, 1 swan!” he exclaimed when he saw her. 
“I didn’t look for you to come back so soon, Cynthy. 
Put up the Idt — hev you?” He stood in front of the 
fireplace staring with apparent interest at the place where 
the kit had been, and added -in a vmce which he strove 
to make quite casual, “How be- Jethro?” 

“He looks older, Cousin Eghj” she ansWj^d, after a 

f ause, “and I.llimk be is very tired. But' hft, seems — 
e seems more tranquil and contented than 1 hoped W 
find him.” 

“I' want to know,” said Ephraim. “I am glad to hear 
it. Glad you went up, Cynthy — you done l^gfat to go. 






rd hare^ae if yoa’d 

a chaow feo go up'^o^ay. T . T lfe^ 

• Thor«» tife* an afli^ of; repressed «‘Xflill|!rj^nt alx*«t tne*w^. 
ertn wliich did not, ea«M^ C^nttoia. , Hli fceld tw6 lefctei* 
in his hand, a^dt Iwing a postanaate^, ho knew thfe faaad> 
writing on botji. Oj^iiad come from that pi^ in New 
Jeraey, and drew no copigeat. Bur the other! That on# 
hail been postmarked at 4he capital, a|jd as bo had-sat>|lt< 
his countor at the postj||| 0 e for closing 

■ he had turned it over SW ov^k^th many ejacolationa 
• and futile guesses. Past master of dissimulation that ho 
was, he had made up his mind — if he should find Cyn- 
thia at home — to lay the letters indifferently o» the 
table and walk into his bedroom, . This campaign he n>W 
proceeded to carry out. t ’,* ■ 

Cynthia Smiled again when'', he w|t8 ^ne, and shook 
her head picked up the letters.' BohV was upper- 

most and she road that fir:^ without a thought of tho 
oiiter one. And she smiled iil sl^ read — for Boh had 
a picmotiun. He was not yet af the head of the Ibcdte^j 
tive worko, lie hastened to udd, for fear that Cyntina* 
might thick ‘hat Mr. Broke "had resigned the presidency’ 
in nis favor; and Cynthia never failed to laugh at theapT 
little facetious "asides. He was now earning the prmefly 
sum of pincty doll ii is a ihonth — not enough tp many 
on, alas ! On Saturday nights, he and Jreroy**Br(dEe 
scrubbed as miujh as [wssihle of the grime from theie 
hands ami I'acee and went to s^nd Sundyi^y-at 
the Bnke place on the Hudson; from whenoe- Miss 
Broke, if she happened- to be home,-«fwaya sent 
Cynthia her love. As Cynthia is sfiSl «, heroinej 1 shall 
Hot 4«*cril-<.‘ how she felt about .S 4 l|y;Broke’s love. There 
w'as plenty of Bob’s o,wu in the’li^ter. Cynthia vvot^M 
not nave blamed him if he had fiiUen in love with 
Hjlike. It seemed to .bor little short miraculons 
aRdst suo|i surroundings, he cohid be true to her. " , 

^ After a period which was no briefer t^ian that usually 
' ocoupied by Bob’s letters, Cyntl^a took the other bij» 
from her lap, and stared kt it in much perplexity 
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' It open. We hare mm 'i:hi' muim^ •erer Wii: 

W^||pK.ngU»irH sho^Wer, and om* himto will itot ’>«tpp 
b^s«a’tmg — as Cynthia’s did^ ■ . She reaid’lt twice faefoie ttie 
full meaniiM^of it cauie to ber^ iind after that iih« eotiW 
not well liiistakc it, — the lan^ua^e being ao admirabk 
in erery way. She sat very still for a long while, and 
pirMsen^y she heard Ephraim go out. But Cynthia did 
not iiiove. ^fr. Worthington relented and Bob recalled f 
The rwta df-zhappinesa suddenly opened up, widened and 
wida'nad until it was '-tOo bright for Cynthia’s vision, and 
she wdhld oo!nj->td her mind to dweii on another prtm- 

E ect,* — that of the father and son reconciled. Although 
er temples throbl>ed. she tried to analj7:o tfia letter. 
It implied that Mr. Worthington had allowed Bob to 
rernaiii avray on a sort of probation'; it impliinl that it had 
been dictaU^ by a strong patcnuil love mingled with a 
atroug paternal justice. And then tiiero was thd apf)t5a! 
to her ; ‘‘ You will look with indulgence u(hd>u mj neU 
of mipe wliiph spmng 'from a natural soliciuitiau for the 
weifai*e and htppiuess of my only child/ ' A. insight, 

is theirs to whom it m given to love m Cynthia loved ^ 
Stickle nly there came a knodk which frightened her, for 
her mind Wiis running on swiftly from jHhut to |>i>int; had, 
indeed, flown :is far as Conistou by now, and she was think- 
ing of strange look of.|>eacc on Jethro's fa4.^e w^ruch 
had troubled her. One letter she thrust into her dress, 
but the other she laid a«ide. and her knees trmnblod runho 
and went tuto the entry an<i rakcni tm 
latch and opened the door* There was a moon, and tlu* 
llgun* in the and the silk hat the one wbicsfc^ 

she €ixpected '■ The ailk hat^.itine off very pr(>ui|*ily. 

‘4 hofie I ana not dietuvbiiig you^Miss Weth€^rell/'''sam 
tlie owner of it. 

Uo,’’ answered Cy^^thia, faintly. 

'** May I cxjme in ? 

Cynthia held open the door a little 'Wider, and* Mr- 
Worfchhij^ti walked' in* 'Me seemed very nmjestio and 
out of. plide/in the iiitle house which' -(labriel Fcwt had 

built, and he oakcried into it some of tlie atmosphere of the 
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wabiMt and oeili^ 
ner' of hia hat, bott ^ 
bnttotiing his coat, ai|htl;^in' 
W!»8 confeiring upon i* 
standing before biia in _ , 
of tiie hawklike Ipok 
scending and condiliatory 




hd tr^ hiir(>r ,wiii«ii;: 
’And Tie eyed {"'rats 
with a ^odiiicatioii 
tt *0 at; oiice cr^do- 
t Ui>t imprint a kiss upon 


her brow, some pnb.^p3ctfi^iatbers 'a4aw would have 
done. lJut liLs fyes. peihaps inVoiuniari.y, paid a tribute k> 
her pei'Rona! appearance whioh heightened her color. She 
might not, ffiier lii, h Much a discredit to the Woi liangtoa 
family. 

WonH you sit down ? ” ahe asked. 

‘‘ Thank you, Cynthia/' ha said ; I hope I may .now b"^ ' 
allowed io call yon Cynthia? '' 

She did not’ answer biin, but sat doxva herself/ and he 
followed her example, with his eyes Btill upon her. 

\fvai have doubtless received iny letter/’ tegaii Mr* 
'Worthington, ‘‘ I only arrived in iJramptoii an hour ago, 
Vmt I thought best to come to you at ouce^,|jioch‘»r' th#; 
circam:itaiicci*>.‘^ 

Yes/’ replied Cynthia, I i*eeeived the letter/' 
am glad/' ’Mr. Worthington. He was Imginning 
to Iwj a little taken aback by her calmness and her appar- 
ent absence of joy. It was scaroely the way in which a 
sclAuol-toacher slioiilci receive the advances of the fu*»fc 
citizen, come to g'ive a gracious consent to her marriage 
witli his son. Ibid he known it*, Cynthia was anything 
bu.l calm. *4 am ghtd/" he said, ""because I took pains; 
to explain the exac't situation in that letter, and to set forth 
my ‘own seutimenu?. 1 iiope you undei'stood them/' 

Yes, 1 UTiderstO'<Ki them/’ said (lyuthia, in a low tone*’ , 
Tbk was enigmatical, to say the least. But Mr* l^Yorth- . 
had come with such praiseworthy intentions tiiidi:.; 
he was disposed to believe that the girl was overwheliiie«4'"^ 
by Ih# good fortune which had overtaken her* 

I^'Was therefore disposed to be a little eonciliatoiy* ' 

My conduct may Imve appe^redTiarsh to you/' lie 
tintifd* 1 will not deny lljat I opposed the nmttor at iijmb 
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l^beri* still in o^iege^ and lie^&is n^. generous^ im* 
pretei<j^rtab!e nature whicb be, inherits from las poor mother 
kiiid of nature ^ uommit a rash aet which 

Would ruin his cart t^r. I tjecoilie convinced that 

he has — ahem — determination of pur- 

pose and an ability to ! tn| world which I confess 

1 bad undiMvstimaUHi. My fri^id^.Mr. Broke, has written 
me a letter about him, and tells me that Ije has alreiuly 
promored hitp*" 

, ^Yes,*” sa^ (ynthia. '■ " 

' *‘^;You hea4f fn^m. him? inquired Mr, lYorthington, giv- 
ing, her a qniek glance. 

' Yes,'"$akl'Cjiithia,})<>r color n^ing a little, 

i\nd yet/' said Mr. WortbingUnu slowly, I have lK:?en 
tinder the impression that you have ]n* insistently refused U\ 
marry him/’ 

That is true/’ she answered. 

I cannot refrain from complimenting you, Cymhic. 
upon such rare conduct/’ said he. ‘‘You wifi be gind t<* 
know that it has contrihnit'd luof^e tlia.n finy thing ebc 
toward iny estimation of your char^iter, atid iias strength- 
ened me iii my resolution that I am m>\v doing right/ It 
mav be- diflRcult for you to understand a father's foeiir.gs. 
The eomplet(j separation from my only sens wjjs tcdliiig on 
me severely., and I could not forget that yon were the 
cause of that st*f»aration. I knew nothing about yo'u*i\' 
cepi — ” He hesitatcil, for she had turned t.o him. 

Except what ? she asked, 

Mr. Wfctiungion coughed. Mr, Flint had t,o,id liini, ihat 
very t>f li^jr S|jparation from Jethro, auH of the 

rcfisons wMw people tidieveii had cause4 it. ' Hufortu- 
uately,^ we Jmve not rime U> go into that canyeiirt(ila#ri with 
Mr. Flint, who had gO'y«|'''ac(]on:ut. ol 'CyBlIda 

indeed. After all (Mr* WorthingtoB related), he hau 
consented to/fte and there was'lfb use in hHng- 

ing Jethro s thrmf into conversation, J#bro would 
be’ forgotten '■ 

’ , will; not deny to you I had other plimsfor my 

adh/^lie said. ''*^1 liatl hoped' "that he woukL marry a 



dattghterbf .aa^- ' 

gant with paifnl^ iC;i^t}u4^ M added UtW: 

“wo have odr ciuties i&^he ai^;t‘?o. as ia 
tbis'oaae, by a wine proyitika ^^^to^dedoo they gt' astfay.;. 
I suppose ynu have umrd of J^ffin,pu))caa*8 msrmgo.” 'v 

“No,” said Gyuthia. . ;; 

“She ran off with a wort^bw Italia Bofalemaa- . ,1 b^ 
Ueve, on tiie whole,” he said^ wi^ what was dh extremd 
comphusance for' the firet citizea, “ that 1 have reasoii to 
oohgcatulatejniyself upon Robert’s choice. I have made in- 
quiries about you, and I find that I have had' the pleasure 
of knowing yonr mother, whom I respected very much. 
And your father, I understand, came of very good people* 
and was forced b}- oircumsia'^iees to adopt the means of 
livelihocKl he di<h My attention has been called to the 
letters he wrote to the Quardian, which I hear have 
Ixien highly praised by competent critics, and I have 
ordered a set of them for the files of the library. You 
yourself, I find, are highly thought of in Brampton "X* 
not unimportant factor, by the way): “you have teen' 
splendidly educated, and are a lady, jin short, Cynthia, !> 
have oome lo ^ive my formal consent to your engagement 
to my son Robert.” 

“But J am not engaged to him,” said Cynthia. 

“ He will be here shortly, 1 imagine,” said Mr. Worth- 
ington. 

Cynthia was trembling more than ever by this time. 
Rhe was very angry, and she had found it veiy dllpoalt to re- 
press the things which she had been impelled tospeak. She 
did Bot liate Isaac W orthihj^ton now — (Aie despised him. 
He had not dared to mention Jethro, who had been her 
te&ufactor, though he had done his best to have her re- 
moved from the school because of her connebtimi with 
Jethro. 

“Mr. Worthington,” she said, “I have not yet made up 
my mind whether I shall marry yoh® w>n.” 

To say that Mr. W or thingtdnV; breath was t«ik<en away 
when he heard these weA would |e to use a mild eKpE<hh 
sipn. He doubted his seZB»3. 
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he exclaimed, starting forward, ^ what do yon 

" Cynthia hesitated a moment. She was not frightened, 
but she Wiis trying to choose her words without passion. 

, refused to marry him,*’ she said, “l>6cause you with- 
held your consent, and I did not wish to be the cause, of a 
qiiarrel between you. It was not difficult to guess ymir 
feelings toward me, even before certain things occurred of 
which I will not speak. I did m3" best, frcnn the very 
first, to make Bob give up the thought of manying me, 
although I loved and honored him. Loving l)im as I do, 
I do not want to be the causa of separating Idm from his 
father, and of depriving him of that which is rightfully his. 
But something is due to myself. If I should ever imiko 
up my mind to many him,’^ continued ( ynthia, looking at 
]\fr* Worthirigton steadfastly, it will not be l)ecauae your 
consent is given or withheld/’ 

•“Do j^ou toll me this to my face?” exofeimed Mr. 
Worthington, now in a rage himself at such unheai*d*of 
presumption. 

yaur face,” said Cynthia, who got more self'<to»- 
trolled iks he grew angry. ‘"I believe that that consent, 
which you say you Lave given freely, was wrung froin 
you.” 

It was unfortunate, that the first citizen might not 
always have Mr. Flint by liim to restrain and caaition 
him. But Mr. Flint co\dd have no command over his 
master’s sensations, and anger and apprehension goaded 
Mr. Worthington to indiscretion. 

Jethro Bass told you this ! ” he cried out. 

Cynthia answered, not in the least surprised by 
the admission, “ he did not tell me — but.h® will if I aax 
him. I guessed it from younJetter. I heard that he had 
come back to-day, and I went to Coniston to see him, and 
ha told me — he had been defeated/* . . 

Tears came into her eyik at the reiuembxanc© of the 
scene in the tannery house that afternoon, and she knew 
now why Jethro’s face h^ worn that look of peace. He 
bad made his sppretne sacrifice — for her. No, ne had told 



her nothiiw, and, ehe m igbi'neif^0 'kow. Sf 
thixkkiiig of the mngt^itade of this thii^l^ dem, 

and sW ceased to d.{>aak, and |h0 ibnxB obwii her 

cheeks enjiaeded^.- ^ ■;, :■ 

Isaac Wortbiogtiin ^d a habit oi: elutching^tbii^ irbe3$ 
he wm in a lage, and now he clutched the arms 6f|0ft. 
chair. He had grown white. He iras furious with 
furious with himself for having spoken that which might 
be construed into a confession. He had not finished writ- 
ing the letters befonef he bad stood self-jii»ti6ed, and h# ' 
had been self -justified ever since. Where now were these 
arguments so wonderfuily^jii»U8jp^l© ? Where were the 
•iBftitations which he had maM ready in ‘case of d barely 
j^ssible need? He had gone into the Pelican Hoi^ 
mttmding to tell Jethro of his determinatioii^ 
the marriage. That was one. He had done so — that 
was another — and he had written the letters that Jethro 
might be convinced of his good will. There were still 
more, involving Jethro’s character for veracity and other 
things. Summoning these, he waited for Cynthia to have 
done speaking, but when she had finkhcul — he said 
nothing. He looked at her, and saw the team on her face, 
atiu he saw that she had completely forgotten his presence. 

For the life of him, Isaac Woilhington could not utter 
a wT>rd. He was a man,’ as wo know, who did not talk 
idly, and he knew that Cynthia would not hear what he 
said; and arguments and <lenunciations lose their effect 
wheix repeated. Again, he knew that she would not be- 
lieve him. Never in his life had Isaac Worthington been 
m ignored, so put to shame, as by; this school-teacher of 
Brampton. Before, self-esteen^ andf sophistry had always 
carried him pff between them; apmetimes, in truth, with 
a wound — the wound bad always healed. But ho had a 
feeling, to-night, that thi^s atbmanfaad glanced into his soul, 
and had As he looked at her tho^ 

texture ■^^i|^anger’^p^^ forgot, for the first tirod 
that whioB^pPki^S^en pleased think of as her ppsitioii 
in life, and' feared her. \He’ had matched his spirili 
against hem 


CiKISTON 


Before lon^ tlie sikwtion f>ec8nie intoler^le to 
Cyi)|hia'«tili*sat sileut. She wtib thinking of how^bo iuid 
hidined for going iiiaok to that life, even tho^ll his 

IdTO for^ her hail made him do it. Bnt Isaac WorUiingtoa 
9id Qotlcoow of what she was thinking — he thoughit only 
of himself and his predicament. He could uc$ remain, 
and v^y0' he could not go — with dl|^ity. He who had 
comevi^ bestow could not dex^art like a whipped dog. 

Sftideuly a fear transfixed him; suppose that tibia 
woxsian, fnua whom he could not hide the truth, should fell 
son what he had done. lh>h '.vouhl Kdieve her. Cotild 
'Im^Jsaac W orthington, humble his pride and ask Iwr to 
keep her suspieiops to herself ? He would then be acknowl- 
ec^lng that they were more th.au suspicions. If lie liid so, 
he would have to appear to forgive lier in spite of what 
site harl said U> him. And Boh was i iming home, t’ould 
he fell Boh that he had changed Ins mind and withdrawn 
his Consent to the niariiage ? There would lx*, the reason, 
an^again Bob would believe her. Anti again, if he with- 
drew his consent, there was Jethro to reckon willi. .lethro 
must liave a weapon still, Mr. Worthington thought, al- 
though he could not imagiie what it might Iw. As Isaac 
Worthington sal there, thinking, it gre'v clear to l«j» at 
last that there was but one exit out of a very desporafe 
situation. 

Ho glanced at Cynthia again, this time appmsiugl y. 
She had dried bar eyes, but she made no effort to sjjeak. 
After all, she would make such a wife for bis son as few 
men possessed. He thoughtof Sarah Hollingsw^wtih. She 
-]m4 btWQ k good woman, but there htui l>een many times 
felien Jae hag deplored — especially in his travito the iat k 

.5bf , (rther qi|^ties in his wife. Cynthia, he tliougld, * ad 
th^ -qumities, — so necessary for tho w^fe of oiio who 
wonid succeed to power — though whefife »he had got 
Isaac Worthington #>uld not iraaguie. She would 
become a personage: she was a woman of whom they had 
sm need to be ashamed ^^homo or abroad. liJmmg 
l^eted these jeflectiouit, M broke the silence. “ 

; “ 1 am ai^py that y<Kt should have been ihiaM into 





f lebg B^oli « thkif w Wye ^ 

, ** wi I WisTe that I eatf' ttn 
iaeUnj^friUchproiaptod li 
idKiuid ha<r6 'k ieamtmeuijlg$inB!t, tae 
bk$ faap|)ened. It i$ perlwpl ni^taral, 

ide» tmr^teii^ir th# circaniltKn 

it. And I 'fM tSn the lutttm we 
intttnal^n|^aDd^?cii<}% which Tgr hearhf^ji^ji* 
ifdeiiSiid.” ■’' 


ahip wil — ........ . ^ 

He rose, andt took up luii hkt; and Cynthia tc_, 

Tlate wee aomething vevy fine, he thoaght, al«:>uii4hw^ 
eald^ge and eapressiow’lie cfiie stood in front of htjll 
** Theke Is in|||' hand*’* he said, — wijl ym take it ? *’* 

“ I ’ Cynthia answered, ** because wp ate 

Bob's father.’^ » 

And then Mr. Worthington went away. 



CHAPTER X3|;v 

**TO CBANGB the name, AN1> SOT TUB LETTBU’' 

I AM able to oito one notable instance, at leaefc, to «ii»* 
protNi tlie soying a part t»f vcliich is written alwve, and I have 
yet to hear of a ease in which a gentleman ever hesitated 
a single instant on a<',count of the tirst letter of a lady's last 
name. I know, indeed, of an occasion when locomotives 
conld not go fast enough, adien thirty miles an hour seemed 
a snaira pace to a young man who sat by the open w'indow 
of a train that crept northward on a certain hazy Sep- 
tember morning up the Ix'autiful valley of a broad river 
which we know. 

It was after three o’clock liefore he caught sight of the 
familiar crest of Farewell Mounbiin. aud the train rah 
into Hamich. How glad he was to see everyb<»dy dieire* 
whether he knew them or not I He canjO near nag |nhig 
the conductor of the Truro actiomnuHlalioo; who; hwullil 
to say, did not ask him for a ticket, or even a pas% r And * 
then the young man went forward a!»d almost shook the 
arms off of the engineer and the fireman, at)d cliinbed into 
the cab, wd actually drove the engine himself as far as 
Brampton* where it arrived somewhat ahead of sohednie. 
— having taken some of the curves and bridges at a spaed 
a little beyond the law. The engineer was richer by five 
dollars, and the son of a railroad president is a privilegetl 
character, anyway.' 'k' 

Yes, here was Brampton, and in spite of ffe« hde Ihe 
sna had neyer shone so brightly on the terrao^ stee|ile 
of tbo mei^gdiouse. Ho iea|jod out of the cab altibst^ 
bdore the ei^ine had 8t<)pj[>ed, and beantod upon everyberly' 
on the idsitfonn, — even upon .Mr. Dodd, who chanoed to 

■ mt 
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la a *winkliiif |he j^aftg i^if|ni 1m 
K«cic« f^id Mr. Sh<irma»' gaiToipiiit ]ii|#'’;ji|p| 
BiNwaptoa Sfreet, t!ie yot;^ mm Iw' Is^aad 
»ri®M*w, sanilini, ; gntiiXug woitdd ^ a bitter iiro*rf.,> vin 
fm tbe itm naaip&4 fnd fcfei^ imm to be girinms^, tdf 
The yiyatk^ xbaq opdt» fk& mttlAge dditr and li^pa int» 
and the is almcwt brofeen fnaa its hmgm by 
trea. He ruafaes up 'the stop and thrmgh nail, 
t into the lifami'T. where the nrst citizen and his seiic^tdttd 


are fiiUpg. 

** HelK Father, you ape I dtfhi’t waate any time/' Iwi 
oried, grasping his hither’s hand in a jgrip that made 
Mr. Worti^gton wince. . “ Well, you ax® a trumps nftac 
all. We’re both a Utile hot-headed, I guess, and dot 
tbin^ we’ro sorry for, — hut that’s all over now, isn’t 
I’m soiry. 1 might have known you’d come round wheaa 
you iouod out foi yonrselt whatfikuid of a ^1 Oyitihia 
was. Did you ever pee anybody like hei ?” 

Mr. Flint turned his back, and started to walk out of 
the «to*tu 


“ Don’t go, Flint* old boy," Bob called out, seizing Mr, 
FUn|*'e ham, ** I can’t stay but a minute, now. How 

answered Mi Flint, with a curious, 
kfnafy look hbi eyes that was not often there. “ I'm 
ghid to see you home. I have to go to the bank.” 

♦* WoU* Father, ’’ said Bob, “ school muat be out, and I 
.imagine yon know where I'm going. 1 vast thought I’d 
tetop m to — to thank and get a bmemcUon." 

”I am very happy ’to have you liack, Eobeit,” replied 
Mr. Worthington, and it was true. It would have been 
strange indeed if some tremor of senfbfneai had not b^ 
in his veico and some gleam of pride ha his eye as he loolpd 
upon his son. * ^ 

“|ki wu saw her, and couldn’t leaiat her,” said Boh, 
** Wlplii^'^at how it hapmued ? ” 

Wnrthingtcm aat down agaidkt the 




CK^NISTON 


4o not my deokioria <imt© ia''tfaat ifiijyi 

lie answered. ' <; 

" But Yi)\i luiYoeeau her ? 

** Yes/l have slen her/’ 

Tliere was a hesitation, an uneasiness in his father’s 
tone for which Bob could not account, and which he at- 
tributed to emotion* He did not guess that this hour of 
supreme joy (M>uld hold for Isaac Worthington another 
sonsiition* 

w-isr/t she the finest girl in the world be demandocL 
does she seem ? How tioes she look ? ” 

'“^She looks extremely well/’ said Mr. Worthington, md)o 
kid now schooled his voice. “ In fact, I am ready to 
admit that Cynthia Wetherell ixissesses the'qtialifieatinns 
m*ccssary fo/* your wife. If she had not, I should never 
have W'nttea you/’’ 

Bob walViHl to /he window\ • . 

‘'"bathe?!'/’ lie said, speaking i^h^ little difficulty, 
cai/t tell von Imw much I appredato your ~ yoiir mping 
round. f \yar/.r.‘d to do the I'ight thingj but I just COliJdi/t 
give up ?aK:h a girl as that/’ ,, . 

Wo^ shill { let bygone?? Ik* bvgon^; liobert^'* answers i 
W.r.'U/wthingt-riiH clearing hi>' tiiroat. ,, ,/ / 

*' She never wouW have without yemr conacii't, ' 'By 
the way/’ 1.0 ioitab tnming saddcidy, **dfei''«he filty 
iiave me nruv ? ^ 

I hcli<n'i,‘/’ said Mr. Worthington* cleaHug hi#' 
again, *’* 1 Ixdicvo rrw:*rvcd her deciaitm.” 

‘"I nrctet g<?c# to (/omstriii on 

Fridays. J'U drive her out. OtK>d-bj, Father,” ' 

Hc'ikny out. of the room, ran against Mrs. Ilokleu, whoa: 
ho .Mtoii'ished by ■salo/ting on cheek, and ^aateaithi^d. 
evfu more by asking her to tell Siiii# to drive bi#^ Maek 
horses to tlubriel Fust’s housa— as the ec/to-ge' was still 
kmowu'in ^Aud baking hittstiiy itjmoved ioiue 

the cinders, flew out of the d€>or md imeWd/the 
imrkiikekpice ity&e ''middle of Brampton Stfee.fcv,/'ISheii 
tee tried, to walk, decorously^' but it was' hard 'work. 
WliSit- ii she .skuuid uot .be in? 



Hie doof 1(1^ of ^ 

dsfoy e^id Hm # 

IW«i» ir»^ Cymthio bad fliuited 




ps.w.to^ 


Umi SJmJI I cferoy tlie meotel iina^ of the ntoder wfijo 
luw knowo her so long hj trying to «ell what she iooked 
liiD9 ? Some heroines grow thin and worn by the tjconlite 
wtdoh they are forced to 'go through, Cynthia was n^t 
^ts kind of a heroine. She was reither tafl nor short, aflld 


the dark Wne gown which she wore set off (so Bob thought) 
the career of her figure to perfection. Her face had 
become i little more grave, — yes, and more no^te ; and 
the eyes and mouth had an indescribable, womanly sweet- 


ness. 

Me stood fm a moment ontsido the doorway gazing at 
her ; liesitatiag to desecrate that i everv, which seemed to 
him to have a touch of sadness in it. And then she hnmed 
her head, slowiy, and saw him, and her lips parted, and a 
startled look came into her eyes, but she did not move. 
Me came quickly into the room and 8toii(iped again, 
quivering from head to foot with the passion which the 
sight of her never failed to unloose within him. Still 
she did not speak, but her lip trembled, and the love 
leaping in las cics kindled a yeainnig m hers, — .15 Rim- 
ing she was poutrless to resist. Ht way by that straudi| 
power have dravra her toward him — he” neve. knew. 
Neither of them could have given evidenci on that marvel- 
lous instant when the current bridged the space bt'twecn 
them. He could not say whether this woman whom he 
bad seisKed by force before had shown a like vitality in her 
surrender. He only knew that her arras wereijioven ahitwjit 
his neck, and that Ihe kiss of which he had dieted was 
again on hk Ups, and that he felt once mor > her emoderlnh 
supple body pressed gainst his, axid her heart beaitiii|^ and 
her breast heaving. And he k#w that the stra|»^ii of 
#0 love in her which he had gained was beyond es^ma- 

llOtt. O , .1 T’T 



OOKISTCMSi:; 

Ttos for a time tliey swung toother in etheraal spuae, 
with the motion of their flight. The duratibn 
<^8tich moments is — in wortis — limitless. Now he held 
Mr against him, and again he held her away that hia bjes 
might feast npou hers ^itil she dropped her lashes and the 
crimson tide flooded into her face and she hid it again in 
tihe refuge she had longed for, — munnuring his name. But 
at last, stJirtled by soam sound without and brought 
htek to earth, she led him gently to the window at the 
tddh'iind looked up at him search ingly. He was tanned no 
longtir. 

•* I was afraid you had been working too hard,” she said. 

“ So yon do love me ? " was Bob's tutswer to this remark. 

Cynthia smiled at him with her eyes: gravely, if such a 
thing may te said of a smile. 

“ Boh, how c.an you ask ? ” 'M 

“ Oh, Cynthia,” he cried, if von knew what I hiWW he**“ 
through, you wouldnu liave held out, I know it. ’f fellgan 
to think I -should never hayeyon.” 

“ But you bas e me now.” she said, and w:is silent. 

“Why do you look like that '* ” lu- itoked. 

She smiled up at him again. 

*'I, too, have Ruffered, Boh,” .slio saitk' **And I have 
thought of you night and day-” 

“Cod bless you, sweetheart.” he cried, and ki««ed ht;:; 
again, — many times. •* It’.s all right now, iao’t it’' 1 
knew luy fathm w'Auld give hia consent whim he foun * dbt 
what you w'e re,” 

The ex|'iie.- ■: -t; of pain which had troubled him er^.-n'4 
her face again, and she put' her Irand o,u h« •‘houider.' '■ 

“Listen, dearest,” she said, “1 love 1 .am 
this for jTM, You must understand that ” 

“ ;Why,''J^, (’ynthia, I understitrid it — of course 1 do." 
he answered, rjerplexed. “ 1 understand it, bat I don’t 
deserve it.” 

“rwant you to know,” »ho continued in a low voice, 
“thivt I should have wairried you anyway. | c««ld 
not have holjjed it.” . i 

“CyjtihiaJ” 





,.%f yoST i^sre &’| 
lifiildd tBfti 


** Or ft wotti'n ?**'CXfl 

If ton wftDtftd mi^. 

** Wftntifcd you t 1 ©cmlcHti^ SI » lo^ 
pm teat of mvllfe.’* 

SB© drew dowd His face to h«t8, and kias^ hitn. 

“ wished you t»> be recoaftiled with yoUr fftti 
ftHe said;'’ “I could aot bear to come Between yan* 
you are reconciled, aren’t you ? ” 

“ Indeed, we are,’* he said. 

^ I am glad, Bob,” she answered simply. “ 1 should 
not have been happy if I had |ljriven you away from rho 
place where yon snould be, which k your home.” 

-‘‘Wherever you are wfl^ be iny home, sweetheart,” hh 
sail, and pressed her to Juih once more. *’* 

It l^wgth. looking past his shoulder into the street, she 
saw 14010 Haiioweii pulling up the Brampton stage before 
the door. 

“ Bob,” she said, “ I must to Coniston and see Uncle 
Jet|ro. I promised him.” 

Bfib’s ans|f 4 ;y was to walk into the entry, where he stood 
wftting the most joyous of greetings at the surprised stage 
drit(?r. 

*‘1 guess you won't get anybody here, Lem,” he called 
out. ' 

“ But, Bob," protested Cynthia, from within, afraid to 
show her face jm-t then, “ I hftve to go, I promised. Add 
— and I w^r.it to go,” she added when he turned. 

“ !'m running a stage to Coniston tCHlfty myself, Lein,” 
sail he “and T m going to steal your Iwst passenger,” ■ 
|,emnel immediately flung down his reins and jumped 
odtof the stage and came up the ]^th and into the entay, 
w^ro he stood confronting Cynthia. ^ 

'*Hev yon took him, Cynthy? ”, he demanded. 

Yes, Lem,” she answered, “ won’t you, congratulate 
16^” , “ . 


:;rhe warm-heaited stage driver did iu 

ift^aai unmistidtable manner. 

■ 





l^ink « 
«i> botii of 


,, - M^ufter lw'''!i<'td 
% liMidA'wi^ braistted hl^wn ey^ wi ib 
itsleeve.-. AlVekiw>««4bersoloug-^ ,WheiW 
li^orKnce failed him, and ran dfHim t£e path and 
uito hie stage egaiu and drove 
Apd then Cynthia sent Bob ori'an errand — not a ve*, 
long one, and while he was gone, she sat down at the talf^ 
ied to realize her happiness, and failed. In less th: n 



iotes Bob had come oack with Cousin Ephmim, is 
l^whe eould hobble. He flung his aims aroumi h<T, 
and all, and he \ra.s crying. It is a fact that f id 
Stddiers sometimes crj*. But his tears did not choke ns 
%teranee. 

1^“ Great Tecumseh ! '■ said ( 'ousin Eplmum, “sq you've 
%Ont and done it, Cvnthy. Siege got a little rnite loo h i 
callated she’d capitulate in tiie end, but she held lu' 
uncommon long.” 

5 . “That she did,” exclaimed Bob. feelingly; 

“I was toilin' Bob I haiu’t got iiothia’ against h-is." 
continued Ephraim. i 

“Ob, Cousin Eph,” said Cynthia, laughing iu spife > 5 
Jienself, and glancing at Bob, “ Is that all you eon firf‘ 

; “ Cousin Epij^s all right,” Sflkid Bob, laughing too. 

understand each other.” , 

“Callate we do,” answered Ephraim. “FlI go 9 ^ 
to say there ha i n’t nobniy I’d rutheraee you marr^l 
m bev to go Imck to the kit, now. Witat’a to 
the old pensifuier, < -ynthy? ^ 

“ The old ptjijsionor needn’t w'orry,” said Cyntbift. 

Ihen drove up *Sila 8 the Silent, witli Bob’s buggyi*! 
hil-lliek trotters. All of Brampton might.see them 
and' all of Brampton did sec them. Suns got out, 
pxe^rtce nc$ being retj^uirnd, — and Cyn-Jiia was' h 
uifiuad Bob got in beside her, and awav they went, 
jng Ephraim waving his stick after them from the 
step. 

is xeeorded apdiutt the black trotti i-s that they 
rerf focft time to ^uistoa Uiat day, though 1 tarntw 
oovut* that (tither of them was lame, hern Hkllowelt, 







liot«e bjid %lnifiefa 
> Se^~ib o&« 

ii|t«xi^(wn. luori^j^railjb * 

io|. the ranaiss&oce lehttv 

Jrwm ol pl&asflgKS^ — -to ^ 

iii il like « ^rk, laid try tliat lands^M 

natore: dark, symm^tarical ^e^b'eea on i|l|b 
gmtA, and amlaa l". the d tfa^ir J^f, at^ 

0^ on tbe'htuBides, and beyond, the lBOoht 


the 0irergre6«i8 nmfised Kke elond-sMdewji on ip 

slopes; and all — trees and coppice and moitnta^d— 
taned by tha ha*e until they seemed woven in the aoftesfr 
of Woes #«d blue gyeens into one exquisite picture of an 
ancient tapestry, i, mvsolf, bave seen these pictures in 
that country, afid marvelled. 

•So they dro\« on through that realm, which was to be 
their '•ealm, .md <ame all too so tn to Coniston green. 
Lem ll.illowell had spread the well-nigh incredible news, 
that Cynthia iVetbereil was to tnarry the son of the mill* 
ownei and railroad president of Brampton, and it seemed 
to Cynthia 1 hat every man and woman and' child of tile 
iage was gathered at the store. Althougli^l|be loved 
every one, she whispered tomething to »ob when 
caught sight of that group on tiie platform, and he 
to the troth is. 1 'hus it happened that they flew bf, and 
were at the Unneiy house before they knew it? ait^ 
Cynthia, all unaided, sprang Oat of the buggy and ran tia» 
alone. She found Jetliio jilting outside of tiie kitcbl^^ 
door with a volmue on his knee, and she saw that ttte 
pript of it was Urge, and she knew that the bodk 'PW' 
“Robinson Crusoe.” ■' 

^ Cynthia knelt down on the grass beside hiin and oangbt 
his hands in lien's. 

;♦ Uncle Jethro,” she said, “ I atn gomg to many 
Wdithiagton.” ® . 

*<Ye 8 , Cynthy,” be answered. And taking tb« 
stip lof the first time in he atooped dowa nipl 

kfaisdi bw^ £ * 



:^0OfStpm^ 


would W b»ppy~i!|''49^:;lNlf|!tei^^ 
^brimmit^ in hor eyesk ■ ■':;, ■;•'•• ■ ;*•; 

^^-noTer have oewi so happy, Cyntby,,-i^aiiWr 
. ♦‘Uncle Jethro, 1 never desert ypd. J ehidl idways 
take care .of you.” . ' ;/ 

“ R-read toiiie eometaraes, f^thy — iwmd to me.?*’ »' 

- But she could not ans^^er him. ^e o as sobhing on iho 
pages of that book bd had given her ^ Jong i^o. • 


I like to dwell on liappiness, and I am reluctant to Itoye 
fheae people whom 1 have grown to love. Jothrp ;|l^ 
'Hved to take Cynthia's children down hy the. brook a»4.|to 
show them tho pictures, at least, in that U'diulerful edlUbn 
of “ Robinson Ciiisoe.” lie would never depart from the 
tannery house, but C'ynthut nent to him there, many times 
a week. There is a spot not far from the Conk^n jmd', 
and five niile.s distont alike from Brampton and l/onisjton, 
where Bob Worthingtou built his house, and where he and 
Cynthia dwelt many }'(jarft; and tliey go there "to 
day, in the sunimeD-tiine. It stiiads* in tJie insilst of hi 5 >:rd 
lands, and the ground in front of it slopes down to Coitm^ 
ton Water, artificially widened hore by a stone dam hlto a 
little lake. From the balcony of the 8omuie^houso which 
overhangs the lake there is a wonderful view of Cohiston 
Mountain, and Cynthia Worti>lngkwt ofton sits tliere with 
her sewing or her hook, listening to the laughter of her 
^ihildren, and thinking, soiuetimea, hygono days. 





cl lb loi!eg^g tb «il|K»» ^ 

klfcst;’li«K)nrf? b titl4 that b MjgJ wte the neib«»i|jr of i»»- 
ine tobil rn'm^motH, Ipay oorel is, to sonte blbtk 
A compbtnd of tahoith au^ Mton, md he has dow hi* bil 
fe conditions as weije, and to make ib 
of Ibis hook true. Ceitsin |)eopla who were living hi Sfc. 
Louis daring the Civil War have been ttientiooed as the 
ottginsds of characters in “The Crisfe,*' and there ate 
houses in that city which have been jointed out as fittShg 
desoriDthms in that novel An autnor has, frequehtly, 


de 8 oripb|M in that novel An author has, freqabtly, 

K ’e, ITOses, and localities in mind when be writes; hat 
afiges them, M^jlmes very matcriaEy, in the preo«» 
of literary eoi -struclaoiC 

It 18 ine . itable, |»ernaps, that many people of a certain 
New England state will rocogniso Jethro Bass. There are 
diffcicnt opinions exunt concerning the remarkable or%i* 
ual of tins clmiacter; ardent defenders and detractors of 


his are still living, hut agree that he was a strange mam 
of great wvror Tb author dbclaims any intention of 
writing ahiogrsj'hy cl ham. Some of thmdbinBW set lowm 
in this book ne did, |wi^ Hdhers he did not do. Some of tlj» 
anecdotes heie related oohoeniing him are, in the nbhit 
kue, mud for tins material the author acknowledges bis 
iftdebhdness particularly to Colonel Thomas B* CKeney of 
Ashland, Ifew Hampshue, and to other friends who hate 
hel^ him. Jethro Bass w'as typical of his Era, and it la 
jof UiA Em that this hook attempm to treat 

Concerning the locality where ilfthro lb«e was bom |M 
lived, it Will and will not Jb wbniaed. It would liK» 
bemthe extieme of bad pnt into theao 

an|f fiortraifes which might twnded femaihbor 
vidlpla, amd in order that it inay tf known Hbhat be anmr 

Ml 






texe ISO }i« litii Kqc _ 

' uliu^ c!M»ea for tiie Md of 4iii^ *^v<ld lx state _ 
is a and lor which he faM * sl|ie«A«4|g^|ie« 

The coodmoos hero depicted, white tMeiohm; 
'db»taeterutli<#a| locality, he heUevro to be tyideal of 
Era <3iv«f h tetneV*'^^ flnited States. 

A Many of ^ Ptirltans who oaiao to f^cw England were 
ImpellM to emigrate from the old country, no doubt, hy 
an avendon to pmling the foreltask as well as by rel^ous 
prioeiptro, and the spirit of titese men promilea ter a mr- 
tein time alter riie Hevolurion was fought. Suoh men 
Hied and ruled io C'<miston beforo the rise of Jethro Bass. 

oelf-ex«tnination is necessary for the moral health of 
naitonsas well as men, and it is tlie must hopeful of signs 
tite|,.in the United States we are to-day going through a 
period of self-examination. 

W© shall do well to ascertain the causes which have led 
08 gradually tohtsrav from the jKiliticul prindpleallaid down 
by oar forefathers for all the world to see. Some of u-h d(» 
not even know what tho«e principles o eve. I imve met 
many intelligent men, in diffeient states of the Union, who 
mnm not even rept'at the names of the senators who Kst 
for them in Congress. Macaulay said, in ISiiS, “ We ni v 
knoWi hy the clearest of all proof, that universal R«ffrfi!>e. 
even nniteA^with secret voting, h no swurity against uk 
estaldishmeni of arbitrary power.” To qoote/ames Ru'^eU 
Lowell, writingp bttte later: “ We have begun ohsourt ! ^ to 
rocognixe that . . . popular government is not in itself a 
panacea, is no better than any other term except as the virtu*' 
and wisdom of the people make it so.” 

As Americans, we cannot but believe that our political 
CTOfd goee down in it« teundatioas to the solid jfpi'l- of 
ffce of the best reasons ter ouT belief lies lu ili 
t that, since li7B, government after government 
Ipiitided our exai^e. We have, by our very existent e 
slid to powo»v made any decided td||||!mes«ion fnuit 
th<Ste aoctarioes impossiMe. So many people have tried to 
rate tbamoives, and ate still trying, tlmt o*»e ^ 

hehito tUll ^ time is ntA teridtetaat whett rib Lmted 



aeskative m mMmiif 
' Thus ^ 4|iiy ipii 
e%oli AiaeaiaJi - 

principle# u{ion wmeli 
iw a fiipxre sagmatad bf 
h|mien one ol tlic moltt 



iw wi|ii4 0am 
arnaiepi; Wm btlilt> >To 
d^h bai iaielj 
-ed of t^'vai'' mUiea, there Is m 


nlllKty that eartibpakea iw^iknafed ]%■• f nelfeseIxT moaih 
Bient;|liii'tlie pH # kite glebe ko r^am it« axis, wiieiter' 
or not* the fcneoiy be troe, it baa us pobUcal ap| 4 ioatioo. 
In Amorioa today we ti^ng — whatever ^e ooet-^- 

to regain tbe tme axis estabUshea for m bw the* toaiideia 
of our j^pnbliu. 


EAitt^AJUiirpitar Motm^ May T, 1906 . 
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THE CROiiSjlNG 

'i ’‘'Vr;-' ' ' ' ' ' • . S 

'V-;' ^ ’ > ■* ' 'Wf j, 

Wif1» iBaftmticns in colow» by Syi>> 4 .v a<^ l 4: i^^VLfSS ' 

. it-. ■ tim® " ' ' '/ . . $1.50 

' '*»||r«XhufcMlf« work* for mt" or al^ other* always ooaimilMia iM ,;,1 

Sf^^t^-Sion of alarge'itad^! publk\**— 7 >;f ^ i " \ 

t ’" Crossing* rs a 'thorottghiy'ititorestii^g packed w;:0\ ' 

adventure and sentimen^^^cidentt yet MthM'to hisit^>i|cal fait i:otl» ' m * ' 
s^P'dctadl and in spirit^* — TheJ^iaL ' 

jr.,> ",Mt‘ Qmrchtirs romance- 'filb in n gap wj^lch bbtor)" has ro'w 

r- ipaoi that gives life and color, even the very soul, to events.' whlcl Otherwise . 
.treated tvouid be cold and dark and inanimate/*- — Mtt, IfoiftACE R. 

. jri T^'i San Framisri> Ckrenick, ,> I y' 

‘The Crv>ssing Is the most engrossing t^de' winch the preser/. 

’• brought ns. ... ?Co go ^;>4 American catr atfurd to pasis it by, and lie will lx». 

- a lafeuer one when he bnishes 5 t/‘— ■ 7%e OW/arsrif ' V 

,, *' fit. Churchin's novel is a Mgoruns and absorbing love st«'‘fy/* 

' 1 ,* ' — Tk^ S(‘aiiii Time^* 

*** The' Crossing * Is a boo^^^that will be widely read and deserves io be.” 

■ ■ ' ' , Tkt Syracme J osi Standard. 

THE CRISIS 

With iIln«tt3Udom by H(>'Wak0 Chandler CstwsxY 

Cloth lamo $*.5©* 

f ' ' - ' ' . 

I •*. . . a charianihg love story, ati^ never loses mtere 4 .. * . . The' Intense 
^ditical the inieme patriotism '.'f both parties, are shown und^'r- 

l^tandVngly.” — Event-ing^ Tti(^rt2/>ht rhiWlclphia- 

. one of many novels., built upon the interests aroused and stilled, by ' 
the CWl War, but thirre ha.« Wen none sviip»asslng this'in.tralb and pow#c/’ 
'^ 4 '* '' '''■ fdrgofMuff San'^l^atrosco. 

THE MACMILLAN COMFANY 

M-w mtm AVBirca kbit roik 





RICHARQ CARVEL 


With Illustrations by Oiti.ropf T. ('hapmaN 
• ;iad MAtJCdiiM FRASEk 

L. . 

^ Cldtis iai |0 $f 40 

' * , one of the m^ist briUknt works of imaginAtbit of 11^4''"' 

d'CCitde. It breathes the spirit of txm romiice .*»!»# my 
that k truly foiciaating/' I¥m. ^ 

** . * . bbr^dih of canvas, m«®g of eiect, 4epth 

of feeling, and rare ^-hoiesimicacss of spirit, has seldiini, if ever#' 
been surpaanMed by m Amcrioiis romance/^ — C7tiia^ Tnk$tMi 


The celebrity 

AN £I3St)llE 

Ciotis laib'O $f.$d 

**Oiie of the best stc'nes frit has come from*’' the |5*e«»*ail' 
in i}jd& IfS si.t months, Tht pUt h oovcl^'tbe centTaii4fi|.'i| 
clear# and the inv:idettt» arc worked out wifb a degree of iitfl 
and gmd tasite that are ein.mci»tly satisdaclory. Its quiet hatoor 
is Q«c of it3 best 7"^^ Brp^M)tn 

' piece of bimttable comedy in a literary' way has 
Rk:ap,peiired , It is the pureM, kfencad 

jf /nkr-Oam . ' 


*/■> 

ill MACMILLAN COMPANY 

(i 4 -M Fiftli Aveiraa# Todc 9 




